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Whether you are hearing this series via the podcast, or reading the series via the book... 

I hope you are doing so right when you need to. 

I hope that it helped you enough 

somehow... 

someway... 

that either put a smile on your face... or just helped you see you’re not alone.

Even if helping you realize there are people out there just as random, chaotic, and randomly chaotic as you are... 

...if not more so.
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The greatest pleasure in life

is doing what people say you cannot do.

― Walter Bagehot







PREFACE FROM THE CREATOR

This project is very personal, very near and dear to my heart, as I’m finally sharing my story by putting it out there in such a raw way. Perhaps a tad bit too honest, at times.

To be 100% upfront with you — I have a bit of an ulterior motive. 

By doing this series as a combination of personal journal and storytelling-style podcast to pages kind of thing, I feel it will also be therapeutically beneficial for my mental health and well-being. Additionally, maybe even help listeners of the series find a sense of hope, despite any odds that might be stacked against them. My goal in this is to stress the importance of always being yourself and never giving up... even when it feels like your only option.

It isn’t.

With that being said, I don’t want anything to overshadow or take away from the whole objective and premise of this series. To remedy that, and for the privacy of others – some names, information, locations, and/or landmarks have been altered or changed... including mine. I’ll give what details I can to highlight the necessary points of the story while maintaining some level of anonymity. To avoid any confusion from this point forward with this series, I’ll be going by my alias when the story calls for my name to be mentioned. 

At the end of the day, I just want to help others while being a professional imagination user... daydreaming and just being myself in the process.

That’s all there is to it.

AN INTRODUCTION... OF SORTS

Put a finger up if you have ever wanted to tell a story.

Put a finger up if you have ever had a secret... praying it stays hidden because you feel genuine shame for it.

Put a finger up if there are metaphorical skeletons in your closet... skeletons so dusty that you barely recall the foggy details. That’s a funny little thing about mental health and all its intricacies, I guess.

Put a finger up if the memory of those skeletons is so dusty because your brain did it for you. Thank your brain... it probably did you a favor all for the sake of your sanity.

Put a finger up if you’ve ever felt selfish because, for once, you needed to talk about yourself. But... not because you’re legitimately selfish.

Put a finger up if you’ve ever wanted someone to listen.

That’s it. 

Just someone to genuinely listen to what you’ve kept bottled up inside all this time. Whether screaming it or telling it, just to know you’re not alone, and someone cares enough to hear you.

Now, put a finger up if you’ve ever once in your life been told, “Be you.” I’d reckon a decent number of individuals have been told the most cliché of things we were taught growing up in some capacity, “Be you. Just... be you.”

For as long as I can recall, among many other things, I have always wanted to be a writer, but I always struggled to find my writing style. I even have five books on different platforms self-published under my real name. I won’t tell you that information, as I am somewhat embarrassed by them and find them Cringe Fest-worthy. Feedback consisting of my overuse of run-on sentences was copious. I over-explained, gave way too many details, rambled relentlessly, and just, overall sucked. It took me a while to find my footing with it, and even after I somewhat did on my most recently released book... I still struggled. I just remember thinking, “I write how I talk... very scatterbrained.” 

I just want to tell a story, tell it the way I want to tell it, and just hope it resonates with anyone who might be hearing it exactly when they need to.

So, here’s the deal... I’m just gonna set this here. I’m gonna tell my story, just to tell it. 

Those who would like to come along and join me on that journey, I’ll be glad to have you along for the ride. Because if you can relate to my chaos... we’ll get along great. I’m curious to see if we’re as alone as we truly think we are.

At the end of the day just... be you, be kind, be human.

Be you, being a kind human...

...you know what I mean.
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PROLOGUE
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The architecture that makes up the majority of what I have the audacity of calling my brain, is genuinely perplexing and hard to follow. It consists of a cattywampus system of never-ending tunnels, doors leading nowhere, and a confusing labyrinth of files strewn across an already collapsing floor. The mania-fueled disarray that I dare call my mind... truly is the sheer definition of the Hot Mess, Express. 

