
	THE BAD GIRL’S GUIDE TO DISCOVERING PURPOSE

The reasons why everything that went wrong really went right.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[image: Image]

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NIJIAMA SMALLS


Copyright 2026 © by Nijiama Smalls 

All rights reserved. 

Published in the United States by Nvision Global

ISBN: 979-8-9939723-0-5


Dedicated to my sisters, friends, and fellow bad girls.

Some people spend their entire lives without impacting another soul; Do not let that be you.

Some people never realize their gifts and talents; Do not let that be you.

Some people live with the desire to do something greater, yet it goes unfulfilled; Do not let that be you
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Introduction

Why This is Important
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It was the fall semester of my junior year in college. I was a student at an out-of-state university and had just moved into an apartment with two roommates because I hated living in the dorms. Our unit was located in a new apartment building in a trendy area of town. Walking through the corridors, you could smell the fresh paint and new building materials that filled the air. It was the kind of aroma that made me excited about moving into a new place, and it reinforced the freedom I felt finally moving out of the dorms. 

Our apartment had multiple bathrooms, which was perfect for three women. Located on the second floor with a balcony that overlooked the pool, the apartment was nice. The rent wasn’t cheap, though. I was a full-time student; to afford my share, I was now working two jobs. I loved living off campus, but it was hard. At times, my work schedules caused me to be late for class. There were also times when I had to leave class early to arrive on time for work. 

During this period, I happened to be pursuing courses in my major with some of the toughest and strictest professors. For these reasons, the words, “you should have stayed on campus,” lingered in the back of my mind, but it was too late, and I was in too deep. I struggled to turn in assignments on time, and finding time to study was difficult. By the time final grades were submitted, I had 0.5 GPA for the semester. Yes, you read that correctly.

My roommates proved to be the worst type of friends, which led to huge arguments. We argued about everything: who could come over, how long they could stay, how to clean the kitchen, what should and should not be placed in the refrigerator, and what type of products to use to clean the bathrooms. The arguments were heated, and the tension was thick.

I arrived home one day after spending hours in the library trying to catch up on work, and my roommates were in a heated argument about clothes.

 “Take off my jacket!” 

“This isn’t yours! My man bought this for me when we were in Atlanta.” 

I put down my bookbag and stepped between the two, trying to resolve it. They kept screaming.

 “Take it off!” 

“What are you gonna do if I don’t?”

I remained firmly between the two, proud to be in the role of the mature leader for a moment. “Ladies, it’s late. Anger isn’t helpful. Let’s get some sleep, and we will deal with this tomorrow.” I gently nudged Nora toward her room to sleep off the anger. As we walked down the hallway, Nora forcefully brushed into my other roommate, Jen, causing her to stumble. Oh boy, here we go, I thought to myself. I knew where this was leading.

I watched Jen’s hand grab Nora’s hair, pulling it so hard it made her scream. Then I saw arms and legs flailing like windmills as long tresses flew about.

“Stop it!” I screamed. “The nosy old lady under us is going to call the police!”

After a bit more tussling, cursing, and name-calling, they both decided to stop. They were out of breath and tired of slapping each other and pulling hair.

Although the physical fight was over, the resentment remained and filled the air of our apartment, and at times, it was targeted at me. It was exhausting.

I was thankful for my refuge and reprieve, which came in the form of an older, sophisticated gentleman who love-bombed me endlessly with dates to fancy restaurants and shopping sprees. He was a single father—a divorcee whose ex-wife lived out of town.

Because of the age gap, I didn’t take the relationship too seriously. I saw him as a way to pass time. He offered to cover some of my living expenses to ease my financial burdens. Without hesitation, I obliged. There was no way this broke, struggling college kid was going to turn that down. Soon, it seemed that everything slowly began to go wrong.

As my beau and I began to get serious, I realized I had never been to his home. We had driven past it once or twice, but he had never invited me inside, although he had been inside my apartment often and even dared to ask for a key. I also began to notice his availability pattern was unusual. After 8:00 pm, on most days, I didn’t hear from him. Because of my suspicions, my friends and I made a plan to visit his home unannounced.

It was around 10:00 pm on a Thursday when we arrived at the charming brick two-story home with green trim. We parked at the end of the driveway in case we needed to leave quickly. As I walked to the front door, the freshly mowed grass and neatly trimmed bushes standing in front of the bay windows caught my attention. I couldn’t understand how he found time to tend to those details since we spent so much time together.

I opened the glass door, gave a gentle knock, and waited. I could hear my heart beating as I anticipated what was on the other side of the door. My beau came to the door with a look of concern and dread.

 “Hey, baby! Are you ok? What are you doing here?” he asked.

He didn’t turn on the porch light.

 “I came to see you.” 

He stepped outside, closing the door tightly behind him. Firmly, he put his hand on the small of my back and began escorting me towards the driveway.

