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Introduction 

Life happens, and for some of us, as early as childhood and in the 

worst of ways. How we deal with that happening is often what 

shapes our world and how we see it. This can either make our path 

crystal clear or blurry and obscured regarding the road we will 

travel along life’s journey. You have now entered adulthood, and 

you feel as though the path you are on, albeit quite mundane is 

your destiny. You begin to ponder from whence you have come to 

get to this place.  Some of your childhood memories are too painful 

to process, others are all too vivid and you have vowed to take that 

“family secret” to your grave, yet it lives in your mind, your soul, 

and affects how you see the world and relate to people.  He 

experienced this first hand and saw how emotional trauma 

affected aspects of his life. He knew some things about his 

childhood that weren’t pleasant to say the least.  Never hearing the 

words, I Love You, affected him. It wasn’t until adulthood that these 

and other wounds fully came to bear to deal with or allow it to deal 
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with him. Although his name is Curt, Captain as his friends 

affectionately called him, knew that no child should have to yearn, 

and beg to be loved and to feel that love. No child should ever have 

to wonder if he or she is loved. No child should have to somehow 

wrap his mind and heart around why he was molested for years in 

silence.  Not knowing how that may affect him later.  He endured all 

of this, and more, and if he ended up strung out on some numbing 

drugs be it alcohol or other form of chemical dependence, perhaps 

no one would have faulted him, and maybe even showed a 

semblance of love, more clearly identified as pity.  As the years 

went by Captain was beginning to see the effect of his scars, more 

specifically, the buried, painful, unresolved secret wounds of the 

soul and how it was robbing him of his coolness and level 

headedness that earned him the name in junior high as Capt. Cool. 

Yes, the years have flown by. Titles of been added to his name, 

husband, father, minister, bible teacher, medical student and 

physician. This journey would not have taken place, and he would 
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have remained in an emotional and psychological barren land had 

he not decided that there is pain in change, and pain in staying the 

same, and to choose the one that would move him forward. A 

bittersweet journey. One that had to dig deep into his past, let 

those wounds bleed again so that he could heal. In this life these 

childhood stories are not isolated. We make decisions to paint a 

prettier picture sometimes of how things were, to help us cope. 

This mindset will carry over into other areas of our life, be it 

staying in an abusive relationship, or staying at a job that attacks 

your self-worth continually or continuing with friendships that 

aren’t healthy but in your dysfunctional thoughts you think it’s 

better than being alone. So, being a doormat is the alternative? 

Why? Because your esteem is so damaged by your upbringing or 

lack thereof that you don’t feel worthy of having it any better than 

you have it now? That wasn’t Captain’s stance. He grabbed the bull 

by the horns sort of speak. He took control of his life and was 

determined to no longer allow things that go bump in the night of 
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his conscious to paralyze him from seeking that abundant life. To 

having a sense of accomplishment, and having purpose come to 

fruition. That sense of fulfillment, self-valuation and actualization 

in spite of it all. If it was not out of his reach, it isn’t out of yours. 

But you have to go get it.  It will not be handed to you.  No one 

knows the physical, emotional, and psychological obstacle before 

you, but you.   

 The time is now to no longer settle for a mediocre you, when you 

have much more to offer, especially when the you that you have 

become, is sometimes hard to deal with yourself, not to mention 

for others.   

To be the best version of yourself, you must break from the vine of 

emotional and psychological poison that tells you, my parents ate 

the sour grapes so now my teeth are set on edge.  They did the best 

they could with what they had to work with. They did the best that 
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they could, being damaged goods themselves, as we all have fallen 

short of that elusive perfect upbringing. 

It is never too late to create a version 2.0 of yourself. But you must 

be willing to confront the skeletons in your closet and give them a 

proper and decent burial. Then move on and move forward with a 

proper closure for yourself and for others so that you can take a 

leap of faith into a newness of life never before experienced. And 

that starts now.



Chapter One:  

Home - A Safe  

Haven for Survival 
 

 

 

We have all heard phrases like, “Home is where the heart is”, “There is no place like 

home”, “Charity begins at home”, and Home sweet home, just to name a few. To 

Captain’s young, curious, and bright-eyed self, he soaked it all in, and through hell and 

high waters, those phrases were going to fit into his delicate mind, like it or not.  He had 

the ideal two parent home. He was the youngest of 4 children. Ann, Rob, and GiGi were 

his older brother and sisters. With the oldest, GiGi being six years his senior and the 

younger Ann being eighteen months older. He was cutely innocent with a curly afro and 

big brown eyes, and at the lower percentile for his height and weight for his age.  His ears 

missed nothing without even actively eavesdropping. Nor did his eyes for that matter. 