So... all aboard, I guess!

If you can understand just fifteen percent of what I say, I’ll be thoroughly impressed. Bringing along some breadcrumbs to drop along the way to navigate this level of crazy, honestly wouldn’t be that bad of an idea, either.

For years, mental health professionals would often suggest that patients journal as a form of therapeutic release. Never really having understood why, I had always been against it. I often wondered, even if I did want to journal about my life story, what parts of my journey would I remember that even merits being written down? 

My life has been a series of ups, downs, and even more misadventures... 

...not anymore. 

Well, sorta. 

Lemme explain.

I want stability in having highs without any lows, or at least more highs and fewer lows from here on out. I know experiencing downs and misadventures are normal human experiences, that's not what I'm saying at all. I’m merely saying that I plan on keeping them to a minimum in my life if I have anything to say about it.

That’s not to say I won’t tackle any challenges that may come my way head-on... as many challenges I’ve faced in the past, have often served as important life lessons.

I want small pieces of me to leave an imprint on this world when it’s time for me to leave it; not just to break free from my past by shelving the book of who I once was... but starting an entirely new one of who I aim to become. 

I have a very vivid imagination and every character written about has a story that originated somewhere. So why not tell our own stories, in our own special and unique way, whoever will listen, will listen – but ultimately do it for you. 

I can’t promise I’ll get the dates and timing correct as I recount the stories that have happened in this series. But I do promise to recount them as accurately as my memory serves me).

I’ve never been one for the flashier things in life. 

Unless it legitimately sparkles... then it will get my attention, for sure. I get shiny ball syndrome (also known by many other terms) on the daily. Certain things not only get my attention... but heavily distract it. 

I am, however, very simple-minded for the most part... at least, on the exterior. 

However, if I tried to accomplish all the things that I wanted to get done internally... I would need an eternity plus a day. That’s not to say I don’t have my clutter with charisma just as everyone else does, just that my ADHD, specifically, does not allow me the luxury of structure.

Tabling that discussion for later, let’s preface this story with a hypothetical question for you to answer. You walk into a chaotic scene to discover what appears to be blood droplets leading further into what seems to be the cause of the clamor.

How would you proceed?

Any sane person would probably run for the hills. 

Sane, however, is not on the approved list of words that could be used to describe me. 

Quite honestly – I don’t think that I’ve ever been that type of person, even growing up.

Nope. As for me... my curiosity has always gotten the better of me. 

So frankly, why shouldn’t this time be any different?

I followed the drops... because, of course, I did.

So... stay tuned. 

As my Papaw used to say, “I can’t wait to see how this turns out!”
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CHAPTER 1 | INITIAL SPARKS


[image: ]




Let’s play a quick game.

I’m going to name just random, everyday scenarios that the average person probably experiences daily. Think about your everyday routine and see how many of these you come across regularly.

You have different errands to run, events to attend, things to do around town, going to your favorite local hotspot, meeting with friends, and things like that.

There’s that cashier at your local grocery store who always greets you with a smile; in fact, you never see her without one on her face.

There’s that always-cheerful colleague of yours at work that from time to time, always looks like she wants to say something – but is either scared to or doesn’t know how.

There’s that sweet, quiet girl you attend Church with who is the most well-behaved child – never doing anything to cause problems or trouble. Her entire family seems so genuine and overall – that family next door, if you will.

That metaphorical cashier – is always smiling and cheerful because it masks how she is feeling deep down inside... scared, fragile, and slowly being broken down by someone who should be a source of comfort to her.

That metaphorical colleague at work – wants to safely get her and her kids away from an abusive husband at home... but doesn’t know how to.

