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DEDICATION

For those of you to find your way, and for those of you already on the journey. May you always tell the truth and tell your story. May you let go of whatever is not for you, stay focused and be open to the New Beginnings around you.



Content Advisory: This book is intended for mature audiences and holds graphic violence, explicit sexual activity and disturbing mental imagery.


For more follow


You Tube: https://www.youtube.com/@iamoyemi/


More information can be found on my Linktr.ee

https://linktr.ee/iamoyemi
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Introduction




My best past is spent exploring the world and all that it has to offer, internally and externally. There are so many things that can never be explained, the unknown is what it’s called. It amazes me how many people within the world deal with some of the same exact situations in life and yet go through the turmoil in silence and alone.  The outer appearance for most people doesn’t reflect who they are on the inside. We perceive that what we see is matter of fact. If we all spend more time getting to know one another; we may find that we are all dealing with similar circumstances. We are all vulnerable to our environment and the events that we assume we are or aren’t in control of; previously or currently.


In Flowers Do Bloom in Shade, I invite you to mentally journey with me into and out of periods of trauma, turmoil, life phases, life lessons and more importantly healing. This book is a collection of poetry combined with my reflections on my life and how I was able to ultimately overcome my adversities. If you find yourself here, then it is my hope that you open up your heart to help you find your path to heal. Perhaps to help someone else through their life with understanding, empathy and compassion.



I am in no way an expert and you will find throughout Flowers Do Bloom in Shade; I give my own experiences and what has worked for me. I am a believer that there is no specific way to heal as we all show up differently.  However, what you will find is I too struggled with molestation, rape, self-identity issues, suicidal thinking, childhood rejections, insecurities, deteriorating friendships, broken relationships and so many other issues. What I discovered throughout my tragedies is enlightenment, love, joy, peace, clarity and purpose. There may be those that are not yet ready to receive the messages, please know that I am sending you light and I hope that you may soon discover your inner peace. You may use the tools for yourself or help someone who may need a more indirect approach to self-discovery.


There are sections that include positive affirmations. Affirmations help to bring positive results and re-enforcements to life for some. What you say, you create, and affirmations create brighter futures. It allows you to speak positively into yourself. You are free to add yourself; it’s encouraged. Allow the positive to overshadow the negative.


Flowers Do Bloom in Shade has been therapeutic for me. I have been able to completely let go of things that no longer serve me. Although no easy task, I was able to let go of people and situations that hindered me in many aspects.  I have true inner peace and clarity. I conquered my demons and have re-written myself a more positive, optimistic and prosperous life. I am so grateful and humbled that you chose this book at this time and at this moment.


I invite you to experience freedom from pain on the inside of you just as much as the outside. I desire that you use my experiences to help you find peace, your voice, healing or your own remedy to finding oneself. So, I welcome you and I hope you find the words to resonate with you and open you up to your new beginnings.

I wish you Happy Reading and Self-Discovery!

Finding Myself


Flowers Do Bloom

Like flowers today, that can blossom in the perfect settings

Sunny and some rain

But give me those that bloom in every season

Resilient in any situation with any weather condition

Helping the petals open for admiration

I been guilty of using the wrong soil and expecting growth when the soil looked, smelled and felt funny

I licked my finger to taste the direction of the wind

It was frigid coming from all angles

What I really needed was shelter

Cover, shade, safety and protection

Ideal conditions to help me with my healing

All weather seasons help me bloom continuously

With humidity high and precipitation at zero

There was nothing to feed and nourish my struggling petals

So, I had to strip away the dead in order for new growth

Nothing funny about repotting and removing struggling flowers.

It takes patience.

But my flowers bloomed within less-than-ideal situations

I had finally found the right combination

Growing in many conditions and seasons and feeling the rumbles of all kinds of thunder

I blossomed in the shadows and came to light to regrow stronger

My flowers weren’t dead and overshadowed by falling petals

I just needed better soil

Are you that struggling flower looking to Bloom?


Reflection

Well, this goes without saying that I was that flower, which was looking to bloom. However, here is the thing. We tend to put all of our energy into people that are not ready to be our gardeners. I have done that myself. You see people for who they really are and like seasons, they changed. If you are that flower, you look for their constant presence to help you, grow with you, nourish you and just be there for you. When they are not, we lose ourselves and our petals fall.

How would you feel if you just let them leave or make them leave by snipping away the dead? How would you feel if you had to repot and remove yourself by changing your surroundings? How would you feel if you had to do this alone?

I will tell you this, people come, and people go. Some will be like roots to provide you with life, no matter what your external or internal conditions are. Roots create growth even when the flower has been neglected, these roots are rare so care for them. Some are petals, they bloom only when the conditions are ideal, they live only in light, they die in darkness, or they just don’t grow. These are family, friends, or whoever is in your surroundings that do not deserve your energy.  You owe yourself to flourish, so invest in yourself for your own sake.

