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In Bitch Grab Your Basket, Vickie Cobble - Forehand invites readers into her world - a world where truth and fiction intertwine to paint a vivid portrait of resilience, self discovery, and the triumph of the human spirit.  This autobiographical fiction follows Vickie’s journey from her spirited childhood, filled with daring adventures and colorful character, to the challenges of navigating complex family dynamics and overcoming chronic health issues.  Drawing inspiration from works like Terry McMillan’s “Waiting to Exhale, “Bitch Grab Your Basket explores the complexities of female friendships, the pursuit of happiness, and the resilience required to overcome life’s obstacles.  Through candid reflections on her experiences with physical injuries, emotional scars, and the journey toward healing, Vickie offers readers a raw and honest portrayal of her life’s journey.  Blending elements of truth with the creative freedom of fiction, Bitch Grab Your Basket is a captivating memoir that celebrates the resilience of the human spirit and the power of embracing life's challenges head on.
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DEDICATED TO MY CHILDREN 

 

 I dedicate this book to my children.  May the first half of my life experiences in these books be your “over-standing” that there will always be obstacles and open doors.  You will ALWAYS  have a choice within your pre-written journey of your life path, so choose.  Please know that whatever is happening to you, is not happening to you.  Please know whatever is happening to you, is happening FOR you.  Learn from it and grow within it all.  Keep what you want and need but place that other shit back on the shelf. 

 

THEN

BITCH GRAB YOUR BASKET

AND KEEP MOVING 

LOVE YOU FOR LIFE AND BEYOND
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To my parents, I love you. There is no manual that allows you to know how to be the perfect parent.  So for all the love that you have given me, or what you have done and continue to do, I thank you.  I would not be me without your foundational settings.  To my siblings, I thank you for knowing me and loving me anyway.   To my  grandparents, the truest gangsters to have done it, thank you.  To my children, Tiffany, KeShun, Dreshawn, Deion, Desiree, Byran, Tyran, Victoria, Kinzee and Nadia, you guys just don’t know how being your mom, places me in another dimension.  A dimension of unconditional love.  I haven’t met a soul who hasn’t had family problems.  I haven’t met a soul who hasn’t had financial problems.  Life is real.  This is my life story.  It happened to me, so it’s my story to tell. To my readers, I wrote this as though you and I are having a conversation.  Some parts are story told but for the most part….. I very rarely meet strangers, so… Hi, my name is Vickie, it’s nice to meet you.

 

                              

 

 

 

 

 



Prologue

Foundational Creation Of Me

Picture it: Winn Dixie grocery, located on 12th and Broadway, Louisville, KY, 1994. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a harsh glow on rows of cereal boxes and canned goods. The smell of floor cleaner mixed with the sweet scent of ripe produce. I was 23 years old. It was during this routine grocery shopping trip that I learned a part of my strength that defines who I am. LeVonne, then five or six, walked beside me, her small hand occasionally brushing against my leg. Eugene, just one or two, sat in the basket cart, babbling happily to himself. Suddenly, something inside me shifted. My chest tightened, making it impossible to breathe. Trembling uncontrollably, my thoughts scattered like marbles on a tile floor. With shaking hands, I lifted LeVonne and placed her in the basket cart next to her brother Eugene. Consumed by a storm of emotions I couldn't name, I stood frozen in the aisle, unable to move or think clearly. We remained there for what felt like hours, though it was likely only minutes. Hot tears rolled down my cheeks, leaving salty trails on my skin. I kissed both my children, LeVonne and Eugene, their faces a blur through my tears. Then, operating on some primal instinct I didn't understand, I turned and walked away. I left them there in the basket cart, my feet carrying me toward the exit. My mind was blank, devoid of any plan or consideration for what might happen next. With each step, I was abandoning my babies, leaving them defenseless in a world I suddenly couldn't face. But I never made it to the front door. In an instant, as if struck by lightning, I whirled around. A voice, my own yet separate, screamed inside my head: "BITCH, YOU BETTER GO GRAB THAT BASKET!" God loves me. That's the only explanation for the strength that surged through me in that moment, propelling me back to my children. It wasn't until years later, with the help of doctors and therapy, that I understood what had happened. That day in Winn Dixie, I had experienced a panic attack fueled by overwhelming anxiety. But more importantly, I had found the strength to fight it.