That metaphorical girl at Church? Well, she is always well-behaved, on the quiet side, and never does anything to get in trouble because she’s afraid of what will happen to her if she does act out. Sure, she is naturally well-behaved after reaching a certain age, hardly ever getting in trouble. But those mannerisms are exacerbated by secretly fearing one of her parents at home.

We never know what battles someone is fighting... things that have gradually become transparent to our very eyes as we casually go about our daily lives.

The same can also be said – for wolves in sheep's clothing.

Keep that in mind.

You never know what goes on behind closed doors.

Please don’t pretend like you do.

I can still see the outfit I was wearing... well, sorta. As previously mentioned, I was quite the tomboy growing up. I had these Tweety Bird denim overalls that I was obsessed with, and I always paired them with this red or white matching undershirt.

It happened one day while I was in school in the sixth grade. My Mom worked at the same school I attended at the time, so I rode to and from school – with her. This is why I knew something wasn’t right when I was called to the office to see my Nana standing there to pick me up from school... early. 

Something wasn’t right.

I just knew it.
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CHAPTER 2 | MCMLXXXVII: 
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A SPARK FROM WITHIN

Let’s be kind, and rewind to what details of my childhood I can try and piece together pre-fire. I think we can safely conclude that before one’s story can be told, one must be conceived and ultimately born. So, we’ll start there.

For the longest time, I detested anything lemony.

I know you’re probably wondering what this has anything to do with my birth... bear with me – we’ll get there shortly.

Anything that contained a strong lemon taste – I could not tolerate it.

I love the look of lemons and limes – aesthetically. 

If it was used as a subtle garnish or as a zesty splash of flavor – fine. Could do.

If it was all lemon or a very strong lemony flavor – nope. No could do.

Here is where my birth comes into play. I recently discovered why I was like that for the longest time.

Would you like to guess what my momma craved while pregnant with me?

Yep. You guessed it... 

...mango.

––––––––
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Kidding. 

I love mangoes, actually. 

Give me some mango paired with sticky rice, drizzled with some coconut milk, and topped with some crispy rice cereal... one of my favorite desserts.

But yes, I’m sure you probably guessed it, she craved lemons... in their many different forms. Forget pickles with ice cream or chocolate cake with pinto beans, because fetus-Cece craved those lemons for some odd reason. I’ve warmed up to them since then. With that irrelevant fact leading us to my initial entrance into the world, we’ll focus now on my actual birth. 

I guess I just wanted to give y’all every detail I possibly could! I just wanna paint a clear picture for you, ya know.

I can’t help but wonder that I was perfectly content where I was while hanging out in my momma’s belly... given I was born about two weeks late. This was also just a matter of two days before my momma’s very own birthday... making me the absolute BEST birthday present she has ever received.

You’re welcome – momma!

So, on the first day of Spring, unless it’s a Leap Year, I was born. A.K.A.: thrown to the metaphorical wolves that is the world we live in. 

Let’s have a brief history lesson to see if you can guess what year I was born by the following context clues:

• The U.S. President in the White House was Ronald Reagan – and even delivered his famous speech at the Berlin Wall that same year.

• The number one song the day and year I was born was Jacob’s Ladder by Huey Lewis & the News – which is funny considering I grew up obsessed with Mark Wills and his “version” of the song. (I’m aware they are two completely different songs with completely different lyrics – I’m just sayin’ because of the title it’s funny... ironically.)

You know what I’m trying to say.

Let’s move along!

• The number one movie the day and year I was born was Lethal Weapon.

• “Full House” debuted the same year I did.

• Gas averaged at about 83 to 89 cents per gallon, milk around $1.07 per gallon, postage stamps about 24 cents each, and a whopping 65 cents for a dozen eggs.

Notable events that occurred the same year I was born include, but are not limited to: Aretha Franklin being inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, Britain’s Order of the Garter was opened to women, the first Final Fantasy video game for the NES was released by Square in Japan, Margaret Thatcher was elected as Prime Minister of the United Kingdom for the third time, Prozac first made its debut in the U.S., and a specific supernova became the first that was capable of being observed by the naked human eye.

