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PRAISES


“This is a page-turner! Even though parts of it may be difficult to read. Garcia really delves into the mindset she was in at every step of this journey through her life, showing with raw honesty how she survived, moved forward, and learned to overcome the adversities of both nurture and nature. This story could have been a tragedy, and many parts are indeed tragic, but Garcia’s hope and indomitable spirit shine through. Truly a warrior in life, and a light in this world.”


—Celeste Johnson


“The Making of a Warrior of Light is more than just a memoir; it’s a masterclass in healing, resilience, and reclaiming one’s power. Theresa’s life story is raw, unfiltered, and utterly courageous. From a childhood marked by unthinkable abuse, poverty, racism, and neglect to becoming a loving mother, community leader, and spiritual guide, her journey is nothing short of extraordinary.”


—James Hilliard


“Theresa’s story is a miracle in motion. She kept it all the way real, sharing pain that most people stay silent about. As a beta reader, I saw the rawness, the resilience, and the light breaking through. This memoir isn’t just survival, it’s a sacred testimony. Theresa is a true warrior, and her story lights the way for others still fighting their way through.”


—Angela July









DEDICATION


This book unfolds as a tribute to the luminaries in my life, whose light has guided me through the shadows and into the brilliance of self-realization. At the heart of this odyssey is Mauriion Lavell Price, my son and beacon of love. His arrival marked the dawn of an unparalleled love, a transformative force that reshaped my very essence, step by patient step. Mauriion, you are the architect of my purpose, the genesis of a love so profound it has become my compass.


To my beloved nieces and nephews, this dedication also embraces you. Each of you, unique in spirit and bound to me not just by blood but by an enduring affection, know that neither time’s passage nor the vastness of space can dim the warmth I hold for you. In this journey of gratitude and recognition, I cannot overlook Katherine Harvickson, a visionary and founder of Quantum Ascension, whose faith in me was the lighthouse in my darkest storms. Katherine, with a heart as vast as the universe, extended her hand to me with nothing but pure intent, asking for nothing in return. Her belief, her unparalleled support during my lowest ebbs, and her unwavering conviction in my potential were the wings on which I soared to realms I once thought unattainable. Her mentorship, imbued with humanity and humility, was a catalyst for not only a thriving business but a rekindled hope in the goodness that humanity is capable of. Katherine, you are the embodiment of grace and the epitome of a true ally, whose actions ripple through the fabric of lives, uplifting and empowering.


This book, therefore, is more than a narrative; it is a clarion call to each reader to embody the essence of lifting others as we ascend. It is a testament to the transformative power of love, support, and belief in ourselves and one another. Let us tread this path together, for in the act of uplifting others, we discover the zenith of our own potential.
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Visit https://rpempowerment.com/warrior-of-light
for updates and resources.





This memoir is a personal account based on my own lived experiences and memories, including events that were traumatic in nature. As with all memory, particularly when shaped by trauma, there may be distortions or lapses in precision. The intent of this work is not to present an objective or journalistic record, but rather to share my truth as I experienced and processed it.


To protect my safety, privacy, and emotional well-being—as well as the privacy of others—certain names, identifying details, and events have been changed, omitted, or fictionalized. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental or reflective of my personal recollection.


This book is a work of truth as I know it, filtered through the lens of healing which is inherently, messy and confusing.









PREFACE





I went from being a stripper to the Chief Empowerment Officer at Rubi’s Positive Empowerment. A girl that grew up with so much trauma and self-hatred built a social impact company that has transformed the lives of hundreds of people through helping them reach and exceed business and career goals. I played a role in connecting businesses to over $1 billion in revenue all the while living in survival mode from my childhood. Now, I live my life day by day no longer defining who I am by what I do.


I had a lot of shame as a stripper and received a lot of judgment when, well, if I told others. Now, as soon as people hear what I do, I feel their instant respect. I find it funny, as soon as I don’t need something—whatever it may be, it is there.


Like most people, I have been through so much in life. The difference between myself and others is that I chose to believe there was more to life than what my current reality presented to me, despite having no evidence for this belief. However, that belief saved me over and over again.


Just like Jesus, I truly believe we are all born with incredible gifts that simply need to be realized. The most precious of them all is that God made us and therefore is in us. I am God. You are God. When you realize that God is in the Earth, moon, stars, ocean and all that is, you will naturally honor, respect, value, and love yourself and all that is.


