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PROLOGUE
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And so, I present a personal theory; that it is imperative that those responsible for the growth and development of children are diligent in establishing their own self-evaluation and evolution.  In due course, guardians are responsible for the emotional and mental acuity of their offspring, which will aid each child in possessing some form of positive reflection and understanding within themselves.  

Children need assistance in supporting the strongest personhood within themselves.  Yet, one can only give what they have acquired through their own personal work in the development of themselves.  They must find their own mental acuity.  By and by, we cannot give what we do not possess ourselves.

Many times, misunderstandings will drive our behaviors and produce that which has been derived from a pathology of lessened mental acuity (i.e., how well your cognitive abilities are working).  This involves memory, focus, concentration, and understanding.  Nevertheless, mental acumen then is defined as, “the ability to judge well; keen discernment; insight, acuminous.  

i

(Adjective.  C16:  from Latin:  sharpness, from acuere – to sharpen, from acus – needle) [2].  

I believe that the spirit, then the soul of a person, can be sharpened, changed, and transformed by the simple desire to be better than one’s pathology.  Of course, we must have a source, at that!  One greater than ourselves.  My personal narrative, you ask.  Ask yourself, “how do I want to live today to ensure that the next generation gets what it needs to live in peace and harmony with themselves and each other; finally, the world?”  

Selah!  See you on the other side.  

Key chapter details and the characters’ thoughts will be italicized throughout the book.

[  ] This symbol will notate definitions and quotes from other sources in the Appendix at the back of each book.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ii




[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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You can never produce a good life while living in judgment of others. – Author

In New Jersey, Hannah Shepherd yells, “Jennn ni-feeer!”, as she unlocks the door to let herself into Jennifer’s condo.  

“I’m in here,” Jennifer yells back.  Jennifer didn’t immediately hear her friend yelling her name.  She was upstairs staring out her bedroom window in a trance, of sorts, remembering the call that she made to her Aunt Margaret some time ago.  Although she plans not to tell anyone about her call, she still plans to visit her bio-mom unaware, just to see if her mother would know who she was.  Any mother would recognize their own child.  Wouldn’t they?   That thought was then interrupted by Hannah.

“Girl, what’s wrong now?”  Hannah asks.  Hannah and Jennifer became fast friends while in high school.  Hannah was a year younger than Jennifer, but they were both Juniors at Poolesville High School in Poolesville, Maryland.  They had fun in the girls’ athletic activities at the school.  As best friends, they left home together to attend college at the University of Maryland.  Only average students were just happy to be moving forward in their adult lives. 

Hannah studied fashion design, but Jennifer was an enigma of her own making.  In and out of college, one year working the next year back in school.  It was a confusing time for Hannah.  She was always concerned that something just wasn’t right with her friend.  Additionally, everyone had mistaken Jennifer’s malcontent for college as grief after her mother died during the last semester of her junior year.  

All over the place in emotional expressions, she would severely tire her parents, daily, with her demands and neediness.  Along with her lying heart, she learned how to be deceptive before she turned 10 years old.  If it wasn’t Jennifer’s way, it was wrong, not good enough, or abusive.  Her cup was always half empty and there was no compromising with her, whether she was at home or school.  She learned how to cry wolf, and everyone always came running.  At some level of wealth, her parents worked hard to appease her every whim.

Nevertheless, her father died from a massive heart-attack when she was 15 years old and now, she believes that her life is over after the death of her mother, just two years ago.  As usual, Jennifer complicates every emotion, including grief, so her friend Hannah is really concerned although Jennifer’s brother, Jeremy, says that she’ll get over it.  Jennifer has always been the melancholy type and a grudge holder.  But she has been feeling betrayed by the lies and the deceit of her adoptive parents for not telling her sooner that she was adopted.  While Jennifer continues to milk every event to her advantage, Hannah will soon begin to see how devious Jennifer will become just to have her way.  Always the victim, but really a diabolical nuisance.  

Jennifer kept another secret from her friend Hannah.  She was put in a respite for children at the age of 13.  Suffering from emotional outbursts, her mother and father decided that it would be best, during the summer, to have her take a break from the environment.  She seemed to have become stressed out with her junior year, in high school, coming up that fall.  

Diagnosed with borderline personality disorder, after arriving back at home, she claimed that she was all better and refused to continue taking her psychotropic medications.  After that respite visit, she never allowed her emotions to get out of control again, fearing that her friends could find out and she’d become the laughingstock of the entire school.  

No, now Jennifer was very controlled, as well as she could be, that is, until her father died.  Then after her mother’s death, her symptoms became worse, and they began to be harder to hide.  This is what Hannah grew more and more troubled by.  All of the friendly counseling that Hannah would try to give went in one ear then out the other.  But Jennifer’s future will prove that throughout her life she remained overwhelmingly, unstable and emotionally dysregulated, making it hard to function in everyday life. 

“I’m down in the dumps.”  Jennifer confesses.

“You are always in the dumps, Jennifer.  What is it about this time,” Hannah sighs?

“I am so angry that my mother and father got away with hiding my adoption from me for so long.  I wish that I could give them both a piece of my mind,” Jennifer scoffed.

“Have you even grieved the loss of your mother or even your father yet,” Hannah asks?

“Look!  Everyone grieves differently.” Jennifer retorts.

“Oooh, don’t give me that psycho-babble crap.  I’m sick of picking up the pieces every time you decide to become melancholy about your past.  A past that you do not even remember.  Or something that you had no control over.  Let go already!  That woman may be dead or she may have wanted her life to be better in some way,” Hannah informed her.

“Well, it doesn’t seem like an easy thing to me to just throw a baby out on the streets.”  Jennifer is interrupted by Hannah.
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