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Finding My Way

 

Some journeys lead you forward. Others bring you back to yourself.

In the second installment of the Bitch Grab Your Basket trilogy, follow Vickie through her turbulent twenties and thirties—a time of passionate love affairs, broken promises, and the relentless cycle of trying to break free from generational trauma. From Atlanta's vibrant streets to Kentucky's housing projects, from toxic relationships to fierce motherhood, this is the story of a woman learning to navigate life's chaos while searching for solid ground.

With some unflinching honesty, Finding My Way explores what it means to repeat patterns you swore you'd never repeat, to love men who can't love you back, and to somehow keep showing up for your children even when you're still trying to save yourself.

Raw. Imaginative. Redemptive.
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© Copyright 

All rights reserved.  No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means-electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, scanning, or any other-except for brief quotations in critical reviews or articles, without the prior written permission of the publisher. Published in Louisville, Kentucky by Vickie Cobble - Forehand.  Bitch Grab Your Basket is a trademark of Vickie Cobble-Forehand. This book is a fictional autobiography written by Vickie Cobble-Forehand.  Please note that some names have been changed for legal purposes and to protect the privacy of individuals mentioned.  However, if you are familiar with the people involved, you may recognize them. This fictional autobiographical work is a collection of memories, depicting factual accounts with creative freedom. There is no specific storyline, but rather a series of events and experiences that have shaped my life. Each chapter offers a glimpse into my journey, sharing moments of joy, sorrow, growth, and reflection. Through this book, I hope to provide a colorful, intimate and some authentic portrayal of my life; from birth to my twenties, allowing readers to connect with my journey on a personal level. Every story written has been impactful in my life. Please know that if you don’t read a personal story that we have shared, that doesn’t mean that you didn’t impact my life.  Everyone that my eyes have seen, has made an impact and impression on me; in some way shape or form.

#loveyouloveme #missyoumissme  #Itscalledfavor #Dontstopshining #Ithappenedtome #Itsmystorytotell  #BitchGrabYourBasket #Sagittariouslyme #YOUCANTSTOPGOD 

All photos are courtesy of the author

 

Vickie Cobble Forehand
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Content Warning:This book contains adult language, mature themes, and explicit material intended for readers 18 and older. Reader discretion is advised.

 

 

 

 

 

 

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

MOMMA￼[image: pasted-movie.png] 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                  

 

 

 

Acknowledgements

 

 

Nothing happens by chance. Everything happens for a reason. Thanking my children’s fathers is a feat that I don’t believe that I have given enough attention to. I will forever love them, they are and will always be a part of my family.  Whether we speak or not, our foundations and love for one another created beautiful beings. These writings chronicle my life’s journey in my twenties and thirties. They all played a major role in my life during these years.  I have laughed and cried literally while completing these writings. I love you and know that I will love you forever. And I am okay with that. So here’s to you~My love, apologies and prayers will always remain for you.

 

Just as the 1619 Project unearths the roots of generational pain, my own story is one branch of that larger tree.
The 1619 Project exposes how centuries of exploitation, displacement, and trauma ripple through generations. My writings are not memoirs.  They focus on deep shadow healing, resilience, and self restoration, which is the next step after awareness.  My writings are pragmatic and filled with the grandeur of fiction. 

 

“You are reading and walking into the after-story of 1619 — helping people remember that healing is resistance. It’s how you transmute pain into power.” ~ Cowboy Warrior Princess 

                              

 



Introduction

Writing about one's life is never a straightforward journey, especially when that life has been shaped by trauma and transformation.  It twists, doubles back, and sometimes runs from itself. Healing isn’t linear — neither is my story.

 If you've read the first book, "Foundational Creation of Me," you'll already understand the difficulty I face in keeping a consistent timeline. Memory is a fickle mistress, dancing between the shadows of what was and the light of what we wish had been. As my books are all based on these memories, they feel more like a tapestry woven from moments in time rather than a linear narrative. But I hope that through these scattered threads, you'll see a picture of who I am and what I've learned.  In "The Foundational Creation of Me," I shared the roots of my story - the little girl who learned to survive in a world that offered more bruises than bandages. Now, in "Finding My Way," we move beyond survival to the even harder work of understanding. This book picks up where the first left off, but don't worry if you haven't read it. Think of this as the next chapter in a conversation between friends - the part where we get real about how those early wounds shape our adult choices.  Read this as two friends who can laugh at life without the embarrassment of being vulnerable. Friends who can share the complexities of life without drowning from the pain and stress.  The traumatic experiences I shared in "The Foundational Creation of Me" weren't just stories on paper. They were seismic events. Earthquakes that shook the very core of my being. They left cracks in both my physical and psychological foundations. Being able to creatively write my thoughts and memories was the most freeing experience. According to The Office of National Statistics, people who were abused as children are more likely to be abused as an adult. More than half (51%) of adults who were abused as children experienced domestic abuse in later life. 