 

Introduction

I am a Cowboy-Warrior-Princess, a title I've bestowed upon myself, earned through fifty years of living, loving, and battling. This self-proclaimed identity encapsulates the essence of who I've become—resilient as a Cowboy, fierce as a Warrior, and regal as a Princess. I am a survivor, a thriver, a force of nature. I've lived several lifetimes in these fifty years, worn more hats than a milliner's shop, and emerged as something uniquely my own—a Heyoka empath with an INFJ personality who's learned to navigate the treacherous waters of narcissistic traits. There's a fire in my soul that burns so brightly, people can see the flames.

I am divinely chosen, a vessel of light meant to make a positive impact. But this gift comes with a price. As a super empath, I feel the world's pain as if it were my own. I've had to learn to protect myself, to set boundaries, and to recognize the sacred moments when life slows down to an undefined pace. In these moments, the world around me transforms.

Imagine a realm where the clock ticks slower, where the sun traverses the sky with deliberate grace, and where birds sing their songs at a leisurely pace. In this slowed-down world, I find my sanctuary. I can feel the gentle caress of the wind through my hair, see the slow, deliberate flutter of leaves on the trees, and hear the sounds of the city fade away until only my own breath remains. Time loses its meaning in these moments. I can linger in a single instant for what feels like eternity, breathe in the fresh air, feel the warmth of the sun on my skin, and listen to the unhurried melodies of nature. In this slowed life, I am truly present, noticing small details that I often miss in the rush of everyday existence.

These moments of deceleration have been my protectors, my connection to the divine. They remind me that I am a chosen person of God, living out a purpose greater than myself. But my journey extends beyond these moments of earthly tranquility. I've come to understand that having the same experiences over and over again is part of my pre-written path. 

It's a concept that might seem perplexing to some, but to those who are chosen, who walk a similar spiritual path, the meaning resonates deeply. I speak broadly but deeply at the same time, and other chosen people will understand the weight and significance of what I'm saying.

There are times when my experiences transcend the physical realm. It's as if I'm able to traverse different planes of existence, to enter soul-leaving realms that have occurred both to me and for me. These are not mere flights of fancy or dreams, but profound spiritual journeys that have shaped my understanding of reality and my place within it. In these moments, I've glimpsed truths that defy ordinary explanation, felt connections to something vast and eternal, and returned with insights that continue to guide my earthly journey. These experiences, recurring yet ever-profound, are the threads that weave the tapestry of my pre-written path. They are the echoes of a divine plan, resonating through the chambers of my soul, reminding me of my purpose even in the darkest of times.

My journey hasn't been easy. Trauma has left its mark, manifesting in ways both visible and invisible. As Dr. Gabor Maté wisely observed, "Trauma is a wound; it's not what happens to you; it's what happens inside you as a result of what happened to you." The chronic traumatic experiences that have occurred in my life led me to suffer from Physioneurosis. When broken down, this manifests for me as ADHD, fibromyalgia, chronic pain, neurological disorders, anxiety, vertigo, depression and CPTSD—a constellation of challenges that I've had to learn to manage. It is tiring, coping with your own neurotic behaviors. Yet, I've come to understand that neuroticism is not a mental disorder but is considered a core personality trait. I am neurodivergent, my brain wired in its own unique way, presenting both gifts and challenges.

These struggles have been my greatest teachers. They are the physical manifestations of my inner wounds, the tangible evidence of a spirit that refused to be broken. Through shadow work and self-discovery, I've come to understand myself in ways I never thought possible.

