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To families across the globe

Blood relative, in-law, step, removed, extended, adoptive, affiliates, branches, all connected, married into, those we never met, in-laws of in-laws, 1st, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th cousins, nieces, nephews, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, grands, greats, ALL. 

May we appreciate our time together, impart understanding, & practice unconditional love while still owning our individuality & power. May we embrace all the tough lessons we share, harness forgiveness, break generational chains & make the future right & bright for all of our sakes.
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In Loving Memory
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Marci Lynch Scott “Martha”

1948-2022

What a gem!
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To Stephen the Storyteller AKA “Stew,” 30 years later... you still manage to tune into my life with unconventional blessings. 

Thanks, pal!
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Great songs are made of triumph & victory, great movies are made of triumph & victory, we just love us some triumph & victory. As a species, we inherently root for the underdog. It's in our DNA to cheer for the straggler. We are creatures of compassion, despite appearances. 

Greetings, my name is Jenay, I am an enlightened emissary, revolutionizing your world as you read this, in case you haven’t heard. If you are new here... nice to meet you. If not, thanks for coming back! Your thoughtful presence is appreciated.

To be frank, I’ve never been a fan of the idiom: “The devil is in the details,” however, the title of my autobiography, of all things... the most precious thing I will ever write, is named that. Why? Well because nothing makes more sense. The virtuous & the vicious are both found in the details, yes... but the vicious seem to penetrate deeper for some reason & this is too critical to be ignored. If we, as a culture of humans, as a race of living breathing beings with a pulse, mind, heart & soul, are to master this life... we must recognize our enemies & be sure to flip the script & love them free. Enemies in this case would be adverse details... the devilish details, as it were. 

Every single habit, pattern, program, doubt, fear, feeling, choice, move, thought, word, deed, & decision... CREATES the person who shows up in this life: YOU. You are made of details. Straight up. Good, bad, happy, sad, ones made of fear or faith. It’s as simple as that. If the “devil” shows up in the details, then we can learn where, how & why that happens... so we can pinpoint those pesky buggers & weed our gardens like a pro. The garden of Eden is so much more fun than a knotty jungle of questionable flora & fauna that may bite, sting, stalk ya or snap at ya. Lets grow the good stuff, shall we? 

The biography you are about to meet, originally debuted in “Pandora’s Box Is Burning: Humanity’s Final Frontier,” which was magical in & of itself. However, a month in, I wound up gaining enough courage to separate the two. I decided that my life story didn’t need to hide in the second half of an otherwise revolutionary prophetic book on social justice, God & Country. Whoever has a copy of the original book in its entirety containing both books in one... are the special early investors. May it become a rare edition one day worth lots of money! lol

“Perfection is achieved not when there is nothing more to add, but when There is nothing left to take away” ~Antoine de Saint-Exupery

Sometimes in life, things have to be adjusted to fit the criteria of what works or what works better, essentially. This stand-alone version of my memoir was made for the sake of an all-inclusive broader yet niched down audience where everyone is bound to relate. We all have a story... don’t we? 

The Pandora’s box of humanity might be up in flames, but my family ties are no less than a plot of scorched earth. Thus, the Universe compelled me to provide my readership with yet another installment of “my story.” Not going to say, this is the last & final deep dive of it either. Regarding my childhood shrouded in secrecy though? Let’s just say, the whole cat’s out of the bag & bathing in the creek on the dirt road at the edge of town now. This, my friends... is my full circle moment where I tell all. Everything I have ever been, done, experienced & expressed has led me to this very moment. This is the book where I stand up, fight back, regain my power once & for all, & recalibrate my entire existence. Rippin’ through the catalog of your own mistakes & missteps & also everyone else’s... is no small, easy feat. Breaking the chains of a flawed lineage is exhausting but exhilarating & surely worth it in the end. You will now witness how an inner child becomes free. No longer defined by my family, a job or a relationship... I now own my responsibility to define myself.

When I embarked on this bio long ago, I wasn’t sure I was gonna be able to do it, to be honest. Telling the whole she-bang was taxing & filled with trepidation & second guessing. Outing others is not my favorite thing. Being vulnerable & digging up dirt is not on the list of faves either. And the little nagging voice in my head was incessantly whispering, “The past is dead & gone, so what’s the big idea? Why are you exhuming the smelly skeletons?” Well... the answer is: because the skeletons evidently serve a deeper purpose, which is ironically... to heal hearts. I’d be remiss not to acknowledge how the “system” has produced many casualties just like how I had been. We are in this thing called life, together, no doubt. In the scheme of things... I am telling my story not just to once & for all exonerate little ole me, but for ALL OF US, essentially, to have that opportunity. 

