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Chapter 1: Parents

“Betrayal from within cuts much deeper than most any other toxic injury within a family unit.”

- Paul Gillespie

A person's upbringing is a vital part of their life as it significantly influences their personality, which further shapes their behavior, dictates how they interact with others, formulates personal ambitions, and basically shapes the person as a whole.

Someone belonging to a loving family where all they see is compassion, respect, and placidness would definitely transmit love and compassion to others. Conversely, someone who has had a stern upbringing in life where openly expressing love and emotions is highly frowned upon and considered a vulnerability and weakness of character would be gradually forced to learn to suppress their emotions, which eventually begins desensitizing them. Such people generally have a great deal to share with others; however, they rarely do so because they have learned to detach themselves from anything even resembling intimacy, for experience has long ago taught them that the preservation of one's self is vital.

As for people with an uplifting and supportive upbringing, they tend to project a more confident and carefree persona. They possess distinctive identities and rarely fear or feel embarrassed when voicing their opinions or displaying their true selves. Ironically, while some try to appear overly confident, they also are extremely unsure of themselves yet have been conditioned during their upbringing to hide anything that could be construed as a personality defect or flaw. In contrast, the child who is raised with more structure, safety, love, and stability will obviously be more apt to have an overall sense of self-assuredness. Whereas others, who were reared by an old-school, strong discipline but without the praises of the parents, unfortunately, tend to grow up with quite limited perspectives of their life. Most have no real knowledge as to their own actual scholastic and athletic abilities. They often underestimate their talents and skills and believe that they are inferior to others. We must understand that a person's childhood has an everlasting impact on their mind, performance, and code of conduct in life. A positive and progressive upbringing is, therefore, ideal for a child to become a kind, well-rounded, and balanced person of great character later in life.

Indeed, a parent's thoughtful method of shaping their children's personalities is important, as parents are the first role models for their children, following in their elders' footsteps. The environment provided by parents in the home is what their children experience and is recognized as the only way of living. Hence, it highlights the importance of a positive upbringing and a calm environment that only parents can provide in the household.

***

It was during World War II that society witnessed a baby boom, as all the young individuals were crazily diving into marriage commitments. Everyone was getting married, having kids, and building a life together. Similarly, my maternal grandparents couldn't miss out and hopped on the bandwagon.

My mother's father (my grandfather) was a pilot, whereas her mother (my Grandmother) had won the Miss New Jersey beauty pageant. Winning the Miss New Jersey title couldn't have been a piece of cake, and undoubtedly, my maternal Grandmother was an exceptionally gorgeous and intelligent woman, which compelled my grandfather to fall in love with her instantly. However, my grandfather, too, wasn't any less than a debonair, handsome guy. He used to wear his pilot’s uniform, which made him look quite attractive and personable. Certainly, they were both gorgeous people who ended up getting married, and together, they made a beautiful couple, followed by an even more beautiful baby, my mother.

Apart from that, my maternal grandfather had a different but interesting personality. He believed in acquiring everything through his own capabilities and loved being called 'self-made.' He found himself in the unique business of experimental explosives. He bought a huge farmhouse to have the land necessary for experimenting. He would stay engaged, carefully mixing different explosives constantly in order to invent new products in the hopes of helping humanity.

Eventually, the government learned about his inventions and paid an urgent visit to the family farmhouse. Then, the government set up a contract with my grandfather, which resulted in him gaining an extremely lucrative business with the US government. He was very intelligent, and the government used much of his research in the final creation of the atomic bomb. This was one of the two bombs that were dropped in Japan (Hiroshima and Nagasaki), with such a mind-blowing and intense power that it effectively forced the terrified Japanese to relent by fully surrendering to the US. He quickly began attaining billions in wealth. So, my grandfather was the one who shared much of his discoveries through his knowledge, experience, and his intellectual properties. He refined these complex processes of manufacturing specific explosives. He eventually succumbed to the difficult but lucrative decision to sell his innovations to the US government. He went on to sell his cutting-edge technological advancements before realizing the true purpose of his country’s military purpose/intentions for his advancements in military research. He later learned that they had used his research for strictly military uses and advanced weaponry. I have always been proud of his intelligence but often feel deep empathy for the lives affected by the invention of his research.

Yet, the invention proved to be a huge stroke of luck for my grandfather, as he began to earn huge wealth from it. He had become highly respected and deeply sought after as he received more and more offers to do business than he ever thought possible. He soon turned into a billionaire, owning airports, jets, and multiple businesses—the big ones.

