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Preface

	 

	Share a girl’s exciting and dramatic journey…filled with unending adventure, heartwarming inspiration and Divine destiny!

	 

	 

	 

	Please note: The names of certain persons in this story have been changed or omitted to protect their true identities, at the author’s discretion.

	 

	
Introduction

	 

	Share my journey, beginning in a safe place, tucked inside my mother’s womb. After she gave birth, my grandmother and aunt cared for me because my mother was unable. The woman who gave me life was separated from me.  As she wrestled with the thought of giving up her first child, a question overshadowed her mind. Was she making the right decision to let her baby go?

	 

	For the first six years of life, I was raised in Jamaica. As I transitioned into life with my new parents, I experienced exciting and unforgettable adventures while we ventured to new continents. As I grew into my teenage years, I began wondering why my birth mother had not personally raised me, and I questioned the reasons behind my adoption.

	 

	I protected a dark secret in the depths of my soul, of which I shared with no one. My innocence was snatched away without my permission, leaving my confidence in those whom I loved and trusted, broken. I wondered if I would ever experience real love. I was always afraid to ask questions, and knew not who to trust to learn the truth about myself. I yearned to know the truth, my truth, since my family chose not to discuss it with me. My life seemed full of nothing but secrets.

	 

	My dreams seemed too far away, as if they were hopelessly unreachable concepts. I found myself on a journey, my journey; a colorful life filled with interesting people, places and experiences, sprinkled with lots of fun and adventure, yet overflowing with unending rivers of emotions. My mind was inundated with mountains of questions, and I was not sure how to find the answers.

	 

	I tried my best to mask the empty feelings buried deep within my heart; loneliness and the sense of emptiness that radiated from within the core of my very soul. I became an expert at hiding my disappointments. Communicating my true feelings became a daily challenge. I also developed a fear of forming new relationships, simply because each time I committed to a new one, I found myself alone again. 

	 

	Will my pain ever stop? Can I find true happiness? Can the puzzle pieces of my life fit back together again? Will I ever know the truth? Only time and destiny would tell. Finding the truth revealed God’s plan and purpose for my life. As I embraced the stages of my life, I ultimately found the answers, and healing. My healing was in the clouds. I felt God had forgotten me, but as I learned, the true inner peace I so desperately searched for was unveiled and I found that place of completeness and unquestionable success.

	 

	May you enjoy this book, from my heart to yours!

	 

	
Chapter 1 

	I did not realize the day I sat down to write my story it would signal the beginning of my new journey.  At this particular point in my life, I found myself in a place of depression and sadness; somehow, all of my emotions seemed to be on hold.  I had to give up the building where I operated my Lactation Consulting business due to low customer clientele and lack of funds.  I felt like a failure.  I was embarrassed and thought my peers and family would laugh and talk about me because of my failure. 

	 

	On the Friday evening of the same week I lost my business, I rushed my husband to the hospital as nausea and a cold sweat overtook his body.  Once we arrived at the hospital, he was ushered into the emergency room.  Within thirty minutes, he was admitted to the intensive care unit with what seemed to be a life-threatening diagnosis.  My husband remained in the intensive care unit for five days and the doctors took seemingly hundreds of tests, yet they could not pinpoint the root cause of his illness.  

	 

	I spoke with my mother-in-law later that evening and we decided my brother-in-law would come to California to take two of our children back to Virginia to stay with his family while the other two went to their grandparent’s home in Florida.  This was the first time my children had experienced separation from us, but the arrangement allowed me to focus on nursing my husband back to health.  After ruling out a heart attack, the doctors ultimately determined that Rheumatic Fever had attacked my husband’s heart.  I thank God for healing my husband and restoring his health.  Within a couple of weeks, all four of our children returned home and we did our best to resume some sort of normalcy to our lives.