I am certain those little tidbits of information will more than give it away.

Now, I don’t remember so much from this part of my life, so I will share what I do know based strictly on eyewitness testimony from those who do remember.

Though the ability to determine the gender of your baby in utero was something that could be done back when I was born, I’m assuming that for whatever reason, my parents didn’t know mine beforehand. I make this assumption because of what my paternal grandpa did when he found out that I was a girl; he either wasn’t informed beforehand or didn’t believe it if he was.

No girls had been born on my dad’s side of the family in years. Because of this, when my grandpa was told that I was a girl – he did not believe them. Instead, he made a point to come into the room, made a beeline for my momma before giving her a small kiss on her forehead, undid my diaper, and confirmed that I was, indeed, a girl... just before bursting into happy tears. If you knew my grandpa, you’d know that this was something very out of character for him... he’s very rough around the edges. From that point forward, apart from my brother, that side of my family only had girls for many years.

I never have been a big trend follower. 

I say this with a heavily sarcastic tone because, for the longest time, I was heavily influenced by trends... whether I liked them or not. We’ll get into that a bit more a little later on in the series.

I was born looking like what could only be described as “a little Indian baby,” complete with a Mohawk in place of a tomahawk. To avoid any confusion, I need to provide y’all with a bit of context.

I am Native American Indian. I grew up in one of the states – if not ‘the’ state – most notably known for Native American tribal land, members, and culture. We even had an old Indian graveyard, like a potter’s field, behind my neighborhood growing up.

Well, one of the neighborhoods.

I’m getting there, don’t you worry, as I’m sure you were.

It also just so happens to be where bear wrestling was made illegal.

You didn’t hear that wrong. Trust me, I thought I read it wrong when I first read it.

You’ve seen those articles on ridiculous laws for each state and whatnot... yeah. 

That’s not the case here, as it needed to be enforced. I mean, I’m sure those laws sound so outrageous because we typically hear them without any context behind them. I’m sure they wouldn’t just create a law if something didn’t happen to prompt it in the first place, ya know? But I don’t know the circumstances behind those laws. I do, however, know the context behind this one... so, I’ll just quickly include what prompted the bear wrestling in my home state.

I guess some bars and their loyal, albeit moronic patrons, thought having bear wrestling matches was a fabulous idea– more than likely having to resort to drugging, declawing, and defanging the bear’s pre-match. I can only speculate that would just defeat the purpose of the fights in general, but I mean... whatever bakes your cookies – or fights your bears – I suppose. If I’m being completely, and embarrassingly, honest – I had no idea there were even bears in my state aside from zoos, other animal exhibits, or the likes of them. I mean, I’m sure there are some out there somewhere in the wild in my state – but I couldn’t tell you where to find them... let alone collect them in bulk for drunken bar matches.

I know that seemed a bit random, but I’m trying to give as many details as possible to paint a clearer picture of my background without revealing other details if that makes sense at all.

Get used to this kinda scattered chaos – you’ll be seeing quite a lot of it.

I now want to provide some clarification behind how my looks were described as an infant, so people know I’m not being culturally disrespectful. I’ll go into more detail about my ethnic background and heritage a little later.

My toddler days may be a blur for me – but not so much for others.

I can’t use the terms and phrases that were used because they’re not very polite. 

So, we’ll just say I was the type that liked to make an entrance, make that presence known, leave an impression in my wake... and leave it at that.

I took my first steps at around eight months old. 

My first word was “dada,” which you’ll come to learn was ironic.

I had a pacifier for longer than my parents intended because, allegedly, I was a little heathen child. I used to wrap my hair around my binky several times over. If my hair was long enough to do this with a pacifier, I asked my mom how old I was when I stopped using one. She stressed how many times they tried weaning me off it, even resorting to throwing it out the car window one time. They were immediately forced to obtain a replacement as soon as possible, considering I screamed bloody murder until I got it back. 