Your story matters too. What do I mean by that? Well, by listening to mine... you will find that yours will suddenly awaken. Any story left in ya that needs to be told in order for you to gain the freedom you may be seeking or that you deserve... will be called to the surface. Any story left in ya that needs to be told in order for you to drop the blocks that may be preventing you from living your best life, will pop like a firecracker to be acknowledged, heard & released once & for all in its own signature special way. Don’t be surprised if you leave the last page with a burning desire to tell your own tale. It’s high time for all of us to unravel the ties that bind & fly. Consider yourself lucky to be a part of this movement to vibrate higher, shine brighter & move on from whatever pains us from the past.

Now then... please, be seated, & enjoy the gorgeous gem I fashioned for you. When you’re through, please write a review & then pass the book on to the next willing participant. Thanks in advance. As always, thank you for having me! 
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Chapter 1: Burning Family Ties
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In an age of incessant showoffs on social platforms... it’s hard not to notice when you are the one without the family or tribe or close-knit community who cares. It’s hard not to notice when you are pretty much the only one who seems to not have intimate support, partnership or a network of individuals who surround you in any way, have allegiance to you or some cool unspoken bond... previous “work families” not included. It’s hard not to notice when every other single person you know has at least one ally to call their own. So, I have decided to explain out loud... WHY, that is. Or at least, WHY, my life path has led to this. My paternal grandmother had TWENTY-ONE brothers & sisters, so I’m told, but you would never know that by looking at me, all by my total lonesome over here on Desert Drive. 

No longer an addict with issues, from 20 years ago, I’m an adult woman now who had plenty of time to think, heal, grow, understand, analyze & ultimately, forgive. I also had plenty of time to contemplate how I had always deserved to have two good parents & a loving supportive family unit, no matter what I said or did throughout my life. I have finally decided that I will no longer go along with some fairytale version of events that serves to ease the guilty conscience of those at fault here. I tell the TRUTH in every other area of my life, it’s time my roots get dug up & exposed for what they are. There is something sweet about facing the demons of the past, calling them forth & summoning their little forgotten B-sides to play. I’m ready to move on, is an understatement. Let’s get this show on the road once & for all. I’m not holding onto this word document on my hard drive ANY LONGER. The following accounts are all true accept certain names have been changed to protect identities.

“The truth will set you free”—Jesus Christ

For the record, I do not wish to run your brain & body through the tumultuous landscape of my life story. I for one, am over it, quite frankly, & have been over it the number of times it took to heal & release it, which is: ENOUGH. I’m not a fan of stomping over ground until it turns to mud. I’ve already told my story in its entirety in all my books combined & to unwitting participants here & there over the years. The big picture was politely (notice I said, politely) covered & disclosed in my last book “Age of Aquarius” but this time... I have decided to cover all the little nagging details I left out. I left out the details all this time, for fear they would create a stir of sorts, hurt people, expose too much. But at this point in my life, none of that matters. No one is in my life, per se. It surely seems no one cares. Everyone is wrapped all up in their own worlds. Certain people are dead & gone. Who is even gonna know I said my piece? Not a single soul from my family, “friends,” present, or past even acknowledged my story the last time I told it, so I’m using this as my green light then, it’s time. If this book happens to go viral, oh well. Elite Spirit Team Six made me do it. Who knows, maybe a bunch of people can learn from my story, grow, feel, mend, & heal their own demons, trauma or unresolved issues.

If you need to brush up on the big picture, refer to my last book: “Age of Aquarius” which contains a 3-chapter full story line. All the other books contain my story in bits & pieces. My first book ever, “The Book of Beautiful Feelings” has the whole thug life shebang in a whopping 6 action packed pages at the beginning. Do your homework. (see “Meet Her Books” for special Author Notes)

That said, with no holds barred, here ya have it. Welcome to my story. Sit back, relax, allow me to unveil my origins. 

Dude, where’s my family?

Fam·i·ly

ˈfam(ə)lē/

All the descendants of a common ancestor.

Ancestry, parentage, pedigree, genealogy, background, family tree, descent, lineage, bloodline, blood, extraction, stock; forebears, forefathers, antecedents, roots, origins, heritage, dual heritage.

A race or group of peoples from a common stock. 

Familiar

(fəmɪlyər )

When something is so commonplace you know it well, it’s familiar. A familiar song might be one that you hum along to without even thinking about it. Like family, anything or anyone you’re familiar with has been in your life for a while. It can be used in many ways. Easy to recognize because previously experienced. If you are familiar with something, you know or understand it well. If someone or something is familiar to you, you recognize them or know them well. 
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“Call it a clan, call it a network, call it a tribe, call it a family: whatever you call it, whoever you are, you need one.” 