	 

	About six months after that life-changing experience, I recall sitting in the living room at my work desk when God began to speak to my heart urging me to write.  I remember questioning the Voice of the Lord in a bit of astonishment because I had never actually written a book before.  I did not have a clue as to where to begin whatever it was that He wanted me to express on paper.  As I remained seated at the desk, I finally decided to obey His voice, picked up a yellow writing tablet, and began scribbling.

	For about the first hour, I just scribbled, crumpled up paper and then scribbled repeatedly until I heard the Voice of the Lord speak to me again saying, “Sharon, look deep within your heart and write what I tell you to write.”  I turned my thoughts internally as I opened up the door to the core of my heart.  I remained silent for a brief moment, then I heard the Voice of the Lord say again, “Write about your life, it is within you”.  The more I scribbled, the more the thoughts began to flow out of my heart and surface into the forefront of my mind.  All of a sudden, I found myself writing, “Once upon a time…”.  I scratched those words and rewrote.

	 

	This is where my story begins…  

	 

	My grandmother said the name chosen for me by my adopted parents if I were born a baby girl was Sharon.  I was not told what my name would have been if I was born a baby boy.  I made my grand entrance into the world on a hot midsummer’s day in June.  I was born in 1964 to preacher Farquharson’s daughter, on the beautiful Island of Jamaica in the town of Darliston.  Darliston is located in the parish of Westmoreland, a place mostly mountainous and heavily wooded. It is spotted with villages of small stucco and wood houses surrounded by fine coral beaches and broad plains where sugar cane, coconuts, and citrus fruits grow in abundance. 

	 

	Westmoreland expresses a beautiful portrait of rugged coastlines with unforgettably majestic mountains plunging into the borders of the deep blue Caribbean Sea.  The capitol of Westmoreland is Savanna-la-Mar; a famous seaport town which was known in the early 1940’s for processing, refining and exporting sugar cane to various parts of the world. 

	 

	One unforgettable area in Westmoreland is the magnificent and breathtakingly famous Negril Beach.  With its seven miles of pure white sands and indigo blue water, it enchants thousands of tourists year-round from across the world as they sit under coconut trees sipping their tantalizing coconut punch spiked with rum.  

	 

	The baby blue sky remains peaceful while sprinkled with cotton ball clouds that float day by day.  The sugar cane rises grand and tall, trying to touch the sky.  The banana trees grow in abundance as their tiny green banana fingers hang neatly tucked together leaning to one side, standing above the rich chocolate brown soil of the earth.  The coconut trees rise tall and erect, their branches whispering quietly in the cool summer breeze.  The grass runs wild.  The ocean waves dance back and forth, as it meets with the coral sand peacefully. 

	 

	As the pieces of my life began to emerge into the forefront of my mind, I realized in order for me to have a complete story, I needed to obtain some background history on my beginning years.  I decided to call my grandmother Sis, my Aunt Marie and Miss G who were all living in New York at the time.  This information proved helpful in allowing me to share my journey.  With pleasure, these three women opened up my beginning, enabling me to share with you, dear reader.

	 

	The unfortunate truth is I only have limited memory of my biological mother being present during the first years of my life.  I do not remember seeing her much, or being nurtured by her for a significant amount of time as a small child in Jamaica.  We never really developed a meaningful mother-daughter relationship until I turned eighteen years of age.  Even now, at times, I recognize our present relationship as more of a biological connection versus a mother-daughter connection.  This is a very uncomfortable revelation to express, and at times, I do feel slight regrets.  

	 

	Allow me to give you a glimpse into my beginning, from the viewpoint and memories of my birth mother, aunt, and grandmother, as told unto me…

	 

	Being the daughter of a pastor, Miss G, as I call her in my story, came up in a very strict and extremely sheltered atmosphere by her parents.  Her father did his best to direct  her every movement in a positive direction, but she was always the unique child.  She was free spirited and independent, the one who dared and loved to take on a good challenge.  