Does your heart palpitate at the idea that you are God? The Persian Poet Rumi says, “You are not a drop in the ocean, you are the entire ocean in a drop.” What an audacious thought, will you contemplate being divinely audacious with me? Does this concept feel like a heavy burden and lot of responsibility? Or will you choose to see this as the most incredible adventure of allowing divine presence to come through your body, your vessel and carry out the will you are destined for? You deserve health, wealth, joy, and peace. Abundance is natural when you choose to embody your divine presence. Life happens, we get hurt, people pass away. Pain is inevitable, suffering is a choice. It is a choice to allow pain, fear, and three-dimensional evidence to shape your beliefs that end up limiting you.


I am here to show you that no matter what you go through, you have a choice to either see it as an opportunity for growth or to allow it to devastate or cripple you.


As someone who has been abused, neglected, rejected for the color of my skin, diagnosed with multiple disabilities, and grown-up poor without any role models or people who showed me true love, I could have allowed all of these things to cripple me. At times, they did. I have been an addict most of my life. I was a stripper with multiple sugar daddies. I was a teenage mom with no support from family. I was suicidal and depressed and at the lowest end of anyone’s expectations for success. I believed I was ugly and stupid and unworthy of anything good. Yet, I overcame all of that.


The abuse and chaos I suffered as a child taught me that life is hard, so I figured I had to be harder in order to survive. The tougher I became, the more hard stuff life threw at me to help me prove my warped definition of who I thought I was: a badass with no regard for what others thought of me; a hustler with a steel exterior but a heart of gold; a mother who would literally kill for her child; and a girl with hopes and dreams I was afraid to voice, but eventually achieved in spite of the odds against me.


Despite being a single mom at the tender age of fifteen and working as a stripper by the time I was eighteen, I chose to believe there was more to life than what my reality presented to me at that time. All of the abuse I encountered, and all of the choices I made, turned me into a Warrior of Light. As I share the horrors and successes of my life, I hope you reflect on yours and choose to honor all that has shaped you into the warrior you are today.









INTRODUCTION





My life is a perfect case story to illustrate that no matter what you go through, you have a choice of how to see it. You can view your circumstances as an opportunity for growth or you can allow every horrendous thing that happens to devastate or cripple you. No matter what hell I was going through, I somehow managed to see the former. This didn’t happen all at once. I cried, became a victim, and then often had no choice but to move forward. By reflecting on my past, I was able to find the gifts that were right in front of my face, yet I was unable to see.


The journey I am going to take you on in this book will include a lot of pain. I want you to feel the emotions, release them, and commit to not feeling sorry for me. This book isn’t to fuel pity. Rather, it is intended to be a roadmap for how to turn pain into power. I share the details so you can see that it doesn’t matter where you come from or who is by your side. All that matters is your willingness to consciously choose a better life and to take the tiny action steps towards what you love and self-mastery, versus focusing on and perpetuating what you dislike.


I encourage you to read this book with an open heart and mind. If you feel triggered by anything you read, please write it down and then ask yourself, “Why did this statement or situation trigger me? What could be the root cause of this trigger?” “Am I ready to let this wound heal?”


Every trigger is rooted in a wound within. The wounds of the soul are the entry point for the light to enter. And it is the darkness that brings the light. You either learn the lessons presented to you through life’s experiences, or you turn away and perpetuate the learning points throughout your life continuing for 3 generations. Some lessons continue to come back so that you can learn a deeper level. This life is truly one lesson after another. The more you master, your mind, body, and spirit the easier it is. That doesn’t mean you won’t deal with hard things, simply that the hard things won’t be as heavy and won’t be carried out for as long. Ancestral trauma isn’t just a theory; we now have overwhelming scientific evidence proving fears are passed down in mice at least two generations. This is essentially proof of what the Bible (NIV) says in Numbers 14:18, “The Lord is slow to anger, abounding in love, and forgiving sin and rebellion. Yet he does not leave the guilty unpunished; he punishes the children for the sin of the parents to the third and fourth generation.” The parents sin is what I correlate to ancestral trauma. I have experienced this in so many ways.


I want to say it’s ironic that I followed the same path that my mom did, but it’s not; it makes sense. I tried extremely hard to be nothing like her. Yet, I unknowingly followed her steps to a T. We both worked at the same strip club at the tender age of 18. We both conceived children in a similar debaucherous manner. We both undervalued ourselves and dated many men who didn’t see our worth. I believe this was all the result of ancestral trauma. Shame, self-sabotage, and guilt were running my life just as they ran my mother’s life. And they led me to make choices that moved me further into darkness and away from the light. Every choice you make is a choice based on either fear or love.