 I've learned to accept unfairness without being defeated by it, to forgive with truly forgetting, to move forward without ignoring the past. God's forgiveness is contingent on us forgiving others. Setting healthy boundaries can be an important step towards thriving in your relationships. This involves prioritizing your own mental and emotional well-being, which might require uncovering patterns of communication and potential triggers within yourself. Be clear and direct about your needs when setting boundaries, focusing on how their behavior affects you. It was important for me to learn how to protect myself from the emotions of others. I am a Heyoka empath who has been in a fight for my life.

As I write this, at the midpoint of my century, I find myself whispering a promise: "I can't wait to meet me at sixty." Because despite the scars, despite the pain, despite the ordinary rhythm of my days, I know that my story is far from over. This book is not a grand adventure tale. It's not a symphony of unheard harmonies. Instead, it's a familiar quilt, pieced together from the cloth of existence we all share. It's a simple song played on instruments familiar to every ear. But in its ordinariness lies its power—the quiet grace of a unique life lived fully, with all its joys and sorrows.

This book might not follow a strictly chronological order, as I choose to explore events through a lens of memory and significance rather than simply date and time. While I'll attempt to maintain a general timeline, please bear with me if things seem to jump around a bit. It is a collection of memories, depicting factual accounts that have happened to and around me. There is no specific story line, but rather a series of events and experiences that have shaped my life. Each chapter offers a glimpse into my journey from birth to my twenties, sharing moments of joy, sorrow, growth, and reflection. Generational trauma is so real. Generational trauma can leave deep scars, and its effects have touched many aspects of my life. But despite those challenges, I am fortunate to have a wealth of happy memories to draw upon.

 

So come, dear reader, and walk with me through the landscape of my memories. Let me show you the world through the eyes of a Cowboy-Warrior-Princess. Let me share with you the wisdom gained through tears and laughter, through love and loss, through the simple act of surviving and thriving in a world that often seems designed to break us. This is my story, with some creative writings. But as you read, I hope you'll find echoes of your own journey and perhaps find solace in our shared human experience. After all, aren't we all, in our own ways, trying to be the heroes of our own tales? Welcome to my world. So buckle up—the ride might get bumpy, but I promise it'll be worth it. And who knows? Maybe together, we'll find those moments where time slows down, where the veil between realms thins, and we can breathe in the beauty of simply being—and becoming.
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Born into love and chaos

The Making Of A Cowboy Warrior Princess 

 

You know how they say you can't choose your family? Well, let me tell you about the two people fate decided would shape my world: Daddy, Charles, and Mama, Alvena. They were as different as lightning and a summer breeze, yet somehow, they created the perfect storm that was me. I came into this world on a crisp November 26th, 1971, as Louisville's General Hospital bustled with its usual rhythm of life and death. From my very first breath, I was destined to defy expectations. I entered this world as a love child, a living testament to the passion between Charles and Alvena Johnson, high school sweethearts who had dared to dream of a future together. 

 

The sterile scent of hospital disinfectant mingled with the warm, musky cologne of Daddy, Charles, and the soft, floral perfume of Mama, Alvena. As Mama cradled me, she whispered, "You're our love child, Renee. Born from a love so fierce it could light up the darkest night." Daddy, his caramel-hued face creased with a mixture of pride and uncertainty, leaned in. "She's got your eyes, Allie," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that I would come to associate with safety and danger in equal measure.

 

The nurse, a kindly woman with silver-streaked hair, smiled as she watched us. "You've got a fighter here," she said, noting how my tiny fists were already clenched, ready to take on the world. Little did they know they were witnessing the birth of a self-proclaimed Cowboy-Warrior-Princess. But then again, how could they? The basket of my life was just beginning to be woven, its first threads a complex tangle of love, conflict, and the indomitable spirit that would come to define me.

 

As a child, I was always a bit of a whimsical daredevil. An insatiable curiosity drove me to push the limits in various aspects of my life. "I won't break the rules, but I'm gonna see how far they will bend" became my testament. Despite being a bit lazy when it came to athleticism, I was still considered an athlete. Much to the frustration of my coaches, I was a fearless stocky muscle.

My adventurous nature often led me to the emergency room.

