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INTRODUCTION

Thank you for taking this walk with me through my journey.  It is my hope and prayer that this book will inspire you and those around you, who may be going through difficult times due to suicidal thoughts, mental illness, trauma, depression, anxiety, the current world affairs, and/or any other obstacle that may be preventing you from living a full and complete life.

It has taken me many years to find peace and joy, but I know that if I can do it, you can too.  That is why I am sharing my story, because someone out there may need to hear this.

The names in this Memoir have been changed to protect the innocent and not-so-innocent that I either had the pleasure or misfortune to have in my life at one time or another.

I started this book a few times over the last year, but I could not quite get through reliving the most painful moments in my life, so I would quit writing, start again, and quit again.  Only now do I believe that I have the courage to tell my story in the hope that it may help just one person and, if nothing else, I know that it was cathartic for me.


PART I: A Rough Start


The summers were hot and humid, and snow covered the ground some winters -- my hometown of Lawton, Oklahoma is south of the historic Fort Sill military base, where I was born.  The population then was just over 74,000 souls and the town was divided, both economically and racially, as many places in the Southwest and Midwest were. We did not live in the best neighborhood.  The area was called “Lawton View” and was known to be a “bad” area.


Lawton was always a rough town, and maybe most military towns are, but Lawton View was more than just rough.  It was notorious in the 70s and 80s for having a high crime rate, including violent crimes.  Gangs, drugs, prostitution, sexual assaults, and armed robberies were prevalent, and I grew up in the middle of all of it.


The youngest of six children born to Mr. and Mrs. [Greene], I stood out like a sore thumb in the neighborhood.  My older siblings were all brown-skinned, as were my mom and dad, but somehow, I was born with much lighter skin, which I grew to hate and despise.  I occasionally would ask my family if I was adopted, but everyone would just say “No” and that black people came in all shades of brown, but I still felt different.  I figured that I was adopted anyway and that I would find out the truth eventually.


The neighborhood and the schools that I attended back then, were predominantly black since the district that I lived in was mostly black back then.  It quickly became apparent to me that my lighter skin complexion was going to be an issue and, wow, was I right.

I attended Will Rogers Elementary School.  The walk was quite a hike from my home to school, but I made it by myself every day, that is until I started getting beat up on a regular basis by girls both at school and in my neighborhood.  After coming home with so many black and blue marks, my mom asked a neighbor, an older boy named [Darnell], to walk me to school.  He was helpful during that time, but he couldn’t protect me forever.  Imagine a little kid with a black eye.  What could I have possibly done at such an early age to warrant such continued mental and physical abuse?  The answer is absolutely nothing.  Was it colorism? I was light-skinned, with long hair and many of them were…not.  Was it self-hatred?  Whatever the reason, those girls made my life a living hell while I lived in that town, and I could not wait to leave and get as far away as I could from them.


I was not “black” enough for them and so they bullied me constantly.  I would have loved to have grown to be a sweet girl with a quiet, soft voice; dainty and girly with the opportunity to live without fear, but instead, I had to become tough to live in my neighborhood if I didn’t want to get my butt kicked every day.  I had to become street smart to survive, and that stays with you.


One year, a tornado destroyed our school in the middle of the night.  It was a relief when we didn’t have to go to school for awhile, at least until they put up a few trailers while the school was being rebuilt, but I dreaded going back.  That was my first memory of wanting to commit suicide, because I always felt like there was no way out, and no one around me who understood.


An obvious question might be: Didn’t your siblings protect you?  Well, the older sibling, [Evelyn] [deceased] who was 16 years older than me, had joined the Air Force and was miles away, as was [Tom], the oldest son, who was away in the Army.  [Laurence], the next oldest son, had also joined the Army.  The youngest son, [David] [deceased] was also away in the Army.  That left the sibling closest to my age (8 years older), [Nikki].  Nikki was still living at home as I was growing up and she knew about these constant fights but did nothing about it, in fact, every chance she had, she would either physically or mentally bully me too.  I learned early on that even people who may live in the same house as you, the very people that you call “family,” could be as vicious as someone on the street, or more so.  The fact is, I have had strangers in my life who were more like family to me than Nikki or Tom ever was.



David was my favorite sibling because he always tried to protect me, when he was around.  One time, a neighbor was calling me “half-breed,” and David gave him a bloody nose, then he got a spanking from my dad.  Ironically, you could say that he was the “black sheep” of the family.