Everything just resonated with him. He was sensitive, and keenly in tune with his 

surroundings.  He felt blessed and fortunate to be able to call the names mama and daddy, 

and to rattle off the names of multiple siblings. He felt fortunate to be the younger and to 

have the older ones be his protection, pacesetters, teachers and buffers to that what could 
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harm him.  He felt secure.  But this was the mindset of a 4yr old, and when things showed 

themselves as not as ideal. For survival, he saw things no other way but perfect.  

Everyone followed the rules, we all ate together for dinner. Everyone had assigned 

chores. The beds had to be made with the appropriate angle shown after the sheets were 

tucked. Early on, his daddy, who ruled the castle worked in the military. He was a 

Vietnam vet, from Alabama, who served multiple tours so that his younger brothers 

would not have to go to war. He was in the air force. Curt’s  mama, from North Carolina 

stayed at home initially, but began working once he entered the first grade.  She made 

sure to have hot cereal ready and on the table for all 4 of them before starting their day. 

Either oatmeal, or cream of wheat, and sometime blessed with some sausage with grits. 

She often iron their  school clothes with crisp creases. She always prided herself in 

saying, “I don’t want you all out here looking thrown away, and make me look bad.” So 

they were sure to never be seen at school with wrinkled or dirty clothes on their bodies 

when they were younger. 

On Sunday, they didn’t go to church or worship, but they had to come to dinner clean and 

decently dressed, because its Sunday. Later on, the kids were sent to church and the 

parents stayed in bed.  

Discipline’s preferred method was not being sat down and explained what was did wrong 

and how you will need to correct these behaviors. It was, “get me that belt.”  That was the 

first option, second option, and the only option. This was not uncommon in his household 
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or in houses where the members looked like him and shared the same cultural 

similarities.  Unbeknownst to him, it was an embedded method passed on from American 

slavery that was prevalent in the black community, and especially in the south. 

Unfortunately, the centuries of African Americans living in slavery ingrained lasting 

behaviors. While slavery was abolished and they were now able to move out of the 

plantations, for many, the plantation didn’t move out of them.  If you got out of line, you 

got many lashes that was so intense, the others feared and felt the pain, and with guilty 

consciouses were just glad it wasn’t them. This was the case in their household. These 

beatings came often and so much so that Curt often wore long pants and sleeves in the 

hot and humid Carolina summers to hide the shame of whelps along his legs and arms. 

And the bruises on his arms? well he was told it was his fault because he should not have 

been trying to instinctively block the painful lashings. Sometimes the whelps doubled for 

telling a lie that wasn’t a lie.  Post church beatings comes to mind. For two Sundays in a 

row, he got a beating after church for not making his bed before leaving. His father would 

ask, “why didn’t you make up your bed? and he would drop his head in shame of 

disappointing his father, shrug his shoulders and say, “I forgot.” So, his daddy would say, 

“well bring me that belt so that I can help you remember.” This happened for two more 

Sundays before GiGi stood up for him, she rolled her eyes at her daddy, and said, “just 

tell him you didn’t have time.” So, Curt saw that as a lifeline, and took it and said, 

“daddy, I didn’t have time.” His father smirked and said, “well ok then, next Saturday 

you are going to bed when the sun goes down so you can get up in time Sunday and make 
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your bed before going to church.” Big sis was his hero. She was his half-sister as she was 

a product of a high school student's curiosity with sex, but by the time she was two years 

old, her mother married, and his daddy adopted her, and we all had the same last name. 

As far as Curt was concerned, she was 100% his sister because she saved an ass 

whooping that day. She must also have had superpowers because she rolled her eyes and 

didn’t get in trouble.  Another painful memory was the chore of picking up dog poop out 

of the back yard. It was surveyed by his father, and there was a small pile in the tall grass 

that was overlooked.  Captain, in hopes to avoid punishment said, “the dog must have just 

pooped, because I got it all up daddy.” Only to be told, “you didn’t get it all up because 

that shit is old, it’s not fresh!” I knew I was in trouble then. First for not doing a good job, 

and second for apparently lying. He paid the price for missing the mark. In his mind, it 

was his fault and he deserved it. The consequence was fair. His home was an orderly ran 

functioning machine, and everyone seemed to be treated the same.  It wasn’t just him, 

