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My gratefulness is to God! He has kept me mind, body, and soul. God is the source of my strength. He is everything to me, I commit my soul unto him. He placed people in my life to help instill his values in me, like my paternal grandmother. She gave her life to raise me and my brother! There are many others God placed in my path, and I am extremely grateful for them and the sacrifices they made for me.

God is Good
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The Genesis

MY YOUNGER SELF

I was born in Washington D.C. August 30, 1994. As long as I can remember I was very energetic, so you can imagine being still was challenging for me. My family would describe me as very inquisitive. When unoccupied let’s just say my mind has a way of getting the best of me. I learned to channel my energy into extracurricular activities. 

I first started participating in the step team in middle school and well let us say I loved it. Then later down the road when the step team was no longer available, I started playing basketball, soccer, and track at school. I was very athletic although I may not have been a pro or very skilled, I enjoyed participating in athletics. It kept me very busy mentally. I had a very busy imagination. My hopes and dreams for the future were to become something and someone of importance. Although I did not know how or what I wanted to do I just knew I wanted to become someone of positive influence to others.
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Me (Back) and My Brother

MY MOTHER

My mother was diagnosed as having schizophrenia and bipolar. My mom’s illness was devastating to me. When I first reconnected with my mother at the age of 8 my thoughts were that’s not my mother. I was in such disbelief that I refused to believe the woman I was standing in front of could ever be my mother. She was not the woman I had always dreamed of. I did not connect with my mother, for a long time I remained disconnected from her. I did not even desire to get to know her. I was just so angry. My heart was just so shattered that my chances of a relationship with my mother would never happen. 

My mother always seemed displaced. She was never able to maintain stable employment. Just as quickly as she got a job was as quickly it was gone. My mother was out of touch with reality or maybe she would just rather you believe that. She enjoyed acting as that’s how she and my father met but it seemed she acted all too well if you asked me. People would say my mother is very ill and unstable, I would say she just played the part the less people believe in you less is required of you.

MY FATHER

On the other hand, my father was very charming from what I can remember. I have not seen my father since I was 12 years old. My paternal grandmother was the woman that raised me. I loved my father dearly. I was always so happy to see him. Although things in my life did not make sense I could honestly say seeing my father was always the best part. While living with my grandmother up until I was twelve my father was the one she called when my brother and I were in trouble, lord knows those were bittersweet moments because me and my brother knew what that meant he was coming and not for something good, anytime my father came it was to beat us. Although we were getting a beating I was still so happy to see him. 

In the year of 2002, I had the pleasure of living with my dad in Montgomery County, Rockville MD, which was short-lived. My father worked at night so therefore his girlfriend at the time would watch us after school. That did not last long due to his girlfriend not agreeing to have kids since they’d lived without knowing we existed for so long. We ended up being sent back to Atlanta Ga, with my grandma little did I know that would be the last time living with my dad.  

A quick summary of the beginning of my life. My mother and my father were married. Most that knew them said they loved each other very much. Others did state the challenges their union faced, one due to the different ethnic backgrounds of the two and the illness starting to emerge with my mother made it hard for them to parent me and my brother and cope with what my mother was starting to face. 

During the summer of 1996 prior to me turning 2 my mother was hospitalized for a diagnostic test. While hospitalized my father told my mother he was taking us to visit his mother in Nigeria, and we would be back right before my birthday on August 30, 1996. My mother agreed to allow my father to take us to visit his mother, all without knowing she would never see us again. This event destroyed my mother, her children were gone, not knowing when or if they would ever come back. This was my mother's downfall and one of the causes of the uprising of her illness.

I was 2-6 years old living in Nigeria with my grandmother, aunt, and little brother. All I could remember about it was being a terror. I was mischievous and strong-willed. I would always get into things. At school as I stated in the beginning, I was very energetic. There was never a dull moment in the life of Aunica. I would always wander into upperclassman classes and remain until school was over. One thing about me: I was never where I was supposed to be. If you wanted to find me you had to look where I should not be, that's where I was. 
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Me and My Brother

Holding It Together

My grandmother being Nigerian was hard for me for a very long time because she was very strict and in my eyes did not express love in the way I thought was love. She was not affectionate, and you barely heard “I love you.” I was continuously in trouble for everything. It made me angry because I never understood. I just always felt like she was upset to be stuck with me. I felt my aunt felt that way as well. 

My aunt was 11 years older than me, so you could imagine she was young at the time. My aunt would want to go somewhere, and me and my brother would be crying because we wanted to go with her. Then my grandmother would say she could not go. Which would upset her. Although we wanted to go with her I still always felt bad. I was always attuned to others emotions and feelings, much of what my family never knew or understood. I felt like we did not belong. I felt like us being there was a burden to their lives and in turn, I grew more angry.
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