 “This isn’t a good time, honey.”

“Who is that?” said a loud, raspy voice from behind him. My stomach sank. 

A woman stepped out from the dark doorway and approached angrily. She was a portly woman with smooth chocolate skin. Her hair was in a neat updo as if it had been freshly styled. She wore a white T-shirt with a print that had faded from washing and wear. The biker shorts that she was wearing firmly hugged her thick thighs. For a moment, my eyes became fixated on her bare feet, which made it clear that she was comfortable, that she was at home. Before I knew it, she was in my face, bold and unflinching.

 “Who are you? What are you doing at a married man's house?”

I responded, “Married! You are marri-” 

Pow!

I felt her tightly closed fist land on my right eye.

She hit me hard and it took a moment to realize what was happening. Before I could gather myself, she scurried back inside and slammed the door. I caught my breath, ran to the car, and jumped inside. In the darkness, my friends had been unable to see what happened. 

 “What happened?” asked my friend Dana.

 “Just drive!” I exclaimed. 

As we pulled off, we noticed my beau was chasing us down the street, trying to stop the car, 

“Honey, please stop! Let’s talk about this.”

I was hurt physically—she gave me a good punch, but not emotionally. I wasn’t in love with him at all, and our relationship was based on a barter system. He provided me with financial support, and he was able to show the city he could attract a pretty young thing. What did hurt, however, was losing my refuge from the craziness in my life. This incident was only the beginning of more bad things to come.

One day, the property manager left a note on our apartment door stating we were being evicted and needed to leave by the end of the month. She claimed that there was information we had promised to send about our cosigner that we failed to provide by the deadline. I was devastated! It made me sick to my stomach.

 Desperately, I began to hunt for a new apartment. I wanted to finish my studies and stay at my beloved out-of-state university. Everywhere I went, though, I received a rejection. Either the rent was too expensive, there were no vacancies, they did not want to rent to college students, or they wanted to charge us an outrageously expensive security deposit. My search began to feel like I was on a hamster wheel going nowhere. Doors were closing left and right. I finally had no other choice but to pack my belongings and return home to my family. 

I was sad and frustrated because, quite frankly, like many other young adults who have lived on their own, I was not excited to return to my mother's house with her rules, narratives, and idiosyncrasies that, to me, made no sense, such as:


		Don’t light candles, you will burn the house down.

		Be home at a decent hour, this isn’t a nightclub.

		There will be no overnight guests, this isn’t a hotel.

		Turn off the TV by 10 pm, it raises the electricity bill.

		You can’t place only one item in the washer, it must be a full load. Don’t waste water.



Yet, there I was, placing my clothes in bags and dishware in boxes. I stuffed all of my things into my shiny red Saturn to the point I could barely see out of the back window to head back home.

Once I returned, I settled in and transferred to another university. The transfer process seemed easy, and everything lined up. Although I had failed that semester, my cumulative GPA was still high enough for me to transfer without any conditions. I lived at home with my family and paid in-state tuition, which saved me a lot of money. However, I was lonely and embarrassed. I was ashamed I had to return home while many of my friends remained in college. I also missed the life and friendships I created in college. At this point, most of my high school friends who stayed in my hometown were busy getting married, and starting families, and we no longer had much in common.

Nevertheless, out of boredom, I became laser-focused on my studies and possibly achieved the best grades I've ever earned. I obtained an internship at a large firm in Charlotte, NC, that helped me gain essential skills. It was my first professional role, and it allowed me to meet people who believed in me. 

During this time, I learned a foreign language and completed cultural studies that sparked my desire to learn more. I became close with a professor who had spent several years teaching in Asia. She had a completely different view (think collectivism and social harmony) of the world than most Westerners. I spent a great deal of time in her office listening to her stories about the people she met and the experiences she had while living abroad. She introduced me to issues like food scarcity and genocide in other countries. Because of my conversations with her, I began watching movies like The Killing Fields and reading The Economist. I learned how to research and how to use data and statistics. Although this period of time was lonely, I used my time wisely. I had no idea that this was where my journey to purpose would begin.

Today, I can tell you that had I remained at the out-of-state university, I would not be where I am now. I would not have earned my degree, which led to some amazing opportunities, and eventually allowed me to relocate to the Washington, DC area. All of these experiences guided me toward my purpose. What I once viewed as a series of horrible mistakes was actually a redirection that ushered me exactly where I needed to be. 

I have always been creative and a big dreamer. During this period, I spent a great deal of time planning and dreaming about what would come after college graduation. I imagined the type of partner I wanted to meet, the career I hoped to have, and the activities and hobbies I wanted to include in my life. Using my gifts and talents to make a difference was always part of that dream. I’m fortunate that my dreams came true, and today I live a purposeful life, but I didn’t arrive at this place without trials, tribulations, distractions, and disruptions. It took me a while to realize that it was necessary.