I believe my momma when she says this... I always have been high maintenance. My family used other terms for it, but as I said earlier, I can’t repeat them as they’re not very polite.

I finally gave the pacifier up when they cut the tip of it off over the trash can and promptly threw what remained of the pacifier away. I guess this was resorting to drastic measures in my young, toddler brain... therefore, just affirmed it was unfortunately time to retire the source of comfort.

To answer your question, yes... I ended up having dental issues as I got older. But, if I’m being honest– I’m not sure it was related to that or health issues experienced later in life.

I would like to note here that times were vastly different back then. Let me give y’all a quick lesson on Generation X & Millennials... especially if you’re referring to a Southern-most breed of the species. There is nothing simpler and more carefree than being a child spotting a gumball machine somewhere. We would spot one, beg our parent or guardian for a quarter, and turn that knob with utter anticipation, idly awaiting the moment we found out what color gumball we would get. 

But what happens when you lift that panel to retrieve the precious gumball, only for it to fall to the floor, cracking the outer shell to smithereens? If it were salvageable, you better believe our southern mothers just scooped it up off the floor and gave it a quick dusting, just before popping it right back into your mouth. Heck, even if it weren’t salvageable – you’d still end up settling for it... or nothing at all.

If only people could be like gumballs of Southern children – just pick yourself up, dust yourself off, and go about your business. We grew up drinking water hose water, told to rub dirt into scrapes, and the ever-so-popularly-known “brush it off”. Complaining was frowned upon, and we were spanked relentlessly before quickly learning our lessons.

My Nana was someone my attitude was no match for. If I even attempted to throw a tantrum or what we call a “hissy fit,” she would tell me that when I finally decided to stop throwing the fit – she would be waiting for me in the other room.

My gosh, I miss her so much.

I’ve come a long way since my toddler tantrum days, just to throw that out there.

Now, I just passionately disapprove of things.

I may have been an ornery little thing in my younger days, but my brother has me beat. 

Sure. I may have sung, “Nanny, nanny, boo, boo... you can’t get me!” over a Walmart loudspeaker in my toddler days, but that was quickly overshadowed by my brother accidentally setting our fridge on fire. So... there’s that. 

I’m telling ya... the kid’s got talent. 

A very specific kind of talent... but talent, no less.

Also, note the irony of the full-circle moment from singing over a Walmart loudspeaker as a toddler – to reading a memoir of my scattered inner chaos as an adult.
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CHAPTER 3 | FROM HUMBLE 
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(AND HEATED) BEGINNINGS

I feel I always got along with guys way easier than girls.

With guys, they’re laidback... chill, and not trying to compete unless it’s target practice in the men's room.

With girls, it always felt forced... competition-fueled cattiness getting high off gossip fumes in the ladies’ room.

Maybe I’m just not like other girls.

In all honesty – that could very well be it.

Not to toot my own horn or anything... but I was pretty in demand with the boys in my younger days. I’m telling you; my elementary school days were wild! But I did supposedly have quite a lot of innocent relationships when I was a child. For example, my dad’s best friend and his wife had their son, Evan, around the same time my mom and dad had me. So, I think me and Evan went through that cliché “pre-arranged marriage” that some parents kinda joke about with close friends when they have children around the same age growing up together. 

According to eyewitness testimony, whenever my Momma would come to pick me up from daycare, she would have to wait for me to go through a line of boys waiting to hug me goodbye for the day. I was suspended for one whole day from kindergarten once because a boy dared to kiss me. Well, I bit him because he tried to kiss me... okay? That’s beside the point... the sheer audacity, I know. I wish I could remember who it was just out of curiosity. Like, how hilarious would it have been to have that happen and it end up being one of my main crushes or flings when I was in high school, ya know what I mean? Anyways, moving along. 