	 

	When Miss G turned nineteen years of age, her father wanted to send her to England to live with her older sibling in order to further her education and become a nurse.  However, after much consideration, he changed his mind and decided to send Miss G to a minister friend named Preacher Johnson and his family who lived in Montego Bay, so that she could first obtain a recommendation to further her schooling and become a nurse. 

	 

	Every weekend starting on Friday evening, Miss G got into a minibus and took the long journey home to Darliston deep in the countryside of the mountains, to spend time with her parents. On Sunday evenings, she returned to Montego Bay to continue her studies.  While living at Preacher Johnson’s house, Miss G sensed she had an unplanned package.  She realized that she might be pregnant.  At first, she did not understand the changes taking place inside her body.  All Miss G knew was her clothing became uncomfortably tight and she suddenly had an enormously increasing appetite.  

	 

	The more she ate, the more she desired to eat, and most of her days were spent being nauseous and vomiting at the drop of a hat.  Initially, she felt maybe she had eaten some spoiled food, or perhaps she had developed a severe case of food poisoning or perhaps she was catching a serious case of the flu.  She could not remember experiencing any other episode like this before.  

	 

	After several weeks of this continuously uncomfortable feeling, Miss G had no choice but to conclude something was seriously changing deep inside her body.  She accepted the fact her condition was not improving but becoming increasingly worse.  She had not seen her monthly cycle for four weeks now; of which normally, it would have shown up by this time like clockwork.  Her body was feeling significantly different than it had ever felt before. 

	 

	One Tuesday morning at about six o’clock, Miss G decided to take a mini bus into Savanna-la-Mar town to see Dr. Carnegie, one of the local clinic doctors.  To her surprise, after receiving a complete physical, the doctor confirmed that she was definitely pregnant.  She was in shock and did not know what to do.  The reality of the pregnancy overwhelmed her.  She became very nervous, knowing she could not disclose to her parents the disgrace of what had really happened.  Not only could she not tell them the truth about what happened, she could not even tell them how or who did it to her.  She was hopelessly devastated. 

	 

	It was still early morning, around nine o’clock, when Miss G left the doctor’s office to reluctantly make her way back to Preacher Johnson’s house.  While reflecting on her plight, the tears seemed to burst up from a spring located deep in the walls of her chest cavity.  They flowed down her face and blinded her eyes as she walked on the long dusty road towards home.  The sound of the noisy taxies whizzed past her ears, but she was so overwhelmed with her own dilemma, that she did not even take notice of the light brown dust coating her like facial powder.  As Miss G suddenly focused back into reality, feelings of despair overwhelmed her, and she realized she was all alone. 

	 

	She was not sure how to explain this terribly complicated and surprising situation to her father, the preacher.  She knew she needed to send him a letter right away, even though she was sure he would never understand.  She felt her father would never forgive something like this. She considered the fact he might not even allow her back into his home to live. What she now knew of home would potentially be just mental images of cherished memories.  Where were the answers?  Who would help in her dilemma?  Should she keep this baby or was it better to rid herself of her problem?   For the time being, the best thing was just to wait and intently process her next course of action.

	 

	About a month’s time passed since the initial doctor’s visit.  She decided to leave Preacher Johnson and his family to face reality and return home to her parents.  Nevertheless, before she left Montego Bay, she decided to share her secret with an elderly woman named Miss Bea, who lived in the neighborhood.  The only problem was Miss Bea was the community’s town herald and there was no way she would keep her secret.  Still, Miss G needed to tell someone, so she decided to take the chance and tell Miss Bea anyway.  

	As soon as she began to share her secret with Miss Bea about what happened to her, she noticed the twinkle in Miss Bea’s eyes because she could not wait for the words to drop from her lips.  Miss Bea excitedly said, “Child, tell me everything.  I understand.  If you do not tell it, I will!  So you better just goes ahead and tell your parents too.”  Miss G felt a mixed sense of relief and sadness as she regretted ever opening her mouth to share anything with Miss Bea, whom she naively thought could be trusted with her precious secret.  