~~Jane Howard

We all innately CRAVE familiar things, people, feelings, places, sounds, smells, sensations. It’s in our DNA to want to relate, correlate, affiliate, be acquainted, blend, combine & connect. Familiar vibrations are soothing to us, they make us feel safe & sound, wanted & needed, loved & validated. Familiar faces & experiences, shared stories, histories & genes, help solidify our identity, restore our roots & verify our characteristics & intrinsic qualities. Ya can’t knock a sister for wanting to have a family.

“Family faces are magic mirrors. Looking at people who belong to us, we see the past, present, and future.” 

~~Gail Lumet Buckley

Some folks come into this world alongside a twin, or with a ready-made clan complete with dogs, cats, cousins, live-in grandparents, & siblings to play with, tussle with, bounce off of, learn from, click with, connect with, confide in, grow up with, roll with, visit many times a year & get to expand & grow with. Me... not so much. I’d like to think that the reason I have always been so alone in life... is because my soul requires the space to elaborate accordingly without human interference. Sounds good, anyway.

Believe it or not, there are families that exist who actually run their generational legacies and hence their families like well-oiled machines. That’s a shocker to those of us who have shoddy family enterprises that do no such thing. There are family structures run like businesses that serve to enhance future generations by running a tight ship that actually supports and reinforces each level, each generation, each age group that supersedes it. There are actual family units who build each other up, help support each other, and give each other networks, status & opportunity so that they may grow into stronger, better, more evolved components of that said family. This is what family should look like, ideally, this is how a family should be designed.

“Families are the compass that guides us. They are the inspiration to reach great heights, and our comfort when we occasionally falter.” 

~~Brad Henry

I am a firm believer that family should be approached as a business model of sorts where we play distinct but flexible roles within its hierarchy. A hierarchy with a system of standards that formulates structure & builds relationships that are positive reinforcements to each individual’s life path. If there is a noisy disruptive tool at your workplace, who is not fit to play nice on the team... they are likely dismissed from duty. A weak link on any team is eventually encouraged to keep up or get out. A bad seed... weeded out, a bad apple tossed. Families should be discretionary when it comes to the behavior of its members.

But let us not forget... what unconditional love means. If we ban together & are willing to work together for the greater good, harness self-improvement, iron out issues, heal our wounds, practice forgiveness & resolve our differences, the team will thrive. If we each commit to becoming better versions of ourselves at the end of the day, we will then thus be honoring our family, community, society, nation & world. We should always support each other, & never leave a willing participant stranded. Family members are meant to look out for one another & help the next generation to thrive. They are meant to fortify each other to be unimpeded by the mistakes & missteps of those who came before. 

Family means honor, duty, loyalty, respect & responsibility. A family member is not meant to just forfeit their role or position just because they feel like it. To do so, is a transgression on the part of the elders & is a failure to honor the unspoken code of loyalty that the business of family has carried since the dawn of man. To do so is plain selfish & self-serving. Shame on you, members of such families that disregard, abandon, ignore, neglect, or reject its kin. There is no excuse. 

Here’s to all the orphans of all ages, orphaned at any stage of life. This one’s for you... Lonely Hearts Club, renegades, loners, gypsies, Survivor Team Six. You are not alone.

Lucky for us, these days, charming outfits like Ancestery.com & DNA home kits offer the tracking of your exact lineage & all the DNA connections that link you to your family tree & all bodies in it. If you just so happen to be a person who feels disconnected in some way to your roots or lineage, now there is a viable remedy for that. Every single ancestry kit commercial appears to portray a heartwarming nook or jolly All-American back yard setting. Built to show how everyone is so ENAMOURED by their bloodline discoveries & so excited to learn of these endearing or empowering heritages, it seems lovely! But... WHAT IF... the opposite turns out to be true? 

No one ever seems to mention how it might feel to do one of those tests & discover that you come from a long line of sickness, disease, suffering & death. No one ever seems to consider seeing big fat strands of caution tape on those tree maps because they are crawling with gangsters, criminals, murderers, rapists, pillagers, pirates, patsies, or thieves. We may have derived from folks who had major issues, were low level migrants who didn’t have a heroic ending or some triumphant story. Maybe we come from a long line of broken hearts, broken families, abandonment, abuse, reckless endangerment, bad choices, & sinister callous cold-hearted crooks. Maybe we came from a long grueling line of alcoholics, struggle, poverty, addiction, gamblers, prostitutes. What if our people were war mongers, slave owners, tyrants, dictators, rogue witch hunters or greedy animal poachers? Maybe by doing one of those tests, I find out that my long-lost father, brother, 3rd cousin removed, or great great great grandfather was Hitler’s best friend. Maybe my people pillaged your people’s villages, stole their crops & livestock, raped their women, stole their children, then rode away laughing & pissing off the side of the heisted horses. 