I’m ashamed to admit, there was a time in my life when I let others influence what I did or how I viewed something... whether I agreed or not. Growing up, I did some things that interested me despite outside persuasion but, more often than not, I usually did what everyone else wanted me to do. Never wanting to cause unwanted tension or controversy and just wanting to please everyone else, I never really cared about my happiness or made myself a priority. Looking back, that’s probably why I struggled to fit in and find the identity of who I was truly meant to be, not the million other things I thought I was meant to be in life. Honestly, I still struggle with that to this day. But again, it could just be how much I feel I differ from other girls.

For example, most girls my age love shoes... I don’t think I need to elaborate any further on that stereotype. A lot of girls love a variety of shoes – different styles, different types, different uses, etcetera, etcetera. Give me a pair of flip-flops, a pair of boots, a pair of house shoes, and a pair of tennis shoes, and I’m all set. I do have several pairs of dressier shoes that I thrifted, but I hardly ever wear them.

I do love makeup – but because I play with it. I haven’t been able to learn all those cool tips and tricks, and probably wouldn’t do things how they’re supposed to be done. But isn’t makeup kind of like, artistic – therefore, subjective – anyway? I don’t know. Just a thought. I just do what works for me. Depending on the mood I’m in, that could range from full-on red-carpet glam... to the bare minimum... which consists of covering pimples up or a touch of blush and balm.

That’s kinda fun to say... “blush ‘n balm,” faux trademark pending.

Literally faux... as in, fake. But it’s still fun to say!

Blush ‘n balm!

Blush ‘n balm!

Blush ‘n balm!

Okay, I’m done.

Blush ‘n balm.

Growing up, I remember blowing daffodils while simultaneously making wishes that I would ultimately forget over time, as tree frogs and cicadas found common ground as their harmonious songs made up nature’s music in unison. I remember my dad catching fireflies and would somehow make rings out of them. Just to be clear, I don’t condone making rings out of the rear ends of fireflies... just noting something I remember specifically from my childhood.

This wouldn’t be the last of the outrageousness I’d see from my dad as I continued growing up. Instead of getting freaked out by ping pong balls being taped to his eyeballs when I was a toddler, I was curious and tried to figure out what the hell was wrong with my dad! 

Turns out... a lot. That said, have you ever met someone who was “Jackassing” before Jackass was even popular? That was my dad. For anyone who needs to hear it – a smoke ball firework lit in between your bare butt crack... is never a good idea.

Pretend I’m inserting that “The more you know” clip here... complete with the shooting star. 

Let’s move along... for everyone’s sake.

I was way more obsessed with my little brother’s Hot Wheels cars and this cool ramp set that he had to go with them... than the perfectly good Barbie dolls I had in my room. I mean, I did have this dollhouse that I was obsessed with, but because it was super unique. My mom won it in a way that was almost kismet, and it wasn’t one of those dreamhouse brands that any one of my peers could just buy off the shelf. It was custom, only one of its kind made. 

It was around Christmas time and my momma was in a hurry when she had to run into Walmart to grab something. I’m sure many Walmart shoppers know that vendors will sometimes set up shop, and camp outside the store to catch customers as they’re coming and going. This is usually done as a soliciting tactic or fundraising effort of some kind.

On my mom’s way out that day, there were people selling raffle tickets for a custom dollhouse, proceeds being donated to a local charity. My mom didn’t have time to fill out a ticket and explained that even though she would love it for her daughter, she probably wouldn’t win anyway, so she just gave them a quick donation. The woman asked my mom’s name as she walked away, quickly asking for her phone number before she was out of earshot. Back then, you could call anyone within the States without entering the area code first, so it took less time to tell someone the entirety of your phone number in a shorter time frame. Technology certainly has come a long way since then. I remember when my momma got one of the O.G. cell phones... the clunky, prehistoric dinosaur fossil flip models that predated the ones you see in ‘Clueless’ and stuff. I even remember the charging cord was one of the long curly ones that I believe connected into your vehicle’s cigarette lighter to charge. 
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