His work gradually started occupying him more and more. Even then, he made sure to spend quality time with my Grandmother. They were truly passionately in love with each other. They would often dance their hearts out in their home. Whenever they would think that the kids were asleep, they would roam around naked in the house, kissing and exploring their bodies. But truthfully, there wasn't anything bad in it. They were in love, and they knew how to express it. Honestly, nothing in the world is more beautiful than two people completely in love with each other. They reflected a calm and romantic vibe, which positively impacted the overall environment of their household, making it more loving and affectionate. Everything was great until one day, my grandfather's oldest daughter caught him sleeping with one of his secretaries from a window of his office building. Completely dejected by what she saw, she immediately informed Nanny (my grandmother) about her husband's infidelity. The news hit her like a thunderbolt, leaving her traumatized and shocked. All she could respond with were tears rolling out of her innocent eyes. She was a woman so charismatic and attractive that every other guy wanted to be with her. Even with so many options available to her, she chose my grandfather to love and gave herself entirely to him. The thought that my Grandmother could have married any man and still chose to marry my grandfather, who betrayed her, broke her heart gravely.

After realizing the truth, my Grandmother immediately divorced my grandfather and left him, taking their three young daughters along with her. My mother, who was only five years old at the time, witnessed her parents separating. It certainly left an everlasting mark on my mother's mind. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't shake the feeling that even the loveliest couple would ultimately end up in such traumatic disrepair. It was awful, but the impact it had on the child was even deeper still.

From this moment onward, life became hell for my Grandmother. She married my grandfather when she was only seventeen, unaware of the world and too young for the responsibilities. She previously had her husband to help deal with the problems, but now grave terror and fright severely struck her as she was about to enter this huge world alone while simultaneously dealing with a pitiless, almost incurable heartbreak. As time went on, she made my grandfather pay for things, as he kept visiting my mother often and would always arrive in his Mercedes or fly one of his private jets to visit our family.

In contrast, my father belonged to a completely different background from my mother's, apparently a strict one compared to my mom's family.

My Dad's grandfather's parents immigrated from Ukraine, but my Grandmother's family had been living in the United States for a long time. They belonged to different traditions and cultures but got aligned perfectly after marriage.

My grandfather went through school and secured a place for himself in the Merchant Marines. He left for the war after getting married, and while he was away serving in WW2, he became the father of a baby. His father was a farmer, which gave him interesting stories to narrate to his grandchild—me. He told me stories about going to bed after putting bricks in the fireplace to heat them up. They used to wrap them in aluminum foil, and once they were hot enough to keep their bodies warm the entire night, they would hug their fire-heated bricks and slip into their slumbers. Before listening to him, I didn't know that such a thing even existed. Therefore, my first reaction to the story was, WOW! Amazing. And indeed, it was amazing. I mean, who could have thought of it? In addition to that, my grandfather was a hardworking individual. He acquired his first dump truck at the age of only sixteen, which he used to sell and deliver topsoil. He would haul it and unload the topsoil out of the truck with a shovel all by himself. With consistency and hard work, he gradually earned enough money and eventually built a construction company of his own. He built his future construction company's building completely alone with his own two hands, cinder block-by-cinder block. He also built his own family home in the same manner. He began building his construction company, gaining many employees and even more pieces of heavy equipment. It was such a remarkable effort and achievement—and entirely unbelievable, too. He continued to gain wealth, building countless houses and neighborhoods and much more. Everyone regarded him as a reliable and honest businessman.

On the contrary, his wife (my grandmother) had mostly lived an isolated "1950s style wife" and continued to remain underconfident her entire life due to the fact that she was never afforded the opportunity or luxury of completing her education. Throughout her life, she always felt embarrassed due to her lack of intellect. At the age of thirteen, she began working at a local tea house. Back then, there was no such thing as child labor laws, and no one really emphasized children's education; therefore, she easily got a job at such a young age. Unfortunately, in that era, most of the kids had to work from a very young age to support the family while leaving education and personal growth aside.