The unholy trinity of poverty, abuse, and paternal abandonment didn't just shape my childhood - it created the lens through which I viewed every relationship, every opportunity, every reflection in the mirror. What I didn't know then—what I couldn't have known now—was that I was battling an invisible enemy: physioneurosis. Imagine your body and mind as a hair-trigger alarm system. The slightest stimuli could send you spiraling into fight, flight, or freeze. A complete shutdown. That was me. To the outside world, I must have seemed like a live wire—unstable, aggressive, mean. But beneath this prickly exterior lay a wellspring of empathy, often overflowing and misdirected. The wounds inflicted by my family of origin left me ill-equipped to navigate life, particularly in matters of the heart.  But understanding the name of my condition didn’t begin until my later years. This second book is only the beginning of a much longer journey toward healing.This book is more than just a continuation of my story. It's an excavation of the soul. A deep dive into the murky waters of generational trauma and its ripple effects.  It's a raw, unfiltered look at how the people who were supposed to love us the most can sometimes inflict the deepest wounds—wounds that continue to bleed long after the initial injury. This book is a window into a particular stretch of my life's journey, one that I've chosen to share with you, written with love, humor, FICTION and overstanding. 

Before you start forming judgments, remember: Unless you're perfect, you might want to slow your roll, Sara Lee. Life is as real as it gets, and I'm  human. I'm a love child in every sense of the word—created from love, born from love, seeking love, and sometimes stumbling through its complexities. But make no mistake: again, this isn't a tale of victimhood. It's a testament to resilience, a roadmap for those who find themselves similarly lost in the wilderness of toxic relationships and self-doubt. As you flip through these pages, hopefully, you'll find yourself walking in my shoes. Through these pages, we'll explore not just the 'what' of my experiences, but the 'why' behind them, and most importantly, the 'how' of breaking free.  

I'm as human as they come, with a heart that's been battered and bruised. But here's the thing: that same heart, against all odds, chooses grace. It'll be challenging, but I promise you, it'll be worth it. It's a choice I make, again and again, because the alternative is a life lived in the shadows of bitterness. I allow people to choose first, it gives me the ability to choose second.  Choosing with my heart, yet still, able to choose from a genuine response. Because I know that my choice will and has always been from the heart. 

 

As we embark on this journey together, I ask for your patience and understanding. The story may twist and turn, loop back on itself, or leap forward unexpectedly.  So, love, prepare yourself.  If you've ever found yourself repeating patterns you swore you'd break, if you've ever wondered why love feels more like a battlefield than a sanctuary, then perhaps my story will be the mirror you need to see your own reflection more clearly. After all, isn't that what great stories do? They show us ourselves, in all our flawed, beautiful humanity, and whisper, "You're not alone." So, grab your basket—we've got a long road ahead. You'll feel the grit of the pavement beneath your feet, the weight of decisions on your shoulders, and the warmth of unexpected kindnesses.  In the trenches of single motherhood, in the battlefield of the mind, in the crucible of a life on the edge. It's not always pretty, it's rarely easy, but it's real. And if you've ever felt lost, overwhelmed, or like you're one step away from falling apart, then perhaps you'll see a bit of yourself in these pages.  

 

But I promise you this: by the end of this journey, we'll have laughed, we'll have cried, and just maybe, we'll have found our way together. Bitch, Grab Your Basket! It won't be easy, and I promise it won't be boring, but I guarantee it'll be worth it. Because at the end of this journey, we might just find something we've been searching for all along—ourselves.

 

 

 

 

 

Picture this: a young woman, barely out of her teens, with two beautiful children tugging at her heartstrings and her sanity. That was me at 22-23—a single mother, lost in the wilderness of adulthood, desperately trying to Find My Way.

 

 I was a one-woman army, handling everything from dirty diapers to bill payments, always with this nagging need to prove my worth. To whom? To everyone. To no one. To myself, most of all. Escape was a siren song, sweet and alluring, but knowledge—or rather, the lack of it—was the chain that kept me tethered to mere survival. I knew, deep in my bones, that I needed to save myself. But how? The path forward was as clear as mud, with only one beacon lighting the way: find a job. It seemed simple enough, but oh, how deceiving appearances can be.   

 

 

 

 

Note From Author

As I reflected while writing this book, something occurred to me. These writings come from my memory of my twenties and thirties. Most of my memories during my twenties and thirties come from one place. My life was solely under the demand and control of my children and their fathers.  I had no life outside of them. There was no Vickie to be found. I didn’t have a clue who I was.  I was just a destroyed little girl caught in a numb young adult woman's body.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Prologue

Finding My Way

 

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. 