As a child, I developed styes on my eyes and, unfortunately, sometimes they were present during school picture day.  I hated those pictures!  I looked like a neglected child being thrown away.  My ponytails were always crooked, and I didn’t look clean; a little girl, who no one seemed to care about.  These styes were an indication of poor hygiene.  Maybe it was because no one really cared for me, to make sure that my little face was nice and clean.  I remember one time, going to the dentist and they said that I had a cavity; my dad was embarrassed and mad at me for not doing a better job of cleaning my teeth.  It would have been great if someone had actually taught me the correct way to brush my teeth, but I was dealing with something more than just toothaches. 

It was something unimaginable and something that changed me forever.


My dad, the only dad that I ever knew, was a hardworking man.  Some called him Sergeant Green.  He was in the Army and that is how we ended up in Lawton/Ft. Sill, Oklahoma.  The other siblings had been born in different places, like Arkansas and Germany, and were the “Army Brats.”  By the time I was born, my parents had settled into retirement in Lawton.  No-so-lucky me.


After retiring from the Army, my dad started working as a manager at a popular gymnasium on the Army base, so he was away from home a lot of the time.  My dad was Superman.  He not only worked to provide for the family financially; sometimes working two jobs, but he also cooked, cleaned, washed the dishes, did the laundry and everything else.  My mom did not work.  She was diagnosed in her early twenties as schizophrenic, and as far back as I can remember, I was either visiting her in some mental facility or watching her overly medicated, more like sedated, lying on the couch with only moments of lucidity.  As she cycled in and out of her insanity, she dragged me with her.  She told me that I was her favorite and she doted on me constantly, but her attachment to me was unhealthy and damaging, as you will see.

We all remember our first kiss, right? The boy or the girl’s name, the place, and maybe even what they were wearing at the time.  My first kiss was when my mom stuck her tongue deep into my mouth and attempted to tongue-kiss me.  I was about four or five years old.  I was confused and grossed out at the same time.  I wish I did not have that memory stuck in my mind.  It felt so unnatural, and I immediately pushed her away, and that was the start of being molested by my own mother, which lasted for at least four or five more years.  So, as my life went on that way, I must have shifted into some kind of numb, survival mode. 

I remember feeling so alone, with no one to talk to, no one to turn to, and nowhere to go.  I became increasingly withdrawn; more and more depressed.


During those early years, my dad and I would go visit my mom at one of the mental institutions, either in town, or a few miles away, depending on the severity.  I can vividly remember playing with paint by number sets in the visitation room and pretending like my life was normal, if just for a moment in time.  Then, other months, when my mom came home, I knew that it was only a matter of time before she eventually would want me to sleep with her in her bed (my dad slept on the couch every night for years).  When she was home, she would call out for me at night (I can still hear her voice yelling out my name [“Kaaaaaaye”] and it still haunts me).  She would then help me up onto her tall bed.  I would lay next to her, scared but I stayed very still and just focused on an object in the room, then she would start touching me, all over, making me touch her all over and then she would put my little body on top of hers, as she physically made me move up and down and press against her vagina while controlling my hips.  She made me touch and grab her vagina and she touched mine.  She moved my little hands across her breasts as she moaned in ecstasy.  It felt so wrong and so strange, but I was paralyzed with fear and confusion.  Sometimes, I would say “No mommy, no” and I would cry until she told me to stop.



I even recall one night, Nikki walked into my mom’s bedroom and saw me on top of my mom, and she yelled, “What are ya’ll doing!?”  My mom quickly pushed me off her and pretended like nothing had happened but as I started to get older, I was sure that what she was doing to me was wrong and warped.  I just didn’t know how to make her stop doing it, but I desperately wanted her to stop.  Sometimes, I hoped that she would just go back to the hospital.



I was scared all the time and didn’t know what to do; should I tell someone, but tell who?  She told me that it was our “little secret” because I was her favorite and she would always tell me that she was the only one who loved me and that no one else cared about me but her.  I mean, most of the time, it felt that way, so I believed every word she said.  I did not want the affection that my mom was giving to me, even though it was the only affection that I was receiving from anybody.  I would lay awake in bed sometimes and just ask God, “Why me?”



The years went on that way.  She was mostly subdued, and on the couch, and those were the times when I felt safest from being the target of her sexual fantasies, then something or someone would trigger her, and she would suddenly stop taking her medications. We would not actually see that she wasn’t taking them, but it would become evident by her behavior, so everyone knew.  However, the last thing anyone wanted to say was, “Mom, are you taking your medicine?” because she would absolutely fly into a rage.