Moreover, my Grandmother grew up in a household that didn't believe in doctors, possibly because they couldn't afford any. They relied on prayers when anyone in the family got sick, regardless of the illness. This seemed an extremely old-school way of thinking, but then again, I saw them provide for their ten kids who needed clothes, food, and education from a very meager salary, so I realized then why certain laws or traditions are brought into the household. The funny part of the story is that my Grandmother always resented this idea, whereas I valued it. I learned the reason for it, but it was the opposite for her because she was experiencing it firsthand and was tired of their situation. Regardless of our feelings on the subject, not one person in her family ever caught a sickness that resulted in even 1(ONE) sickness!! How Amazing?? Those prayers were genuine and obviously quite powerful! I knew God was real after learning that.

My Grandmother was raised in an old-school way, and her lack of education influenced her to act and remain the typical '50s wife all her life. She would keep the house spick and span literally every single day, completing all the household chores by herself. One thing she couldn't do was put gas in her own car. Perhaps she would feel embarrassed, which pulled her away from doing certain things that were considered taboo for women back then. Therefore, my grandfather always filled the gas tank in her car.

When my grandfather initially started his construction company, he would blacktop the roads in severely hot weather to literally earn bread for the family. He would work hard under the scorching heat of the sun, raking the blacktop that still had 130 degrees of moisture in it. On the other hand, my father, who was a big boy now, didn't inherit his father's genes. He wasn't as hardworking as his father and would spend the day trying to get by doing as little work for his dad's company as possible.

Once, when Dad was lying on his stomach under a shady tree, Grandfather grabbed him by the back of the belt with one arm and lifted him off the ground.

"You tired, boy???" Grandfather said annoyingly.

Grandfather didn't have a habit of complaining, but he was quite tough on my father. Back then, there wasn't any law against child abuse or beating. Thus, people followed beating or scolding methods to discipline their kids. Not only parents but even neighbors were allowed to smack anyone's child on account of disciplining them.

In comparison, my grandfather was a very generous and understanding man. He had a God-fearing soul who would love and provide for everyone. I remembered his employees coming to him and asking for money because their checks hadn't arrived yet. He would happily help everyone and ensure that no one would return empty-handed from him. He never smoked or drank in his life and lived by biblical principles. I am unsure if he had read the Bible, but he went to church every single Sunday- no matter what. Church and his family instilled everything in him.

Moving forward to my parents' story, my father earned money by fixing others' cars. In his free time, he would race his hot rods against others throughout the streets in the local area. In the '70s, he owned a TransAm and a '57 Chevy that he rebuilt from various engine parts in the garage. He was intelligent and smart and started working at a young age, which eventually made him sick of all the effort it took to earn money in his early life. With the passing of time, his interest in working and earning money diminished. Though he was extremely smart, he didn't attend college because he had fallen deeply in love with my mother and gotten married early in his life. On the other hand, my mother had a lively, fun-loving, and bold personality, as she was the daughter of a billionaire who always had her needs and requirements fulfilled. She had maids, wealth, and luxurious possessions that were enough to make her haughty and cocky, like a spoiled kid. She was raised in such a way that she never stopped to think before saying anything. My mother would say anything to anyone without realizing the consequences of her words. This straightforwardness got her into hot waters several times, and during one of those times, she met my father.

My father and mother met each other in high school during the times when the Civil Rights Movement was at its peak and desegregation was being ushered in almost everywhere. My parents had always gone to segregated schools, and suddenly, they were told that it was a bad thing. It was difficult for them to adapt to the change, but it was a good lesson for them and us.

Once, during her high school days, my mother interrupted a close friend's fight because she could see the girl being unnecessarily humiliated by a group of an opposing race. One day, following that event, my mother entered the bathroom, and the group surrounded her. They all began punching her, and the fight led out to the front of the high school. They attacked Mom at the flagpole and proceeded to violently rip out a plethora of her hair from her scalp. This left a huge bald spot visible on her head, which bled for hours. This altercation included the group of girls jumping my mom, kicking her, and slicing her skin deeply with a razor blade as they cut her sweater from her body. The result of all these actions led to heavy bleeding. At this moment, Dad intervened, and using just one arm, he ripped her from the clutches of the horribly violent and unnecessary mayhem. After relegating her to safety, Dad pounded practically every assailant mercilessly. I could imagine how Mom would have felt at that moment. The unexplainable feeling of being safe and secure in the presence of someone is huge and, undoubtedly, the one that she needed the most at that grave moment when her father wasn't alongside her to provide protection.

Another time, an unfortunate fella was messing with Mom at the school. That unlucky boy had an oppressive personality, and he was feared by every other student. Astonishingly, his formidable image didn't scare Dad. In fact, he used to mess with that guy in ways that were staggering for the other students. My father would never let that boy do anything bad to himself or my mother; he would fight heroically for my mom against the bullies. My mother found him chivalrous because of his antagonistic attitude. She liked that Dad would never let anyone say anything to her, or else Dad would crack them in their jaw or simply knock them out with just one punch.