Little did I know that this moment would mark the beginning of a long journey toward understanding my mental health.  

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.

 

That voice - that loud, neck-rolling, finger-snapping voice that called me back to my babies - became my first real anchor in a storm I didn't yet understand. Years later, I would learn to name that storm: anxiety, trauma, the weight of generational pain. But in that moment, all I knew was that voice had saved me, and somehow, it would always guide me home. 

 

The voice rattled my bones and sent electricity through my feet. I ran back through them aisles like Satan himself was chasing me. My babies sat right where I left them, Eugene still babbling, LeVonne's eyes wide as quarters.  She was old enough to understand that I was no longer there within my own mind.  She saw the emotional turmoil that I was experiencing. That moment split my world in two - the mama I was before and the mama I became after. But Lord, it opened up something else too - a hole inside me full of questions I couldn't answer. But that voice though - that loud, neck-rolling, finger-snapping voice that called me back to my babies - that voice never lied. It cut through all my confusion like a hot knife through butter. When everything else felt shaky, that voice stood solid as a mountain. It wasn't sweet or proper, but it was real. Mine. God’s true voice.

 

My journey from that grocery store aisle to understanding my mental health wasn't a straight line - it was a maze of self-discovery, wrong turns, and unexpected revelations. Like so many others carrying the weight of childhood trauma, I had to learn to navigate this maze without a map. I started watching myself like I was studying a stranger. As I grappled with these questions, I also began to examine the relationships that shaped my identity. Each connection-whether nurturing or toxic- held a mirror to my self-perception. Forcing me to confront my past and how it influenced my present.  

I tried on personalities like Sunday church hats, none of them sitting quite right on my head. One day I'd be cooking up a storm, music blasting, hips swaying while the kids danced around the kitchen.

 The next day, I'd be so deep in my own head I could barely remember to turn on the stove. Who was the real me? The dancing mama or the lost one? Was I the outgoing social butterfly, the introspective artist, or something else entirely? I began to question everything I thought I knew about myself, my memories, my values, my very being. I was lost in a maze of my own making, searching for an exit that may not have even existed. The fear was paralyzing, but it also ignited a spark of defiance within me. And oh Lawd when I get a spark of defiance. The tenacity in me takes hold. 

 

The search for my true identity became an odyssey, a journey through a landscape of ever-changing personalities and fragmented memories. I felt and feared that I was losing myself. And I didn’t know me. The root of this fear often laid in a lack of my self-awareness. These struggles weren’t just personal demons; they were deeply entwined with the patterns of abuse and neglect I had experienced throughout my life. I didn’t know who I was, my sense of self became fragile and easily swayed by the external forces around me. I became a chameleon, changing my behavior and beliefs to fit in with my surroundings. That constant adaptation was exhausting and ultimately led me to a feeling of

inauthenticity. The question that haunted me day and night was "Who am I?" Each time I lost myself in the maze of who I was supposed to be, that same fire would spark in my belly, my solar plexus, my “Shunannah”. 

 

And baby, when I catch fire, I BURN; internally. The more I questioned myself, the deeper I dug for answers. It was like trying to catch lightning in a mason jar - dangerous and probably crazy, but I couldn't stop trying. I was stumbling toward something bigger than myself, something that wouldn't let me rest until I found it.  I knew that I was on a journey that was leading me into.....

……FINDING MY WAY

 

That journey - the one that started in a Winn Dixie grocery store aisle - would take me places I never imagined. Through therapy sessions and sleepless nights, through moments of clarity and periods of complete confusion. But before we dive deeper into that winding path, let me set the stage for what you're about to read.
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Chapter 1

Escaping From It All

 

         No Escape from the TRUTH : From Ben's Drama and Trauma

The impact of trauma doesn't just live in our memories; it rewires our very existence, creating new pathways of pain and survival. This wasn't just survival mode; it was a complete rewiring of my nervous system, turning every potential threat into a four-alarm fire. At 23, when that first panic attack hit me in Winn-Dixie, I didn't have the language to understand what was happening. I only knew that my body was screaming what my mind couldn't process. This emotional blind spot led me down a treacherous path in relationships, both personal and romantic. I became a master of overcompensation, a chameleon changing colors to fit whatever I thought others wanted or needed. People-pleaser—learned traits. This constant shape-shifting came at a cost, chipping away at my health and sense of self. The effects were profound, turning physiological and psychological turmoil into my constant companions, unwelcome guests that refused to leave. One moment I'd be numb, feeling nothing at all, and the next, I'd be in emotional overdrive, reacting to shadows of past traumas as if they were clear and present dangers.