You are ideally your own gardener. Nobody is willing to struggle with you or help you. That’s okay. Be grateful for the lessons you have learned. You will always be covered, protected and rooted.

You will also have the skills to decide if your pot (your life) is big enough to share with them. Water your garden properly.


Triumph Over Tragedy

Use what you got to get what you want.

He said those same words to me as he fondled a ten-year-old me.

Not like it’s natural to tell a child these words or allow her to summarize what it means to be a WOMAN

They say time heals all wounds, but some wounds are scars that refuse to mend.

Sometimes those that don’t heal only begin to dig deeper.

Deep enough to disfigure.

Don’t worry, it won’t hurt.

Wipe your tears child.

It’s only going to hurt and be uncomfortable for a little while

Sit back and let your tears take you.

More like a suicide that’s slow enough, but long enough to make you want to kill yourself.

Repeatedly over and again

Because the first time wasn’t quick or fast enough for me.

Breathe deep, cut deep enough and let it out and allow your wounds to bleed as the rush of your life leaving you

Suicide is my escape, and my letter is the pleas I begged you

My friendly smile has led me again on its menu

My rape that day only made me bitterer.

The whisper of my scream goes to deaf ears.

No one heard me it seems, I just want to pull the trigger

Why did I get drunk? Why did I play that game?

Pants at my ankles and I barely remember this ugly figure

Silent muffled cries.

Causing more than a little lack of hope.

Why did they steal my prize?

So, I became what every man seen

I turned myself out

I was high priced and not for free

Not everyone could buy me

I can see how my past made me a tragic team member

Alcoholic before I was eleven.

Life was too bad and so I got drunk to not remember.

A hot bath made me ready to end it that night in December.

However, something prevented me and made me use my pain to push through with enough energy.

I just had enough charge to make it.

I was nobody’s property

Someone said that the space I occupy was dangerous

But my contents were risky and heinous.

What good is life with no purpose?

The last attempt I made in my life was to paint myself on a new canvas

Painting myself without prejudice

Perfected my stroke because this is the original.

I stood up and stopped looking for the shift

I created it within myself

The course prediction is fifty-fifty.

But there was a certainty

As painful as the past was.

This newfound bare surface can be molded into my liking

I let the vision raise me

A snapshot of my present and future and I am the prodigy

Know your worth despite the circumstances.

For your Triumph over Tragedy


Helpful Daily Affirmations

I release myself from being a victim.

I am strong, courageous, and resilient.

My voice is powerful; I use it to tell my story.


I am now free from any abuse.


I am confident and optimistic about my life.

I chose today to stand up and say, NO.


The Dark Truth

Aromatic scent traveling through the winds

I could smell you before you came

Lonely, and isolated without hope

I tried to kill myself

The universe knows I tried

Too many failed attempts

At home my abuse was brutal

A grown man fighting a teen because she wouldn’t let him in

How dare she turn him down?

While he trying to turn her out

I wish I could have turned him in

No one came to save me

One did try but her fight and force for me was denied

I wonder if she has regrets

To her I apologize, I know it’s not your fault

You weren’t fully aware of the assault

My drunk nights from liquor

He came into my room

Held himself while he fondled me

I just wish for all the details I wouldn’t remember

I saw him every day and I feared his presence

Always baiting and grooming me in my mother’s absence

Sometimes she was there

Turned the blind eye and acted like she wasn’t aware

He gives me liquor to drink

I can’t turn it down when my alcohol willpower is nonexistent

I know I should have avoided it

But the pain I had, the liquor numbed within me

All my obvious signs how no one can see

Running from a man that is no father to me

Just some step man who lucked up twice

Two girls, a paid price too many

Jackpot, lottery winning bastard

Thought he had it nice

I wanted to save her

I left remnants of suspicion

Evidence and letters of sorts

Under pillows, in drawers and in bathrooms

My testimony should have been heard in a court

Maybe he was too observant

I struggled and failed my mission

Maybe it was too apparent

I think he knew it was me

He stole my innocence, I didn’t give him permission

Maybe that’s why he beat me like a man

Broken nose, scratches, dislocated jaw and a tore up hand

He says I hit him first, so I guess that was his plan

But in no hospital records will you ever see

This is where the distance with my family grew

I now know it was never my fault I was a kid who just tried to do what my mother failed too


Life Confession

I wonder what goes through the mind of anyone that sexually assaults a minor. I worked as a nurse within the prison system for several years before. I have taken courses for Psychology because I wanted to become a psychologist. However, that is one question I feel there are so many layers too. It’s also one that no matter the cause or explanations I cannot accept. How can anyone think it’s alright to take the innocence from a child? The audacity!

