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Part 1  

é

FINDING MY WAY HOME

My life was falling apart in a thousand different 
ways and I could do nothing about it. Problems 

were around every corner, under every bush and 
behind every door and I was powerless against them. 

I grew tired of reading inspiring books, uplifting 
books, encouraging books—books that, in the past, 
had given me hope. They were written by people who 
had experienced obstacles—disasters even—in their 
lives; they lived to tell the tale of how they overcame 
their difficulties and found fulfillment. I grew tired 
of waiting for that day when I would be telling my 
own story of triumph and happiness. I knew who I 
was, what my talents were, who I wanted to become 
and how I was supposed to reach my goals. I had 
an educational plan, a spiritual plan, a family plan, 
and many examples of successful black women who 
had what I wanted. So what was the problem? Why 
couldn’t I achieve the happiness that I was working 
so hard for?
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I grew up as a Christian (Southern Baptist) so I 
knew God’s general plan for my life. As I understood 
it, I had to obtain salvation, suffer, sacrifice, die, and 
then go to heaven. There could be occasional hap-
piness somewhere in that process, especially since I 
was a “believer”, but it wasn’t guaranteed. The only 
guarantee in this life was suffering but suffering was 
inevitable whether you were a Christian or not. No 
one escaped.

However, as a Christian, I was suffering for a 
good reason. I was suffering because I was special, 
set apart, divinely chosen and destined for heaven. 
At the age of twelve, when my suffering amounted to 
headaches, cramps and the occasional disagreement 
with my mom, being “special” was worth it. But by 
the time I was 35 I began to question whether being 
special was worth the suffering I had to endure. I 
began to wonder why life was so hard. 

Why did living require so much effort? It really 
didn’t make any sense. Even though I knew I was 
“supposed” to suffer or that “everybody has problems 
and it’s the price you pay for living on this earth”, I 
could no longer accept that. I didn’t care that “Jesus 
suffered and he never sinned” or “sacrifice is required 
for eternal life”. I didn’t care about any of that and 
I began questioning whether it was really true— 
or not.

Either way, I wanted out of this prison of problems 
and this mental asylum of suffering. My solutions 
in the form of Christianity and my own ideas and 
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choices were not working. I had to find my way out 
but I didn’t know how. 

When I began this journey, the goal was to be 
happy. I just wanted to be free of all, or most of, 
my problems. I wanted to wake up in the morning 
excited to see another day instead of dreading what 
that day would bring. I wanted to go through the day 
enjoying life instead of wondering how I was going to 
solve a current problem. I wanted to go to bed with 
a peaceful mind instead of being lulled to sleep by 
swirling thoughts of regret and worry. 

Just one deep inhalation of peace would clear, or 
at least dilute the thick, choking fog of relationship 
problems, financial problems, emotional problems, 
psychological problems and physical problems. Then 
I would be able to tell my story about the way I’d 
improved and the things I’d gained that led to my 
peace and happiness. 

I could be a role model for other individuals, 
especially African American women, who were 
going through the same kinds of hardships and were 
seeking to live a happier life. They would find cour-
age and inspiration from my book; this book. It was 
a good plan; a proven plan. Now, as I write this, I 
know that I will never tell that story, I will never 
write that book. My plan to solve my problems never 
panned out.

The drive to overcome life’s obstacles and be 
a role model for other women is no more. I never 
did improve myself and I failed to become a better 
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person. I did not gain anything, but lost everything. 
I will never find the happiness I was looking for and 
I’m grateful for that every single day.

This book is written from where I am now; which 
is where I’ve always been. All my plans are still in 
place: I’m just no longer depending on those plans 
to make me happy or to save me. Nothing has really 
changed. If there is a difference then it’s solely a 
difference in perspective. I was living my life as a 
character in a story rather than as the author. As the 
character I only knew and cared about my role and 
what I could get out of the story. As the author, I 
know all the characters and I know why they do the 
things they do. I know this because, as the author, 
I am all the characters. As the character, the prob-
lem was my inability to find a lasting solution. As 
the author, I see that the problem is not my inability 
to find a solution; the problem is my unquestioned 
belief in problems. 
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Chapter 1

The Beginning

As an adult I was hardly ever grateful. While grate-
fulness was a word thrown around in church 

and at home, I certainly didn’t practice it very much; 
unless there was clearly something to give thanks for 
like more money, a new job, a better relationship, a 
new house or car, a new day, good health or some 
other very clear reason to be grateful. Gratitude for 
no apparent reason was simply ridiculous. Besides, 
I didn’t have time for it—even when I should have 
been grateful. Life was all about solving problems and 
getting more. Problems were ever-present so getting 
more of anything (education, status, money, confi-
dence) to help solve my problems was the fuel that 
propelled me through each day. 

When it came to problem solving and getting 
more, church and God were the big players in my 
life. From a very young age, God was woven through-
out every aspect of my existence, whether I wanted 
Him there or not.
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I grew up in Bourg, Louisiana, on a plantation 
called Pecan Grove with my mom and her parents, 
Helen and Frederick. My grandfather, grandmother, 
aunts, uncles and cousins all lived on the plantation 
in various houses and trailers. 