Every decision made in fear brings more experiences to match, and vice versa for the love. We all have light and darkness within. With that said, we are always emitting fear or love vibrations. These frequencies spread through the cosmos and what we put out into the world is what we receive back. For the most part, utterly unconscious, you are all either a Warrior of Light or a Warrior of Darkness at every moment. You choose every second of every day, consciously or unconsciously, to focus your attention on one or the other. That is the side you feed. This is so important to know because most people think they can’t and/or do not make a difference in this world. In fact, you are constantly emitting the frequencies that shape the very structure of this world.


Thanks to divine timing, everything I thought I was, deep down inside, emerged far better than I ever imagined. It’s been a rough and wild ride to get here.


Transformation is not easy, the overall energy of your childhood is typically the dominate energy you carry. Our outer environment is a pure reflection of our inner environment. If you want a loving, peaceful world, you must create a loving, peaceful internal environment. This starts with the choice and commitment to be a loving, peaceful person. From there, your journey will be unique depending on what your Earth Mission is. Your journey will involve facing your fears. This will happen regardless of what you choose. The only difference is, when you are authentic and open to receiving guidance from your higher power, your suffering will minimize, and you will have fun along the way.









1. RACISM IN THE FAMILY





Racism shaped my identity as a child and made me ashamed of who I was. I grew up in Kenosha, Wisconsin where racism affected everyone’s lives and still has a strong impact to this day. As a very young child, I was told my brother and I had the same dad, a Hispanic guy my mom hooked up with, who was violent and Crazy and racist at the time. Even Jose turned his life over to God and was redeemed. That’s where I got the last name Garcia. When I was a couple years old, everyone could see that I was very dark, so relatives started calling me negrita.


When I was about seven, I asked my mom why I was brown and why I was called negrita by everyone in the family. In that moment, my mother changed the story I had always been told, and finally shared the truth; well, what I thought was the truth at that time. She said that one night, when she was hanging out at a bar with a bunch of military guys, she was raped in an alley by an unknown man; a black guy. The rapist was my father. The news came to me like a dagger into my heart. I was disgusted and felt horrible for my mother. And I instantly hated my father. Will I someday become a monster like him? How can she love me? Am I destined to be a horrible person? I didn’t want to be like him, but I didn’t know if my father’s blood would turn me into a terrible person later in life.


That fear served me by leading me to Jesus when I was about nine years old. My experience at Bible camp led me to start a similar group, so I coordinated with a mentor and got all of my friends to commit to summer Bible camp. Eventually, I became a Bible thumper and poured my entire life into seeking God and recruiting others to do the same. All of this was driven by my panic over becoming a monster, like my dad. Every single fear, trauma, and experience serves a purpose. You have a choice to find that purpose. This may not seem necessary as you experience the effects of your fears, yet it can make a world of difference when you experience a hardship that is out of your control, like being victimized or even when you witness crazy stuff happening in society.
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Me at bible camp with a counselor


When I was in fifth grade, we read The Diary of Anne Frank. That book was so moving for me that I once asked my mom, “What would happen if they started hating black people again? Will you hide me?” By then, I knew I was different from my mom and everyone else in my family, and I was terrified of being harmed or murdered. I would lay in bed contemplating where I would hide when the next race war started. To this day, that fear still affects me when I see protests and riots and all the racism happening. All of that hate is rooted in a lack of love.


My anger, fears and destructive behaviors throughout my life were rooted in a lack of self-love. As a kid, I watched my brother and sister spend summers and holidays with their family, but I spent those times by myself because I wasn’t accepted; I was the outcast, the one nobody wanted around. So, instead of happy family gatherings and summers with cousins and grandparents, I stayed home alone while my mom worked. It was a lonely existence.
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My maternal grandfather, Terrence Girts, was a good Christian man. Unfortunately, he was also a racist. Like my mother, he’d had a difficult life. Abandoned by his family at a young age, he joined the military and later owned a trucking business.


When my skin started to show the shades of my mixed-racial heritage—around the age of three, he disowned my mother and us kids. At first, he had declared us all dead to him, but he had a change of heart after my mother tried to kill herself. Maybe it was guilt and missed opportunities, maybe it was DCFS asking for his help, either way I am grateful he took us in.


After the suicide attempt, my grandfather and his wife, Joyce, took us in. We went from having never seen them to living with them full-time. Our relationship with my grandparents was off and on. Off when I started showing my blackness as a toddler. On when my mother went to jail and DCFS called them to take us. We had to live with them for months while she recovered in the mental hospital. Then, off again after my Uncle Terry killed himself and they moved to a racist town down south. Despite his racist beliefs, my grandfather was kind and loving towards us. My step-grandmother Joyce tried to be kind, but something in her just wouldn’t allow her to be loving, like you would expect a grandmother to be. Not surprisingly, my mother had a low-level hate for how Joyce treated her during her childhood and throughout her whole life. My mother actually blamed Joyce for my uncle’s suicide. The unfair treatment they received after being abandoned by their birth mother, and then to be abandoned by her father and his family was a low blow.