There was a popular road that the boys used to race their cars down. There, my dad finally caught the bully. On the sidewalk, there was a little white picket fence. My dad caught that same male assailant behind the fence and ended up beating him violently yet again. At this moment, my mother felt the most protected in her life. She finally had someone in her life who could protect her and take a courageous stand for her.

Clearly, my mother was attracted to bad boys, as most women are. She wanted someone who could fight for her, love her vulnerable side, and someone who could become her partner in crime. Surprisingly, she loved Dad's goofy sense of humor. In addition, she wasn't worried about Dad's finances because she knew that Dad's father owned a construction company that he would inherit eventually. In contrast, Dad was attracted to Mom's loving side. As much as he was hard from the outside, his inner side was as soft as a gentle feather. While they were still in high school, my parents got married and had a huge wedding in the Presbyterian Church. My grandfather built them a three-bedroom apartment on top of the construction company, which looked lavish; it was a big, extravagant apartment. They were living a good and loving life, which led to my mother getting pregnant in the middle of high school. Therefore, she left the school and began staying at home.

Gradually, life got a bit repetitive and boring for my parents, especially my father. He lost his interest in working and began loving self-imposed freedom and enjoying life every single day. He would go to bars and spend nights drinking with his buddies. They had parties with friends that were mostly spent having glasses of wine and dancing to the stereo. Meanwhile, my mother and her friends would laugh and have a good time together.


Chapter 2: Desire For Connection

“Loneliness and the feeling of being unwanted is the most terrible poverty”

- Mother Teresa

How does it feel to be an unwanted child and not get the attention you rightfully ought to have?

Ah, that profound pain! Ineffable yet so visible.

The piteous feelings and heart-wrenching emotions that an unwanted child feels in his lifetime are certainly hard to put into words. It's an indelible experience that remains embedded in the child's mindset for the rest of their life, hindering their growth in every possible way. The profound pain that dwells within an unwanted child stays in the corridors of the child's heart even when he or she grows up and gains consciousness.

From the earliest moments of their consciousness, they only sense the ambivalence that surrounds their birth. The desire for a loving environment for the child always remains absent in that setting, and instead, the parents' silent resentment stands in its place. Consequently, the child believes that they are a burden to the carefully constructed plans and dreams of those who are meant to love them unconditionally.

Such children, in the depths of their souls, have all their lives yearned for the warmth of their mother's arms and the tenderness of their father's gaze. Yet, what they are met with is indifference only, with the chilling absence of affection, care, and attention. As much as they long to be seen and cherished for who they are, their existence sees avoidance, as if ignoring them could erase the inconvenient truth of their presence. This harsh reality makes them feel like a ghost in their own home–a ghost burdened with the weight of guilt and shame that wasn't even theirs to bear.

In the quiet moments, when the world slumbers, such children cry silent tears. They yearn for the warmth of their mother's embrace and for the unbridled joy that should accompany the arrival of a child. No matter how hard they try to forget the very memory of their arrival day, they just can't overlook that they were once greeted with a sense of resignation, hollow emotions, and a gaze that lacked tenderness.

I was an unwanted child. Yes, I was because it came as a surprise to my family. I was a surprise that wasn't pleasant, neither for them nor for me.

Because of my own comparable experience, I can say that being an unwanted child is challenging. It causes severe anguish, which can occasionally get so bad that leaving for an unknown location seems like the only way to live and, basically, breathe guilt-free.

I don't know how to begin expressing the overwhelming emotions that swirled inside me when I realized the repercussions of my arrival into a once-balanced and contented family in a place where there was no room for me. Yet, I will try my best to write down the feelings and emotions an unwanted child goes through in their life. I want my book to serve as a strident voice for people like me out there and the emotions pent up inside our rock-hard hearts that were once delicate.

***

I was a surprise, an unexpected addition to a family already burdened with the weight of early-age pregnancy, postpartum depression, and separation. My arrival cast a shadow over their fragile equilibrium, leaving me with an ache deep within my tiny heart. I yearned for a place where I could be celebrated, where my existence would be met with joy and unconditional love. But reality was far from my dreams, and I realized it as I stumbled through life, feeling like a discarded fragment of a broken promise.
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