It was during these darkest moments that I began to understand my spiritual purpose and the divine plan behind my struggles. As a chosen person of God, a Love child, I carry the favor of light, and like moths to a flame, I often attract people who sit in darkness. The majority came carrying narcissistic personality traits like designer handbags, and Lord help me, I picked up some of those narcissistic traits myself like they were on sale at the dollar store. Having to learn to read a room and people made me a professional with interpretation at an early age, creating a life of massive confusion for me.

In the depths of my spiritual journey, I began to understand that divine favor often comes disguised as difficult lessons. The light that was placed on me by God was a favor that I needed to understand. A favor that came with hardship. God tends to give his hardest tasks to his strongest warriors. His way of doing things is to isolate you, to make you pause so he can do his best work. Chosen children of God can and should expect several times in their life to be isolated. In isolation, he forces you to gain clarity and understanding. Hopefully an understanding that he is sovereign. During your isolation, you can tap into your favors and blessings. You can face those dark shadows about yourself and hear his voice clearly. Your thoughts can become elaborate with creativity. He has to isolate you in order to get you to hear him, focus on your purpose and who you are meant to become. It isn't easy, and growing pains hurt, but chosen children of God should expect these periods of isolation often. Transformation makes you rely on God. Isolation gives you the ability to become more intimate with him. You will be able to release what no longer serves you. Through this transformation, you should emerge stronger with a newfound faith.

I didn't develop this spiritual understanding at this time, during this journey of my life; yet beneath this facade, the unholy trinity of poverty, abuse, and paternal abandonment had left its mark, influencing my life in ways I couldn't comprehend at the time. Living through psychological and physiological hardship created a life of massive confusion for me. It made my nature unpredictable and filled me with constant stress and anxiety. Fight, flight, and freeze became my normal.

The journey from victim to survivor is rarely a straight path, and mine is no exception. Being held under these long-term psychological and physiological effects left me very vulnerable to manipulation. My boundaries were as fragile as tissue paper in the rain. But let me be clear—I am no victim. I have been hurt and Lord knows I have hurt others. Hurt people hurt people—it's a cycle as old as time itself. I've lived through so much abuse that I could write a doctoral thesis on its patterns, teach a master class on both darkness and light. The cycle of clear, cancel, and release has become as natural as breathing, a boundary I'll have to maintain until the day I meet my maker, I’m sure. Through all these hard-learned lessons about boundaries and self-worth, I discovered another truth that would reshape my understanding of human nature. In this dance between darkness and light, I discovered that my greatest burden would become my most profound gift.

Being a mirror to people—showing them their own darkness whether I meant to or not—that was the hardest job I never applied for. 
Each time I had to forgive, and baby, I mean forgive with that true form of forgiveness that burns your pride to ashes and forces you to rise again. I knew I had a big heart and purpose when I still felt sorry for the people who betrayed and hurt me. Relationships became both my battlefield and my classroom. 

Through every toxic connection, every soul tie that bound me tighter than a straightjacket, I learned this truth: being seen, heard, and validated by your circle isn't being needy—it's being human. You deserve to hear positive words from your people. You have every right to hold everyone accountable when they step out of line with disrespect, contempt, criticism, name-calling, or yelling. And baby, you don't have to deal with anyone who shows immaturity and can't validate basic respect or understanding. And if your circle can't give you this basic need...

 

         "BITCH GRAB YOUR BASKET AND GET A NEW                            

                                          CIRCLE!"

With this hard-won wisdom came a responsibility to share what I've learned about the subtle art of manipulation. Relationships are the foundation for how we feel about ourselves. These manipulative narcissistic tactics became a second language I never meant to learn, but now that I have a self-earned PhD in the tactics, I'm passing this knowledge on to you. Because sometimes knowing the devil's playbook is the first step to getting yourself free. There were many manipulation tactics that I needed to learn and now want you to be aware of:

Aggressive jokes - Jokes made at your expense.

 

Anger & Fear - Getting angry over small things as a way to keep you in line.

 

Blackmail - Someone has information about you and threatens to use the information to make you do something that you don't want to do.

 

Blaming - Insecure people blame you for their mistakes.

 

Boundary Violation - Usually paired with guilt tripping. Your boundary is pushed to see if you will break and give in to their wants.

 

Changing the subject - The subject of the wrongdoing is changed and placed in a way that is more favorable to the individual.

 

Coercion - The goal of convincing you to do something that you don't want to do.

 

Criticizing - Criticized then followed up with a solution to benefit the manipulator.

 

Crowd Manipulation - Appealing to the crowd's emotions.

 

Denial - When an insecurity has been exposed and the manipulator has done something wrong.

 

Downplaying - When a manipulator's wrong actions are seen, they tend to make it out as though their actions are for the greater good.

 

Emotional blackmail - Knowing what affects you emotionally and using it against you.
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