The road to purpose is truly a journey, and that is the thrill of it. It is filled with rich moments created by situations that shift our direction, interesting people who broaden our perspective, exposure to conditions that awaken us, incidents that conquer the worst parts of us, experiences that uncover new talents, and duties that refine our skills. The road to purpose shows us that past mistakes are sometimes our blessings, and what we thought were coincidences may be part of a larger plan. I’m grateful to embark on this journey with you as we make sense of past mistakes and find the work that sets our souls on fire. 

Like the first sip of coffee early in the morning, purpose awakens our soul and gives us a burst of excitement for each new day. 


Chapter 1

If You’re a Bad Girl
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Although I completed college, I did not graduate on time. The grades from my failed semester remained on my transcript, and as a result, I ended up with a lower cumulative GPA. 

I was also left with significant debt from purchasing furniture for my apartment. It felt as if the past had found a way to remain my present. I began to feel as if my dreams would never come true because of my past mistakes. I saw my other friends who were graduating from college on time, credit card debt-free. It was as if I was a victim of my own sabotage. I started to believe I was not merely damaged but bad. I had to struggle and do the hard work to rise above it. However, these challenges didn’t stop me from living a purposeful life; in fact, overcoming them became part of my purpose. 

I have realized that purpose is not about being good or living a perfect life. Purpose is destined for people who have made mistakes, missed opportunities, hurt others, or lived with hurt. It is for those who have been involved in drama, created messes in life, or had to start over completely. Purpose attaches itself to those who have been deemed “bad.”

As bad girls, we are truly destined for purpose, even more so because we have rich stories to share and life experiences to draw from. Yes, we are bad; we are bad enough to rise above our circumstances and beat the odds to accomplish great things. We are bad enough to challenge the status quo. We are bad enough to take on the stress of leadership to champion causes no one else will take on, to hold values that may be unpopular, and to stand by opinions that may cost us friendships because we believe so firmly. 

Bad girls are the ones who are not afraid to shake things up and change the world. Bad girls are also the ones who carry compassion and wisdom. A bad girl can look at someone in pain and truly see them because we have been there. Bad girls have a purpose!

If you have read my books, you know how much I admire Rahab from the Bible- Rahab is my girl! She was a Canaanite who lived in Jericho. When she is first introduced in Joshua 2, the text mentions her occupation before it mentions her name. She is identified as a prostitute, harlot, brothel owner, and sex worker. Today, her OnlyFans would be lit! But in those days, prostitutes were at the bottom of the social hierarchy and heavily stigmatized. Some laws at that time even encouraged the death of prostitutes. Based on this, she should have walked with her head low and a heart full of shame. But not my girl, Rahab. 

Rahab was a fierce negotiator! 

During a period in history when society was extremely patriarchal, she exuded confidence as she found the courage to ask the Israelite spies to save her family during battle in exchange for her aid in their escape. Because of this, she is later mentioned in the New Testament as a woman of faith. Regardless of her life choices, God still loved her. He also chose Rahab to be a direct ancestor of Jesus Christ and allowed her to be named in His genealogy at a time when it was uncommon for women to be included at all. Talk about being enough! 

Over the centuries, Rahab’s story has been used to uplift marginalized women. Rahab is indeed a bad girl, and we love her for that (Rahab’s story; Joshua 2, New International Version).

The purpose of this book is not to send us spiraling into an existential crisis, but to serve as a call to action to tap into the parts of ourselves that can lead us to a much more meaningful existence. We are going to embark on a journey of understanding who we are, through both nature and nurture, by examining the gifts, skills, and talents we possess and how we can use them to serve at a greater capacity. We will also examine our experiences, even the challenges, to understand how they shaped us. 

To choose not to pursue our purpose is like building a brand-new home with beautiful wood flooring, a green backyard, and state-of-the-art appliances, yet never moving into it. Eventually, the appliances fail to function properly because of a lack of use, and mold and dust accumulate. 

The home, along with its key features, was intended to be fully utilized, but because it wasn’t, it doesn’t shine as brightly as those that are lived in. Instead, we can move in and enjoy all the benefits of the house. Sure, things in the home may malfunction, and routine maintenance will need to be performed, but we are able to grow and learn from those experiences while we make fond memories in the home.

Many of us do not consider discovering our purpose. Our public-school systems and society as a whole doesn’t train us to uncover our passions or to fulfill purpose. Instead, we are pushed to gain the basic skills necessary to obtain employment. Eventually, we get caught in the monotony of thankless daily routines—work, home, scroll social media, have a drink on Friday, church or brunch on Sunday—repeat. Typically, it’s not until an unsettling event occurs or a transitional season enters our lives, such as loss of employment, divorce, or the dreaded midlife crisis, that we begin to ponder our purpose and ask ourselves What am I here for? Imagine how different things would have been for us if we had pursued this route all along.
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