My grandfather didn’t keep his racism under wraps, even when I was in the car with him. His racism was never directed towards me as a kid; instead, it was passive. He would throw racial slurs at anyone who looked different than him, but only from the safety of his vehicle. We would be in the car and my grandpa would get road rage and say, “Fucking niggers, fucking spics!” It was in there, yet it was often directed at others who looked like me, and he only ever expressed those thoughts in anger. All the while, he was unconcerned with how his racial slurs affected me.


Nothing I did was ever good enough for my Joyce, and as a people pleaser that was heartbreaking. In the mid-1990s my grandparents moved to Kentucky. My grandfather said it was his wife, Joyce, who wanted to move, so he just went along with it. All their neighbors were very racist, so I guess they fit right in. Otherwise, why would they choose to move there? That’s just who they were. They would allow my brother and sister to visit them there but said that I would get shot if I visited because of my color. That hurt.


There were so many crazy disturbing things that happened within that family. For instance, Joyce, never wanted my mother close with her father. Joyce accused my mom of trying to flirt with her own dad. She masked jealousy and anger with the word of God to make us feel less than. I did everything I could to please Joyce and get on her good side, but it was never enough. She was filled with low-key judgement. There were lots of comments she spewed that made me question my worth and value often. The one that stuck with me the most was when she was preparing me for Bible camp. I wanted to sing a song. We sat at the piano and she asked me to sing to the key. I tried and she said, “Oh, my, you are tone deaf. You may want to choose a new talent to perform.” Because of what she said about me, I believed I was tone deaf all the way until my 30s when I realized I actually have a nice voice—it just needed a little practice.









2. THOUGHT PAIN WAS LOVE





By the age of five, I had been abused in every way possible.


From physical and sexual abuse to neglect and racism at the hands of my own family, I have felt the most pain from the people I loved most. Having a long line of mental health disorders in my family, I too was diagnosed with multiple disabilities, and I grew up poor without any role models or people who showed me true love. My past could have crippled me for life, but somehow, I didn’t allow it to. Ultimately, even while being full of darkness my Warrior of Light prevailed.


An addict for most of my life, I told myself stories about how alcohol and weed were normal and necessary for me to keep going. My reasoning was simple: At least I didn’t smoke crack or do heroin like most of the few family members I knew. God uses addiction in the most miraculous ways. Anything that we give our power away to gives us the ability to reclaim our power. The lower we go vibrationally, the higher the reclamation can take us. Our pain can always be the greatest catalyst for our power-if we choose to turn the pain into power.


When I came into this world, I was surrounded by hurt people who hurt me in more ways than most people can imagine. I thought pain was love, and because of that, throughout most of my life, I felt conflicted. I wanted love desperately but was so afraid of the pain I presumed it came with. When life dealt me one heavy blow after another, I wanted to give up and die; but I didn’t. Depending on the day, fear or love pushed me to get up and keep going. Fear isn’t all bad, it can motivate. But the more we choose to be guided by love the less fear we will hold onto. The more we release the masks we hold onto, the less fraudulent and fearful we will be.
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All humans bring their unhealed traumas into parenthood and really everything they think, say, and do. My mother, Velma LaRue Girts, had a lot of pain, and it shaped everything she did. A gorgeous blonde bombshell, my mother was blessed with a brickhouse body and bright blue eyes that turned hazel depending on her mood. Despite the fact that everyone else saw her beauty, she never could. Every picture I have of her, with few exceptions, revealed a deep pain in her expression. She didn’t smile except in a few of her jail house photos (images she took while visiting her incarcerated boyfriends) and one boudoir photo shoot she posed for in her thirties.


Abandoned by both of her parents, she never knew love, so she didn’t know how to show it or give it to her own children. She definitely tried her best. By the time she was five, her mother had abandoned her. My mom’s biological mother’s name was Shirley. Other than her being French, I still do not know much about her. She and my mom reunited when my mom was about thirty-three years old. By this time, Shirley appeared to have either an intellectual developmental disability (IDD) or mental decline. She struggled to hold a conversation, she had body tremors, and she made a lot of interesting sounds. Shirley and Terry (my grandpa) broke up right away and Terry moved on to my mother’s stepmom, Joyce.