 

 I remember one day, standing on the edge of a roof, ready to jump. Michelle, my older sister by three years, yelled, "Don't you do it! Get down from there, you little fool!" Donnica, my younger sister by one year, chimed in, "Mama Allie gonna kill you!" But it was my baby sister Rockale's voice that nearly made me waver. "Sissy, please don't fall."

 

With a whoop that was equal parts war cry and laughter, I launched myself into the air. For a moment—just a moment—I was flying. Then gravity remembered its job. I hit the next roof hard, tumbling and skidding across the rough surface. Pain blossomed across my skin, but it was nothing compared to the triumph burning in my chest. As I lay there, panting and grinning at the cloudless sky, I heard the scrambling of feet and panicked voices. My siblings had found their way to the ground, ready to either celebrate my victory or scrape what was left of me off the ground.

 

"Are you crazy?" Michelle's face appeared above me, eyes wide with a mix of anger and relief. I sat up, wincing as I noticed the blood trickling down my arms and legs. "Nah," I replied, my smile never faltering. "Just brave."

Little did I know then how true that would prove to be, or how many more times I'd have to pick myself up, dust myself off, and leap into the unknown. But that's the thing about being born a love child into a family at war – you learn early on that life is full of contradictions. And sometimes, the only way to make sense of it all is to spread your wings and jump. As Mama applied antiseptic to my wounds that evening, I caught sight of Daddy in the doorway. His face was stern, but I could see the ghost of a smile tugging at his lips. "You know," he said, his voice gruff but warm, "real cowboys don't fly. They ride."

 

I met his gaze, my chin lifted in defiance and pride. "Then I guess I'll have to be something more than just a cowboy." He chuckled, shaking his head. "I guess you will, little one. I guess you will." With each injury, each brush with danger, I felt something shift within me. It was as if a protective shield was being forged, tempered in the fires of my misadventures. In the quiet moments of recovery, when the world seemed to slow to a crawl, I found I could slip into a state of heightened awareness. Visions would come to me—glimpses of possible futures, insights into the hidden workings of the world around me. As I gazed at my reflection later, tracing the lines of my scars - the nearly invisible one behind my ear, the jagged one on my foot, the fresh, angry line on my shin - I saw more than just the marks of an adventurous spirit. 

 

I saw a map of my journey, a physical representation of the path that would lead me to become a woman that was a "Cowboy-Warrior-Princess," I whispered to my reflection, a smile playing on my lips. These scars were my battle wounds, my medals of honor. They told the story of a girl who dared to push boundaries, who sought to understand the world through touch and pain and healing.

 

One sweltering summer afternoon, as the cicadas droned their endless song outside, I sat on the porch steps, my small frame dwarfed by the peeling white paint of the balusters. I watched as Michelle helped Mama hang laundry on the clothesline. "Mama," I called out, my voice carrying across the yard, "Why does Daddy say I belong to him and Michelle belongs to you?" His words would echo through the house, a chilling claim of ownership that both thrilled and terrified me. Thinking back, this possessiveness, a symptom of his complex mental health struggles, cast a long shadow over our family dynamics, shaping my childhood in ways I'm still unraveling.

 

Alvena's hands stilled on the damp sheet she was pinning up. She exchanged a quick glance with Michelle before turning to me with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Your Daddy just means he has a special bond with you, sugar," Alvena replied, her voice carrying a weight I couldn't yet understand. "Just like I have with Michelle. But we all love each other the same."

Michelle snorted softly, earning a sharp look from Mama. I filed away this interaction, adding it to my growing understanding of the unspoken language of adults. As twilight painted the sky in hues of lavender and gold, Daddy's motorcycle roared into the driveway. My heart leapt with excitement. I loved our Wednesday night ritual.

 

"Ready for some wrestling, little bit?" Daddy called out, his grin wide and infectious. I bounced on my toes, my braids swinging. "Yes, Daddy! Can we root for the bad guys again?" Daddy's laugh boomed across the yard. "You bet, sugar. Those good guys won't know what hit 'em."