I had a wonderful childhood. My grandfather 
had a small farm with pigs, chickens and cows. He 
also had a huge garden with tomatoes, cucumbers, 
watermelons, corn and other vegetables. In addition 
to the garden plants we had a Japanese plum tree, 
a couple of fig trees, enormous pecan trees, black-
berry bushes, mulberry trees and a myriad of other 
delicious things that grew in prickly bushes or fell 
from the trees. The plantation was next to a bayou, 
so fish, crab, shrimp and turtle were commonly on 
the dinner table. 

My cousins and I would spend the day catching 
dragonflies (or mosquito hawks as we’d call them), 
running through the pasture, playing in the woods, 
and simply enjoying the hot and humid Louisiana 
days and nights. I had everything I needed. I had 
no problems.

In addition to the joy-filled playful times, I 
remember going to church. Church seemed to be 
a big deal because we went every Sunday. Going to 
church was not as fun as being with my cousins and 
playing outside in the rain. I didn’t like to go. Church 
was boring and the benches were hard. I could 
understand going on holidays, but why did I have to 
go every Sunday and sometimes during the week? 
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It didn’t seem as if anyone wanted to go to church. 
Whenever it was mentioned it was, “We have to go 
to church tomorrow”. And when we didn’t have to 
go, there was much cheering from the children and 
a tone of guilt, or something like it, in the voice of 
the adult explaining the reasons why he or she wasn’t 
going either. 

But those church reprieves were few and far 
between. Most Sundays I was there sitting on the 
rock-hard benches next to my mom, waiting for it 
to be over. On good days, I’d just fall asleep. When I 
was able to remain awake, I remember the songs, the 
long prayers and my uncle or another minister yelling 
really loudly from the pulpit. 

Church wasn’t all bad though. The one aspect 
of church I did like was the new church dress and 
shoes I would get for the holidays. On Christmas and 
Easter, church was not an obligation, it was some-
thing I anticipated. On those days I got to wear a 
beautiful new dress, white ruffled socks and patent 
leather shoes. With my freshly coiffed hair and a tiny 
handbag filled with tissue and candy, I would sit in 
church like a regular congregant and stay awake for 
most of the sermon. Other than that, if there weren’t 
presents, candy or new clothes involved, church was 
a bust. On the obligatory church days I would wish 
I was at my other grandmother’s house (my father’s 
mother). She never went to church.

My other grandmother was Gladys but we 
called her “Gamula”. We called her that because my 
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oldest sister couldn’t say “grandmother” when she was 
young, so as each of us came along, we all just called 
her Gamula. Gamula was my father’s mother and I 
absolutely adored her. I loved all of my family but 
Gamula was special—and not just because she didn’t 
make me go to church. I don’t remember everything 
about her, like specific things she said, or the way her 
voice sounded, but I do remember feeling completely 
loved and protected when I was with her. 

Gamula lived in Houma, a city a few miles away 
from Bourg. I loved going to Gamula’s house. There 
was no bayou, pasture, farm animals or mulberry 
trees, but I did get to see my dad and my many friends 
in the neighborhood. Gamula kept all my toys in a 
box on her porch. As soon as I’d get to her house, I’d 
make a beeline for the box and begin rooting around 
for a new toy that I knew she or my dad had placed 
there. However, most days I’d abandon my toys on 
the porch, hop on my Big Wheel, and ride up and 
down the sidewalk from dawn till dusk. There was a 
lady on the corner who sold delicious sweet and salty 
snacks like pecan candy, brownies, chic-o-sticks, 
pickles, chips and frozen cups, so Gamula would 
always give me money to buy one or more treats. 

I also remember someone coming every day to 
deliver hot food to Gamula. Every meal came with 
a delicious dessert that she would always share 
with me. I really knew my grandmother loved me 
because those desserts were surely created in heaven 
and only made for angels to consume. My theory 
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was while it may have been created in a heavenly 
realm, the occasional crumb was permitted to fall 
to earth where it would take the form of chocolate 
cake, apple pie, blackberry dumplings and other 
sweet culinary delights. And who else but an angel 
disguised as a loving grandmother would have access 
to such a treasure and choose to share her special 
dessert with me?

I don’t remember going to church at all when I 
was at Gamula’s house, but that was fine by me. I felt 
more comfort, safety, awe and compassion when I 
was with Gamula than I’d ever felt in church. In fact, 
I’d never felt any of those things in church. Leaving 
Gamula’s house was always a sad occasion.

Her death was even sadder. Gamula was my 
church—a church with a warm lap, soft, weathered 
brown skin, white hair and smiling eyes. Church was 
not a distant building with a humongous statue of 
a sad, emaciated, creepy-looking white guy bleeding 
and hanging on a cross. Church was not hard seats, 
long prayers and hours and hours of a man shouting 
about Hell and sin from a pulpit. Church was in a 
house in Houma. 

Gamula’s loving presence in that house made it 
my sacred temple. She was where I saw and expe-
rienced unconditional love. She was where I could 
be exactly who I was with no permission, apologies, 
requirements or expectations. I could do whatever 
I wanted, say whatever I wanted and feel whatever 
I wanted, and Gamula would still share her dessert 
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with me. She was where I went when I was hurt, 
angry or sad. Her hugs and kisses consumed those 
feelings and I was once again wrapped in a space of 
total contentment; a space where nothing was miss-
ing; a space where I was happy.