Those DNA kits don’t say anything about the bad guys in the bloodline, the crooks, the con artists, the embedded shame, pain, guilt or vitriol. Those DNA kits don’t say anything about the fuckups on the tree, the dark ancestral roots that may be lurking. They don’t say anything about the stark possibility of a long line of infinite strands of suffering embedded deep in our genes, now do they? Those fun-loving family commercials certainly do not paint a picture of anything less than exciting noble findings & proud discoveries. But what if your family tree has rotten roots & poisonous berries??? Where’s the commercial for THAT? Lol, where’s the damage control therapy kit that should be offered as a bonus?

History shows us, that over centuries, some parents joined together as a team to raise children. Some parents joined together to build a family to continue a legacy. Some parents joined together to build good relationships forming a cohesive family unit who ultimately served the community via the family business or enterprise. Some parents joined together to nurture homeless or abandoned children to help curb the daunting stat of unwanted babies & kids in the world. Some parents joined together to foster, adopt, & give back. Some parents... not so much. Kudos to the parents who are stand-up humans. And “bless the hearts” of the others who just didn’t know any better.  

Indeed, our souls essentially CHOSE our parents while we were in the ether. Mind you, the reasons we choose them, may never be clear to the rational mind, so there is no need to try & make sense of it, since all things in the ether are not always comprehensible to us in human form. We selected them based on our karmic needs prior to birth via a soul contract. WE ALL DO THIS, in order to POTENTIALLY learn certain lessons, face certain challenges, have certain advantages, inherit certain talents, gifts or attributes that may be existent in the bloodline. We choose them according to how the combo will essentially serve us in the best way possible on our soul path, so we can evolve. This does not mean that there is an exact blueprint for the relationships. The word potentially is used here, because nothing is set in stone. It’s very important to note, that there are many directions these relationships can go in. A story can be spun in a multitude of ways & thus have completely different outcomes. It is almost entirely up to the free will of the participants in the contract, as to how it will all go down. This is why I say, we come through our parents; we are not them. They are the channel through which we travel here to coexist & co-create with others upon this planet Earth in a 3-dimensional reality that has been set forth for us to grace. We are not responsible for ANYONE’s misaligned free will choices when we get here OR for the duration. 

That said, let’s acknowledge... that we are free then, to be ourselves, to behave as we see fit, & honor the integrity of our individuality & our specific soul calling despite our parents free will choices. Despite “where we came from.” Despite our genes. Despite our family customs & traditions. Most of all... despite what false programs, sinister dramas, toxic thought patterns or flawed Belief Systems may have been imposed on us most times without our permission. These damaging thought patterns were subliminally, subconsciously, or blatantly ingrained by parents, guardians, family, friends, teachers, media, government, & religion. Each & every one of us has been negatively influenced in our youth by one, many or all of these things. However, by the time we all reach a certain human age, we become aware of the power of personal choice. We each have a turning point from child to adult, where we learn that we are solely responsible for what we create for ourselves & lives. At which time, we can either reject that or accept that, & develop & move forward accordingly. Blame game, or proactive co-creator? Your choice, friends.  

All that said... when a mother (or parent) leaves her child or children, she leaves her grandchildren, unborn grandchildren, essentially, & the potential family that would thus transpire. How sad, that she is also leaving any in-laws she may have had, all personal relationships with significant people old or new, pet relationships, neighbors, associates, friends, circles. This is a signature of HER character, not anyone else’s. When a mother leaves her family for a codependent relationship with a toxic man & behaves like it is a once in a lifetime “love” that she cannot miss out on because “life is too short,” essentially... this is a signature of HER immaturity, lack of integrity, intuition & foresight, no one else’s. A mother who is self-serving & doesn’t carefully consider consequences or others’ feelings or life paths, is a woman who is delusional, in this regard. At the end of the day, this is a person who is sad, insecure & unloved deep down inside on fundamental levels. It runs in my family, & frankly, I’m surprised it didn’t happen sooner. My mother’s mother did it to her & her siblings. History took a minute, but it definitely repeated itself.