 

As we pulled away, I caught sight of Mama watching from the window, her expression a mixture of resignation and something else – something that looked almost like envy. Daddy, the patriarch, wielded his power like a shield, deflecting any perceived threat to his dominance. Mama's and Michelle's closeness seemed to ignite his jealousy, fueling a silent war for control.

Despite my daring nature, I never grew past four feet eleven inches—though I'd swear I was five feet tall if you asked. 

"I'm vertically challenged," I'd quip, "a small potato—but I'm hard to peel." My appearance became as distinctive as my personality: piercing brown eyes, thick and coarse 4c hair that never grew past my shoulders, and a caramel complexion that glows with an inner fire. People often compliment my big, beautiful smile with perfect teeth, though I jokingly warn them not to look in the back of my mouth.

 

My physical appearance only added to my unique presence. I walked pigeon-toed, my feet pointing inward with each step, and my slightly bowed legs gave me a distinctive gait that was unmistakably mine. People could hear me coming before they saw me, my walk a rhythm all its own. And if my walk didn't announce my presence, my laugh certainly did. It was a full-bodied sound that started deep in my belly and exploded outwards, filling rooms and turning heads. Some described it as infectious, others as boisterous, but everyone agreed it was uniquely mine.

 

It wasn't until much later that I understood why I perceived the world so differently from those around me. I am neurodivergent, my brain wired in its own unique way, presenting both gifts and challenges that shaped my entire existence. My bedroom was a testament to Daddy's love and my diverse interests—a veritable toy store that would have made any child green with envy. Sports equipment of every kind imaginable lined the walls: basketballs, footballs, soccer balls, tennis rackets, and more. Dolls of all sizes and colors sat on shelves, their plastic eyes watching over a menagerie of stuffed animals. Board games were stacked high in the corner, promising hours of strategic fun. In the center of it all was my prized possession: a state-of-the-art gaming console, its controllers always within reach.

 

Despite the challenges Daddy's mental illnesses presented, there were moments of genuine connection and joy in our relationship. From an early age, I developed an uncanny intuition that became a powerful tool in navigating the complexities of my world. At times, my senses seemed to transcend the bounds of logic, allowing me to perceive things others couldn't. It was as if I could tap into an unseen current of knowledge, a river of insight that flowed beneath the surface of everyday reality.

 

This intuitive ability wasn't just a vague feeling or a lucky guess. It was a gateway to other realms, a protective shield that enveloped me when the chaos of my family life became too much to bear. In these moments, it was almost as if I was engaging in a form of meditation, slipping into altered states of consciousness where time seemed to slow to a crawl.

 I could linger in these realms for what felt like hours, though in reality, it might have been mere minutes. The world around me would fade away, replaced by vivid visions and a deep sense of knowing.

 

It was during one of these episodes, at the tender age of eleven or twelve, that I saw my future children. I knew, with a certainty that defied explanation, that I would have six kids. The knowledge settled into my bones, as real and irrefutable as the ground beneath my feet. These intuitive journeys became my sanctuary, a place where the pain and confusion of my daily life couldn't touch me. They offered me glimpses of a future where I was strong, where I was whole, where I was more than just the scapegoat of my family. In these moments, I wasn't bound by the labels thrust upon me or the expectations of others. I was free to be my true self, to explore the depths of my potential.

 My intuition and second senses were beginning to brew within me. Some people believe intuition to be a trauma response. As the middle child and the family scapegoat, I found myself shouldering blame and bearing the brunt of tensions that simmered beneath the surface of our home life. This position, while painful, honed my intuitive skills to a razor's edge. I learned to read the subtle shifts in mood, to anticipate storms before they broke, to navigate the treacherous waters of family dynamics with a dexterity that belied my years.

The pressure of this role took its toll on my mental health. Anxiety became my constant companion, its tendrils wrapping around my thoughts, squeezing until it felt hard to breathe. Depression lurked in the shadows, ready to engulf me in moments of weakness. For years, I wondered if I had inherited the mental health struggles that ran in my family, a thought that filled me with both dread and a strange sense of belonging.