Suddenly, she was no longer sitting on the couch watching her favorite TV shows and watching the world pass her by.  She was feisty and sassy.  She started fixing herself up again, doing her hair, painting her nails, wearing make-up and waist clenchers.  She was trying to go out and do things, which all sounded great, but eventually, she would spiral into someone more extreme and beyond.  She would spend tons of money on things that she didn’t need, like more clothes, shoes, and purses, and she would start smoking cigarettes and drinking.  She dragged me with her everywhere she went, and we would take taxis because by that stage, my dad would have taken away her car keys.  We went to places on the military base.  She would order her drink and order me a soda.  I only remember her talking to people, but I don’t remember who, or any of those details. 

The one thing that I do remember is that I was the only kid sitting at the bar.


Towards the end of her worst insanity phases, she started doing some bizarre things, like going outside in the snow in her bikini and my dad’s cowboy boots, taking her clothes off and dancing sexually (anywhere).  One time, we went to the bank (she and I in the usual yellow taxi) and they would not give her any money, so she made me sit on the floor with her in the middle of the bank while she protested, stating that she had millions in that bank, and they were refusing to give it to her.  I was constantly humiliated and embarrassed by her in some way or another.  She loved a song called “Please Don’t Go” and she always made me sing it, both in public and private.  People would just stare in shock.  I wanted to crawl in a hole and die.



Then, at some point, she would become so manic that it was dangerous to be around her.  Sometimes I would hide in the closet and stack blankets and stuff over me.  I hate recalling these memories – deep breath – she and my dad would argue and fight, sometimes physically.  I just covered my ears when they fought.  I am not sure why he wouldn’t call someone right away when it got bad, but instead, sometimes, he chose to tie her up and limit her to one room of the house that had a bathroom.  It was an add-on to the house (“the den”), so it was separated from the rest of the house by just a sliding glass door that would have previously exited into the backyard.  Depending on how violent she would get, sometimes, my dad would even hog tie her and keep her that way for hours, but when she calmed down, he would then untie her.  Her behavior was often unpredictable, so there was always this constant tension in the home during those times.  I never felt safe or sure of anything.


I have a memory in my head that I pray goes away one day.

On this day, she was locked in the den again but untied.  I was talking to her through the glass door, and she seemed calm at that time and asked my dad for a drink of water.  The details are fuzzy, but I remember him not getting her the water fast enough and she did something unthinkable as a result.  This part is crystal clear, unfortunately.  She urinated in a cup and drank it!  Years later, I asked my dad about that incident, and he was shocked that I remembered.  I told Nikki about it, but she didn’t believe me, that is until she got a job at the courthouse years later and read about it in the court files.

Eventually, my mom would become so out of control that my dad would finally call 911 and men would come dressed in all white and take her back to the mental hospital.  It would take about three or four of them to get her into a straitjacket because she was fighting the whole time.  She had this incredible will and strength that even the hospital workers would comment on.  Then, days and sometimes weeks would pass by until we could see or talk to her again, but when it was time to visit, she was clearly overly medicated, slow-moving, slow-talking, and barely there.  I think it was a combination of the electric shock treatments they gave her and the medications, but it was a terrible thing to experience.  No child should ever see anyone after they have had a shock treatment.  She was drooling, incoherent, and downright scary looking with her hair sticking up.  I had nightmares about that for years. She would come home and there she sat on the couch and the cycle continued that way like clockwork for many years.

I think I liked her best when she finally stabilized.  She was nice and sweet.  A caring and nurturing mother.  The kind of mother that I loved and needed, but that phase just never lasted long enough.  It was like constantly saying hello and goodbye to the same person over and over again.

One of these occasions is etched in my memory.  I was about eight years old at the time and my mom had gone off the rails again. 


My dad called 911 and the men in white barged into my mom’s bedroom and they were trying to get her into a straitjacket when my dad yelled at me to get out of the way and that’s when I learned the truth.  My mom yelled out, “Get your hands off her! She’s not your daughter!”



[image: A close-up of a young child  Description automatically generated]

5-Year-Old Me

Lawton, Oklahoma


Chapter One: The White Sheep


The room seemed to close in on me.  My ears started to ring, I couldn’t see, I couldn’t think, and I couldn’t breathe.  I had just learned that my dad was not my “real” dad, so eventually, I asked him about what my mom had just said but his response was his usual response whenever I asked him what was wrong with her, he would just say, “Your mama is sick.”
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