My mom’s father, Terry Girts, Sr., deserted her twice, once when she was a toddler and then again when she was fifteen. At that point, my mother and her only biological brother, Terry Girts, Jr., were put into foster care. Their father and his second wife, Joyce, maintained custody of Joyce’s four kids. That was a hurtful blow to my mother. They were not in trouble financially, but my mother and her brother were seen as problem kids, so they were kicked out. My mother went to a group home separate from her brother, thereby feeling abandoned and alone yet again. She was sexually abused and beaten up often in the group homes, so she would run away. She lived on the streets with the bitterness of knowing her father was raising four of Joyce’s kids as his own, treating them like the family she wished she had. With that kind of start in life, it’s no wonder she struggled as a young adult and mother. The pain she experienced in her life was so horrible, it took her years to reveal to me some of the heartaches and traumas she survived as a child, through her young adult life, and even into her later years.


Not long after that terrible abandonment, my mother got pregnant and gave birth to my sister Letiecia. Two years later, I was born, and eleven months after that, my brother, Joey was born. Shortly after Letiecia was conceived, her father, a Chicano gangster, murdered a guy. Him and his friends beat up a man, tied him to a truck and then dragged him until he died. He went right to prison and my mother soon hooked up with another demented, abusive man, José Garcia, Joey’s father. Jose was an angry man who was also involved with gangs. José hated Letiecia’s father with a passion and beat Letiecia and my mother any chance he got.


During one incident, José beat Letiecia for soaking through her diaper. When my mother tried to stop him from harming Letiecia, he beat my mother for interfering. Without a doubt, Letiecia experienced the worst abuse of us all, including sexual abuse. Most of her abusers were unknown to me, but even to this day I am reminded of the abuse every time I run into people who literally tell me stories of that terrible time.


In my early childhood, we lived in a trailer home next to Lake Michigan in Kenosha, Wisconsin. The people around us did whatever they wanted to us. I have a picture of myself around three years old; my brother was two. The adults who claim they were trying to give us a break from our horrid living conditions decided to give us a bong half the size of my brother and taught us how to smoke. If I didn’t have a picture of it, I wouldn’t have remembered the incident because this was just a normal day growing up.
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Me and my brother smoking a bong age 3


In early 1990, I was three and Letiecia, who we called TC, took us on a joyride. Well, almost. She was maybe five and Joey was two. Our parents were sleeping, and TC got the bright idea to steal the car. “Come on guys, we gotta get out of here.”


Joey and I jumped up and wearing the same clothes from the day before. We all ran outside, eager to go wherever TC was taking us. She put us in the car, turned the key in the ignition, put the car in gear, and we started rolling backwards. Thank God there was a tree nearby that we backed into. With the car stopped, we just sat there, unsure what to do next. All of a sudden, a neighbor came running towards the car.


“What are you kids doing? Get out of this car!”


She snatched us out of the car, one by one. Then, she marched us back inside the house. But she didn’t know the abuse we were running from; or did she? Once inside, she woke my mother up. “Girl, you need to keep an eye on these bad-ass kids of yours,” she said. “They were about to drive off in your car.”


When José heard that, his face turned red, and he started screaming at us. We ran behind the neighbor, hoping she would protect us, but it didn’t help. Despite my mom’s efforts to calm him down, José got hold of each of us and beat the crap out of us, especially Letiecia. She always got the worst of everything. There is no way any normal human could withstand all of the mistreatment and abuse she went through and not be affected by it. All of that hurt and violence—being beaten regularly and sexually abused as a toddler, a pre-teen, and even in adulthood—created beliefs and brain patterns that affected everything she did throughout her life. This cycle repeated for her so many times it was unbelievable. They say neglecting or ignoring a kid stunts their growth. This does not mean that she couldn’t overcome those traumas, she just had to work much harder to do it. At times she was able to live a healthy life, often short-lived for a couple months at a time. Very early on, TC adopted the same behaviors that had hurt her so much, she eventually became an abuser, with Joey and me as her victims.


Early on, my cousins and sister forced Joey and me to reenact abuses that they had been subjected to. We were directed to play “house”. It was a game for us, so we didn’t think anything bad of it at the time. While Joey and I played the roles of mom and dad, TC and the older cousins would pair up and make out. Sometimes there would be three of them fingering and dry humping each other. Most of the time, TC did not have to try hard to get Joey and me to participate in her escapades. We were generally eager to do whatever she said because we looked up to her and wanted to be just like her.



OEBPS/images/28-1.jpg








OEBPS/images/20-1.jpg






OEBPS/images/as.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE MAKING OF A
| OF F o

-~

CONQUERING PAIN TO CLAIM YOUR POWER







OEBPS/images/7-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/ti.jpg
THE MAKING OF A

WARRIOR
LGl

CONQUERING PAIN TO CLAIM YOUR POWER

A MEMOIR

Gheredn Soube Gareia