 

It wasn't until years later, sitting in a psychiatrist's office, that I learned the truth. "In my experience," the Doctor said, her eyes kind but searching, "It's often the family member who doesn't seem to need help who ends up in counseling."  Her diagnosis came as both a relief and a fresh wound: depression, anxiety, CPTSD, and childhood trauma. I didn't know whether to be happy or saddened. Happy that the hereditary mental health issues weren't mine, but profoundly saddened to learn that my struggles were the result of trauma, etched into my psyche by years of family dysfunction.

My childhood was marked by incidents that seemed to embody the chaos and pain of my family life. Yet, despite the challenges, or perhaps because of them, I developed a resilience that would serve me well in the years to come. Each scar, each setback, each moment of pain became a building block in the foundation of who I was becoming. 

I was more than just the scapegoat, more than the "bad child." I was a survivor, a force of nature packed into a 4'11" frame, a neurodivergent Cowboy-Warrior-Princess in the making, with the power to traverse realms and glimpse the future. As I grew older, I realized that every scar, every misstep, had been a step on the path to becoming who I was always meant to be. The world might try to box me in, my family's war might try to define me, but I had tasted flight. And a Cowboy-Warrior-Princess who knows how to fly? Well, she couldn't be caged by anyone's expectations.
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The Pillars of My World: Charles and Alvena                                                              

Every story has its beginnings, and mine starts with two unforgettable characters who shaped the very foundations of my existence. Charles and Alvena:                                                                                                              

The Complex Legacy of Charles: My Flawed Hero, My First Heartbreak

Charles, Daddy. Picture this: a stocky, caramel-complexioned man standing at five-foot-nine, but with a presence that made him seem ten feet tall. Daddy wasn't your conventional heartthrob, but damn if he didn't have a magnetism that drew people in like moths to a flame. His laughter? Infectious. His charm? Disarming. And his confidence? Well, it was as quiet as a whisper but as powerful as a shout. I remember watching him saunter down the street, that slight sway in his walk, his bowed legs giving him a distinctive gait. He kept his hair either in an afro that defied gravity or cut close to his head, both styles somehow amplifying his rugged handsomeness. Years of military service and blue-collar work at Phillip Morris in Louisville had sculpted his body into a testament of hard work and resilience.

 

But Daddy was more than just his appearance. He was a force of nature, a hurricane of charm and wit that could sweep you off your feet one moment and leave you reeling the next. Our Wednesday night wrestling events at Louisville Gardens were a testament to that. There he'd be, rooting for the villain just to rile up the crowd, his booming laughter echoing through the arena. But Jerry Lawler? That was sacred ground. Even when Jerry turned heel, Daddy stood firm in his support. That was my Daddy—loyal to a fault, even when the world turned upside down.

 

Daddy treated me like the son he never had. 

 

 

Motorcycle rides that lasted for hours (and, as I later realized, included pit stops at his girlfriends' places), working side by side in the garage, building everything from swimming pools to bunk beds. "You don't scare me!" I'd often joke with people. "I used to hand my Dad the wrong tools." He taught me the importance of craftsmanship and the value of handmade goods. Woodworking became our shared passion, and we would build things together.

 

But beneath that easygoing exterior, Daddy carried his demons. Childhood trauma had left him battling severe mental illnesses—schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, manic depression—and addictions that he never quite shook. His jealousy and insecurity created a silent war within our family, his words sometimes cutting deeper than any physical wound ever could.

 

Daddy, the man who was supposed to protect me, didn't protect me, even from himself. Daddy, the man who was supposed to love me unconditionally, loved me conditionally. Daddy was bound by his mental health illness, childhood trauma, and addictions. Daddy, the man who abused me in the manner that he did, allowed me to quickly develop a deep-seated distrust of men. f my own father, my first love, could treat me the way he did, I learned that there were no limits to what other men who didn't love me could do.