	 

	The truth of the matter was she ultimately felt a sense of relief as she rid herself of the load, she had been carrying on her chest.  After telling Miss Bea about her pregnancy, Miss G decided to stay at Preacher Johnson’s for a little while longer; at least until she was about three months into her pregnancy.  By then she would have built up the courage to leave and return home to her parents.  

	 

	The third month had finally passed and the time came for her to return to Darliston.  On the morning of her departure, Miss G called for a taxi instead of getting on the overcrowded mini bus for her journey back home into the mountainside.  The ride was endlessly long on the winding and bumpy road; it seemed to last about three hours from Preacher Johnson’s house in Montego Bay up into the rocky hills of Darliston.  As the taxi neared the final corner on the unpaved dirt road leading to the entrance of her parent’s gate, Miss G spotted the outline of her mother’s petite figure.  She was a little distance off, seeming anxious, as she waited to see her daughter again.  

	 

	The taxi came to a screeching stop and the same dusty powder from the dirt road embraced her face again.  Her palms were sweaty and her mouth became extremely dry.  She opened the door of the taxi while her mother stood at the front gate waiting to greet her.  Their eyes immediately connected as she hurriedly exited her seat and closed the door of the taxi.  

	Her mother glossed her over from head to toe from the gate, and proceeded to run out to the road to meet her.  As the warm salty tears collected in the corners of her eyes then flowed gently down her face, with a deep sigh of relief escaping from her lips, her mother uttered slowly under her breath, “Lord have mercy”, as she shook her head.  Her mother sighed again and wept as she embraced her, allowing the words to escape from her lips, “Lord have mercy, my child has returned home to me.”  As she turned her around like a graceful ballet dancer turning their partner, she realized her mother noticed something was different about her child, but she just could not figure out what it was.  The more her mother twirled Miss G around, the more she realized and confirmed that her daughter was indeed pregnant.

	 

	As the two entered the gate to the house, they embraced each other and stood quietly for a moment without saying a word, but just wept together.  After what seemed like an eternity, her mother asked in a sympathetically gentle tone “Child, what has happened to you?  Let me get a good look at you.”  Releasing the embrace slightly she said, “I didn’t send you away to come back like this.  How could you allow this to happen?  How is your father going to take this?  You know that you cannot stay here!  Come, come child quickly, you need food and rest.  Let’s go inside quietly and we’ll figure out what we’re going to do later.” 

	 

	Her mother took her by the hand and led her to the back entrance of the house as she shuffled her gently and ever so quietly through the hallway and into her bedroom.  Her father heard the commotion and proceeded towards the back of the house only to meet his wife coming out of the back bedroom.  He asked, “What’s the noise for, Sis?  Has Grace come home yet?”  Her mother responded, “Yes, but she is tired, she has had a long journey coming from town.  Let her rest and you can talk to her later.”  

	 

	Later that evening, after rising from her nap, Miss G shuffled across the immaculately polished hard wood floor of the hallway into the kitchen where her mother was cooking dinner over the open fire.  The fire was ever so warm and welcoming and she drew closer to its crackling invitation.  Her father was out in the field gathering the farm animals, so it was not time for him to come home yet.  Her mother beckoned Miss G to come closer and said to her gently, “Grace, my child, how are you feeling?  My heart is crying for you.  I do not know what is going to become of you because you cannot stay here.  You know that your father won’t go for you being in the way.” 

	 

	Miss G dropped her head as the warm salty tears rolled down the sides of her cheeks leaving stain residue on her face.  She wiped her face with the corner of her dress, as her mother took her hand, comforting her, and proceeded to ask what happened.  Miss G ashamedly lied and told her, “A man, whom I don’t even know, befriended me and before I knew what was happening, raped me”.  She said, “I did not ask to be pregnant, nor did I go looking for trouble, but he just forced himself on me, and before I knew it, the damage had already been done because now, I am pregnant”. 