Where is my mother? Well, she missed out on my entire life, & that’s not an exaggeration. Let’s just say, her ears are gonna be ringing their tails off for the duration of this book. It sure has taken quite some time for it all to fall into enough perspective for me to be able to write about it in its entirety, without too much personal conflict. I have what has been referred to as a “trauma bond.” A “trauma bond” tends to make a person have this unspoken allegiance to their abuser which makes them feel the need to please &/or protect them. Thus, I have been fidgeting with this testimony for quite some time now. This version of events is indeed the TRUTH of the matter, whether anyone agrees or not. Hopefully I don’t offend those involved or mentioned. But as far as I can see... if anyone was really that concerned about what I might disclose in one of my books, they would’ve brought it to my attention a long time ago, & maybe stuck around to be a part of my life, or to keep enemies close, as they say, lol. Truth is... everyone that matters here, is in denial, strapped into comfort zones, far far away.

Speaking of which, regarding my mother, she lives 10,000 miles away on the other side of the world where right now, it is tomorrow, literally. That’s how far away Australia is, a whole entire 6 months & 24 hours ahead of us here in the western hemisphere. It’s winter there, while summer here, it’s night there, while day here, which is actually quite fitting in this case, if you think about it. For the past 15 years my mother has ditched America for all intents & purposes. She ditched America & any semblance of family she had here. A move like this is the exact arch nemesis of me. I am super pro-American, a patriot to the max, & all about FAMILY values, & legacy. My mother on the other hand, evidently... not so much. If her father was alive, I don’t think he would have approved, honestly. My grandfather was a good hardworking Italian immigrant’s son who CARED about his family. From my standpoint, for all intents & purposes, he was a staunch believer in the American dream just the same.

Just to give you a window into what it’s like to be alone in life, essentially, here is an overview. A person who doesn’t have family to lean on, or rely on, is forced to seek help or assistance from random people over the years, who usually require something back or have strings attached in some regard. Acquaintances, strangers, friends or neighbors typically have no default allegiance. Thus, there is always a cost, or a fee, if you will & ya wind up owing everyone that helped you, blood, or at least feeling like you do. Then of course there are those of us who are females, who must brave the world alone with nearly no support from platonic male relatives in any kind of way. 

Believe it or not, despite a woman’s ability to stand her ground, women or young ladies have been known to thrive more freely when they have strong platonic male figures backing them. But if not, like in my case, as a result, boyfriends &/or sugar daddies, & “mentors” are then sought in lieu of them & we all know how that story goes. Women are an easy target for men to use, or take advantage of, if there is no immediate family “to answer to,” show respect to, or be accountable to. More often than not, the guy sees an opportunity to get away with bad behavior. A female is always at a disadvantage, in this regard. I have been mistreated & unfairly preyed upon by the whole gamut, up to and including neighbors, landlords, coworkers, boyfriends & bosses. Over the years, I have often considered making up a completely false story about my family saying that my dad is a detective & I have brothers in the military, just so people would respect my boundaries & watch their step automatically.

A person with no family, is always the “odd man out,” the extra wheel at the holiday table, the “stray” people take pity on, typically only invited or included on this premise. They have no emergency contact, someone to run an important errand or accompany them to an important appointment. They have no one for moral support for a big event, or a big day. They have no default sitter or surrogate caregiver, for pets or children, who is related, time tested, trustworthy & always a safe bet. “It takes a tribe,” Ha! That’s right out the window. For those of us who have no kids, it’s even more of a reason that folks do not step up to care or help out, as ridiculous as that sounds. Somehow in this society, not being a “mom” or “parent” is like a sort of impediment to success. There is a level of respect lost & compassion not even granted to a child-less person. A striving or struggling single human being is not enough reason to take an interest, give a chance or lend a hand in many cases where assistance is sought. “Oh, she’ll be alright” people often think. Now if kids are involved & the title “mom” or “single mom,” is in the mix? Whole different story. Help, empathy & assistance ABOUNDS in this society for moms, just like it does for veterans. ​

A person with no family, will have to contend with the prospect of if or when something falls through, like a job, a vehicle, a place to live, or an accident happens, an illness or disease transpires... there is nowhere to go home & stay a couple of days with no price tag. In the event of a setback, there is no secure place to take shelter, fall back, find respite, or rehabilitation. In those inevitable trying times that involve change or transition, that person can never catch up on bills, save money or take a breather. Having no family means the person has no unconditional support system, whereas there is a safe space or circle, where one can try their luck at their dreams, take healthy risks & chances, to fulfil goals. If they fail, or make mistakes, they are secure enough to try & try again, having a built-in cheer squad all the while, who continues to support them no matter what, & considers them a winner already.
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