There was no childhood for me. I had to watch friends; my brothers and older sister have a social life except me. There were no sleepovers, no meet ups after school at their house. My younger brothers were made to babysit me.  I had to stay inside home or stay on the porch; I had to always watch everybody else from the window.  I never understood that.  My babysitters were my younger brothers. In sixth grade I sneaked a boy in while my mother was out. I didn’t really want to but he begged me and so I did.  My mother came home and caught me on his lap. I didn’t want him; I was bored with home. She assumed I was into him because that set the tone until she discovered I was into women several years later. In high school I explored my strong attraction to girls. I dated and had my first encounter at my sleepover in my bedroom. We were friends but she played her part as a girly girl. Although she looked suspect, she wasn’t the boy suspect my mother was looking for. While my mom was banning boys from calling, it was the girls that had my focus. If my mother took the time to get to know me, she would have seen where my attention was really at.

Why wasn’t I loved? Why was my voice not heard? Why was I ignored? Unfortunately, that’s an answer that I feel I may never receive. Excuses are more hurtful than the truth. So, I may never know.  

I am often asked “Did your mother know?” Honestly, part of me believes she did and just chose to turn the blind eye without investigating. I believe that she didn’t speak up out of fear. He was the main provider; he had the money and offered her the lifestyle she wanted. She had more clothes than we did, many she never actually wore. They sat in bags, in boxes or in her closet with tags attached. Her nails and hair were done faithfully every two weeks. I believe if she stood up to what her radar was insisting, then she would have lost all her financial stability. Her and her five children would be homeless. I believe that is why she never challenged him. I spoke up and said it happened and because of fear and the constant questioning of “you sure, you are telling the truth” and the berating of “So you are fucking my man?” the lack of belief and that “You are a problem”, I retracted. I watched how my mother was manipulated, and how she chose a roof and a house over our truths. I couldn’t compete with that. I regret it to this day however I can no longer do that nor blame myself. Any accusation of abuse needs to be investigated. Worst case scenario is that the accusation is true, and you did nothing. Could you live with yourself knowing that you had the opportunity to do something, save your children, save yourself or save someone and you didn’t act on it?

He molested me, he fondled me and tried to rape me on several occasions. He got me drunk just to take advantage of me. I fought him off and screamed every time he did. I never felt safe at home alone. I drunk my problems and battled others away.  I was an alcoholic from age nine until I was twenty-one, I had to numb the pain. So daily is what I did. Unfortunately, he got my sister too, and he didn’t let her go. She carries it all to this day. I always tried to save her. However, that’s her story to tell.

There were suspicions within the family about what was happening. There was one incident when my mother’s husband punched me in the face. I got up and my jaw was dislocated. I realized really quickly that it was twisted. I could feel it stuck to the right side of my face. My teeth were clinched tightly, and I couldn’t open my mouth. It looked exactly like it did in the movies. My nose had felt like it had shifted out of place. It felt sore and I could feel the cracking within it. I called my aunt and explained what had happened. Pictures were taken of me, and for once I felt completely safe within a home. However, it was short lived as my mother came and had taken me away from the one place I had peace. I don’t know why the police weren’t called. I have suspicions.

I had fought unwanted advances from this old man, ran away from him around a kitchen island, locked myself in my room, and had to feel him on top of me trying to penetrate me. A man I once called “Dad”. For clarity as I type this, I feel liberated as it is finally spoken. I spoke to him as well. He is a Chester like Dana Dane Raps in his song. Runaway Love Ludacris raps for. The type that speaks Brenda Got a Baby by Tupac. A conversation that is needed in all homes and to all children of all genders. There ain’t no saving him except the young children who are ever around him. I have released him, however, that took time. My spirit is saying it is helping someone else. So, I am grateful to have fought through this like I’ve done with many things in life. Statute of limitations had run out to reporting him. I wasn’t informed enough to tell my story until it was too late. I spoke up when I was twenty-one. I was one year too late according to the law as I read and was able to understand it. However, I can make sure that people are aware of him when he is around any children. I sent a Facebook message to his current wife; she’s choosing to stay with him.

I overcame the experience. The breaking down emotionally and feeling his unwanted touches. It was the same feeling I had felt when I was in the moment from age twelve to seventeen.

My childhood has taught me great lessons and challenges. It’s hard to believe, I know. Demons from the past can haunt you still later in life because they haunted me. So, what did my childhood teach me? It taught me that having therapy to process emotions and triggers is essential in my own healing. I’m stronger than I have given myself credit. I have endured things beyond my control, and I am able to hold my head high. It taught me that I still have a voice, the dark can no longer silence me. It taught me to never give up, fight for what I believe, what I know is right and reject whatever is trying to attack me.
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