 

As a rebellious and curious-natured child, I would often question my parents. I would question Mama more than Daddy. She was the easiest to talk with. At ten years of age, I questioned her with, "Why do I have to call you and Daddy, Mama and Daddy? Y'all call me by my name, Renee. I don't think I should have to call y'all by nothing but the names that you were given." 

She would just smile. "As a matter of fact, when I become eighteen, I am no longer calling y'all by nothing but your names. If it is about respect, then I want the same. Y'all don't call me daughter." She just smiled and shook her head.

 

We had that conversation so often. By the time I had a baby, it became a joke between us of me calling her by her nickname, Allie. People who didn't know our inside joke were thrown off with me addressing her by her nickname. My rebellious, tenacious ass just had to prove my point that it became so normalized for me to call her by her nickname. Mama, on the other hand, laughed at my silliness and understood that there was no disrespect implied.

 

 

The Closet Flower: A Tale of Innocence and Irony                                                              

While my relationship with Mama was marked by playful rebellion, my interactions with other family members often led to unexpected and memorable moments, as evidenced by one particular visit from Granny. It was a warm afternoon when Granny, Daddy's Mama, came to visit our house. The air was thick with the scent of summer, and I was buzzing with excitement, eager to show off the latest project Daddy and I had been working on together.

 

As soon as Granny stepped through the door, her arms open wide for a hug, I couldn't contain myself. "Granny!" I squealed, bouncing on my toes. "Want to see the flowerpot Daddy and I made? It even has a flower as tall as me!"

I watched Granny's face, expecting to see the same pride and excitement I felt. Her smile faltered slightly, but she quickly recovered. "Sure, baby," she said, her voice warm but with an undercurrent I couldn't quite place.

 

My excitement bubbling over, I grabbed her hand, my small fingers wrapping around hers. "We keep it in the closet with special lights," I explained, practically dragging her toward the hallway. "That's why it's so big!"

I heard Daddy clear his throat behind us, about to speak, but I was too quick. Before he could get a word out, I had already thrown open the closet door, revealing our secret garden. The closet was bathed in a soft, purplish glow from the special grow lights Daddy had installed. In the center stood our prized creation—a large plant in a homemade pot, its leaves broad and distinctive.

To me, it was the most beautiful flower I'd ever seen. "See, Granny?" I said, my voice filled with pride. "Isn't it amazing? Daddy says it's a special kind of plant that needs lots of care."

 

I turned to Granny, expecting to see wonder and admiration on her face. Instead, her expression had shifted into something I couldn't decipher. She didn't seem impressed at all. In fact, she looked... concerned? Angry? I couldn't tell. "Daddy," I heard her say, her voice low and tight. "A word, please."

The joy on my face didn't last as I watched Granny pull Daddy aside, their whispered conversation too quiet for me to hear. I stood there, confused and a little hurt. Why wasn't Granny happy about our beautiful plant?

It wasn't until many years later that I understood why Granny had reacted the way she did. The "flower" Daddy and I had been so proudly growing wasn't just a giant plant—it was marijuana, hidden away in our closet under the guise of a secret gardening project.

 

The realization hit me one day when I was older, the memory suddenly clicking into place with new understanding. I remember turning to Mama and Daddy, my eyes wide with the sudden knowledge. "That plant in the closet," I said slowly, "the one I showed Granny... that wasn't really a flower, was it?"

Mama and Daddy exchanged a look, a mix of amusement and chagrin on their faces. Then, to my surprise, they both burst out laughing.

 

"Oh, baby," Mama said, wiping tears of mirth from her eyes. "We wondered when you'd figure that out." Daddy shook his head, a rueful smile on his face. "I thought for sure your Granny was going to tear me up that day. But you were so proud of that 'flower,' she didn't have the heart to say anything in front of you."

As the implications of what I'd done sank in, I couldn't help but join in their laughter. "I can't believe I showed Granny your secret marijuana plant!" I exclaimed, half mortified, half amused. "Sometimes it be ya own kids," Daddy said.

 

From that day on, "the closet flower" became a running joke in our family. Whenever one of us accidentally revealed something we shouldn't, someone would inevitably quip, "Well, at least you didn't show Granny the 'flower' in the closet!"

