
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Moon Always Followed Me

A Story of Roots, Resilience, and Rising

~ ~ ~


For my mother.

You raised us, carried us, and never once put us down.

You are the strongest woman I have ever known.

For my children.

You were each a dream before you were a reality.

And for Perry.

You never really left.
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A Note Before We Begin

This is my story. All of it — the beautiful parts, the scary parts, the funny parts, and the parts that still sting a little when I think about them too long.

I have a good memory. Always have. I can close my eyes and be right back in Ghana, a little girl terrified of the moon, convinced it was following me everywhere I went. I can feel the airport tears the day my dad left for Canada. I can still picture the double rainbows the day we arrived in the village — arching across the sky like the land itself was saying welcome home.

People have always told me I should write my stories down. For a long time I brushed that off. But these stories are real, and real stories matter — not just to the person who lived them, but to anyone out there who has ever felt like their life was too complicated, too spiritual, too much to explain in a straight line.

I wrote this for the girl who came from somewhere else and had to figure out a whole new world. For the one who always had her friends' backs even when it cost her. For the woman who felt things others could not see and was told to be quiet about it. For every person who has loved deeply, lost deeply, and kept going anyway.

Sit with me. Let me take you back to where it all began.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Born in Ghana

I was born in 1984 in Ghana, West Africa. My father owned a store and a poultry farm. From the very beginning, life around me was full — full of family, full of noise, full of color, full of things to see and remember forever.

I was about two years old when I had surgery on my side. Two years old, and I still remember it. That is just how my memory works. It always has. My mind holds things the way water holds light — everything stays, everything shimmers.

I remember my mother getting baptized in the ocean. I remember how the water looked that day, how people were singing, how it all felt like something sacred and unshakeable. I remember the day my sister came home from the hospital. They carried her in all wrapped up tight, and I could not see her face. I genuinely thought she was a gift someone had brought for me. My sister and my gift, all in one. That is how I decided to love her from the very first moment — completely and without conditions. Some things you just know from the beginning.

My brothers were always getting into something. One day, the sheep in the backyard started giving birth. My brothers gathered around like it was the greatest show on earth, absolutely fascinated. My dad was not impressed. He came outside, looked at them, shook his head, and sent them all packing. Being the youngest, I mostly watched from a safe distance. My brothers caught all the heat for that one.

~ ~ ~
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THERE WAS ALWAYS SOMETHING magical about the nighttime in Ghana. The sky was wide and deep and full of stars. The kind of sky that makes you feel small in the best way — like you are part of something enormous and breathing and alive.

But what I remember most vividly about those nights is the moon.

I was terrified of it.

Every time I stepped outside after dark, there it was — following me. That is the only way I can describe it. I was convinced it was some kind of object with a mission, and that mission was me specifically. I would walk a few steps, look over my shoulder, and sure enough, there it hung in the sky, right there behind me wherever I went. I was intrigued by it but more scared of it than anything. The moon felt personal. Like it had chosen me.

I know now that every child feels the moon follows them. But back then? In my little girl heart? It felt like mine alone. That moon was watching me, and I was not sure yet if that was a blessing or a warning. It turned out to be both.

~ ~ ~
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MY DAD'S STORE WAS a big part of my early life. We would bring food there during the day, walking the familiar roads of our neighborhood. There were gutters along the road outside. One day, I was hopping back and forth over them like it was my own personal obstacle course, feeling proud of myself — until I missed and fell straight in. My cousin Bright's mother had to come fish me out and give me a proper shower. I never lived that one down.

My brother Andrew and I used to stand in the sand house — a little structure filled with sand — and pour handfuls of it on people walking by so it would land in their hair. We thought it was absolutely the funniest thing in the world. Until I got caught. That was the end of that game.

These were the small, golden moments of childhood. The kind that do not seem like much when they are happening but that you carry with you forever. That is Ghana for me — laughter and warmth and a sky full of stars and a moon that would not leave me alone.

~ ~ ~
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Affirmation

I am rooted. Where I come from is not a limitation — it is my foundation. My story began with love, and that love has never left me.

Prayer

LORD, THANK YOU FOR the place You chose to birth me into. Thank You for the family, the laughter, the golden memories, and the roots that hold me steady no matter how far I travel. Help me always remember where I come from, and never be ashamed of it. Amen.
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Chapter 2
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The Day My Dad Left

Before my dad left for Canada, he took me shopping. Just me — not my brothers, not my sister. Just the two of us. He got me a whole bunch of new clothes, moving from store to store with patience and love. I walked out of every store feeling like the luckiest girl alive. I held his hand and thought: this is the best day. I did not know yet that it was also a goodbye.

Then came the airport. I remember standing there watching him get ready to go through the gates, and something inside me just broke open. I started crying — not the quiet kind, but the kind that comes from somewhere deep and will not be reasoned with. I cried and cried because I understood, in the way that children understand things without words, that this was different. He was going far, and I did not know yet what far really meant.

I have always loved my father deeply. He had a way of making me feel seen. Not through grand gestures, but through the small, consistent ways he showed up and showed love. The shopping trips. The things he taught me. The way he waited at the bus stop in Hamilton when I arrived alone on that bus at seven years old. He just really loved me, and I loved him back. Simple as that.

~ ~ ~
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AROUND THAT SAME TIME, one of my brothers got hit by a car. The whole family mobilized to bring him food and care for him. And you know what that boy did? He milked every single moment of it. I want this. I want that. Bring me this. My mom looked at him, calm as anything, and said: yeah, you are going to be just fine. She was right. He was absolutely fine. And not long after, it was our turn. We packed up and followed my dad across the ocean to Canada.

~ ~ ~
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Affirmation

I am worthy of being shown up for. The people who love me prove it not in words but in presence — in the way they wait for me at the bus stop, in the way they take me shopping just to say I love you.

Prayer

LORD, THANK YOU FOR the love of a father that shaped me. Thank You for the people in my life who have made me feel seen. Where there has been loss and separation, bring healing. Protect the love I carry and let it guide how I love others. Amen.
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