 

Looking back, I'm struck by the innocence of that moment—how proud I was of that plant, how eager I was to share it with Granny. It's a reminder of how children see the world so differently, finding wonder and excitement in things adults might view with concern or disapproval. I can't help but cherish the memory of that day. It's a snapshot of my childhood—a time when a hidden marijuana plant was, to me, nothing more than a magical, oversized flower, grown with love and care in our little closet garden. That incident with Granny and the "flower" has become more than just a funny anecdote in our family. It's a reminder of the unintended consequences of our actions, the innocence of childhood, and the complex realities of adult life. It's a story that never fails to bring a smile and laugh to our faces.

 

To this day, whenever I see a particularly large houseplant, I can't help but think of that closet "flower" and the day I proudly showed it to my unsuspecting Granny. It's a memory that's both mortifying and hilarious, a perfect encapsulation of the often absurd, always unpredictable journey of growing up.

 

The Eye of the Storm: Alvena, My Anchor                                                                                

 

As I navigated the turbulent waters of my childhood, shaped by Daddy's unpredictable nature, I found solace in the steady presence of the other pivotal figure in my life—Mama. Alvena, Mama. If Daddy was a storm, Mama was the calm at its center. Picture Jessica Rabbit, but with an added dose of warmth and down-to-earth charm that could make you feel like the most important person in the world. Her soft brown eyes held depths of understanding, yet sparkled with a playful glint that could disarm even the hardest of hearts.

 

Mama was a chameleon when it came to her hair. One day she'd rock an afro that celebrated her African heritage; the next, she'd have sleek, straight hair courtesy of a hot comb. Wigs, braids, coils, and curls—Mama embraced it all, each style a testament to her creativity and self-expression. But it wasn't just her looks that made Mama special. It was her warmth, her genuine smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes, her ability to make you feel seen and heard. She was a force of nature in her own right, captivating in a way that went far beyond physical beauty.

 

Saturdays in our house were a symphony of cleaning, from baseboard to ceiling; no surface escaped her attention. Luther Vandross as our conductor. The scent of lemon polish mixed with the warmth of the morning sun, and Mama's voice harmonizing with Natalie Cole as she wrestled the knots from my hair. Music was the backdrop of our lives, a shared language between Mama and I that transcended the limitations of words.

 

Mama was a master of domesticity, but don't you dare think that made her weak. Mama is the strongest woman that I know. She might have played a submissive role in our family dynamic, shaped by her own childhood trauma: Mama was raised by a mother who was a lesbian pimp. And my grandmother's trauma came from her Mama… Generational Trauma.  

 

There was steel beneath Mama's soft exterior. She taught me not just how to cook and clean, but how to create a home filled with love and laughter. More importantly, she showed me what it meant to be self-sufficient, to stand on my own two feet.

And let me tell you about her sewing. Watching Mama at her sewing machine was like witnessing magic. She could take a piece of fabric and transform it into a garment that looked like it came straight from a high-end boutique. I'd sit for hours, mesmerized by the rhythmic hum of her machine, watching as she wove dreams into reality.

 

The rhythmic hum of Mama's sewing machine was a constant soundtrack to my childhood. The scent of freshly ironed fabric and the soft rustle of material under her skilled hands are memories I can conjure up even now. The prom dress she made me became an electric blue masterpiece that made me feel like royalty.

 

While being married to Daddy, the only job that I ever knew Mama to have was with Long John Silver restaurant. And if I recall correctly, she was there for several years off and on, depending upon Daddy's approval. After divorcing Daddy, she gained her CDL and completed a career as a driver. In my opinion, Mama existed in autopilot mode for decades. She was not living her life to the fullest, but simply surviving and existing. I didn't realize this until I was in my forties and fifties, but when I did, it was a wake-up call for me. I realized that I didn't want to live my life on autopilot. I wanted to live my life to the fullest and to pursue my goals and dreams. So I made a change. I started to focus on what was important to me, and I started to take steps towards my goals.
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