there was no partiality. One time Rob got into trouble. Some of the boys were playing at 

the nearby pool. The thing to do in that time while playing with the girls was to swim 

under water and sneak up behind them and attempt to pull down their bikini bottoms. He 

had to be in about 6th grade at that time. They would laugh and play and chase each other 

around the pool. Rob joined in with his friends, but when he did it, it wasn’t funny or 

appreciated by these cute, white, and brash southern Carolina girls. She got out of the 

pool and reported him.  It got back to their father. When he arrived home, he got beat for 

nearly an hour, and by the grace of God, the phone rang. His father answered it. Captain 
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went to his brother to offer whatever condolence that he could. The phone call lasted 

about 5min. His brother had cried and screamed so loudly that he had lost his voice. The 

phone call ended, He distanced himself from Rob for fear, he would be next for trying to 

support a child who was being punished. Big brother thought it was over, until he heard 

what sounded like the voice of God, say “where are you, I am not finished”, and the 

weeping and gnashing of teeth from the belt bruising the skin continued for what seemed 

like eternity. It was finally over, until Rob found the strength within to say, “daddy you 

have beat me enough.” Now why in the world did he say that?! Captain went to bed with 

the pillow tightly over his head that night, wincing from every strike echoed from the belt 

striking flesh. As that remark only brought about a second round of ass whooping fury as 

the cry for mercy was viewed as talking back. Lesson of that night, don’t talk back.   

In Captain’s young mind he would say to himself, “This is a great home, two parents, a 

big brother and two older sisters to share fun times, walking to church together on 

Sundays was great bonding. They vented to each other when needed as well. They 

enjoyed playing cards together, supporting one another in secret during post punishment 

shame and humiliation. 

Frequently the siblings would find refuge in one of their rooms and create a fantasy world 

of fun and laughter. But this is where it became increasing awkward for Captain. He 

learned that he didn’t have a right or say to his own body. The inappropriate touching by 

big sis seemed to be done with impunity. She encouraged the others to play along 
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sometimes. The wrong was done so often that it became right. Sibling gatherings were no 

longer looked forward to because there was always a sense of what is going to happen to 

him, and if he is going to be rescued, protected, or buffered from this shame. 

Occasionally the door would open. It was his mother with what appeared to be a maternal 

instinct that one of her cubs was in danger, but it was just a blind peek to say, “what are 

you all doing?” only for GiGi to quickly speak up to say “nothing.” The closing of the 

door resonated deep within him that there would be no rest for the weary for another day. 

It was like carving SOS on the sandy shores of a deserted island only to see the plane fly 

overhead never noticing it. It was like being lost at sea and the rescue boat came and went 

and never looked his way. The excitement and hope of being saved was short-lived. He 

hoped that one of these times his mother would have called his name so that by 

permission he would answer and potentially escape, but it was as if he was invisible, and 

had no voice. So, he laid in silence until it was over. It is home. Some people don’t even 

have a home. It was his safe haven. It was drilled in his head often by his mother, “you 

have a roof over your head, food to eat, and clothes on your back, and that’s plenty 

because a lot of kids don’t have that, so be thankful! So, in everything, he was thankful. 

He had to be to survive.   
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Chapter Two:  

Things That Go Bump in The Night 
 

 

 

The bunk bed was his place of trauma at every level. GiGi would tuck a spread or sheet 

on the top bunk and let it drape over to cover the bottom bunk, and from the age of 4-8yrs 

old, this was his frequent place of molestation masqueraded as playing house.  No words 

were said, just a strong hand, wrapped firmly around his wrist as they walked to his place 

of torment. Aggressively thrown across the bed as his clothes were quickly snatched off 

or just demanded by her to take them off. She would get on top and commence to 

grinding her body with gyrations against his as he just laid there, the intensity would 

increase with moans and moments of repositioning his prepubescence body to her own 

satisfaction. The panting would increase, as her musty body glistened with perspiration. 

When she was finished and had her moment she would just get up and walk away. As the 

months and years went by, he became shell shocked like the war veteran who has heard 

one bomb explosion too many. Now any sudden loud noise takes that soldier back to an 

experience he would rather forget. We now call this PTSD, post-traumatic stress disorder. 

So, it was with the youngest child, Curt. Undoubtedly, he had PTSD. A door closing or to 

hear her voice walking down the hall, or any bump in the night put him in a place of 
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hopelessness and despair. He was a mess. Survival skills mounted. He layered dressed 

and wore jeans to bed. To him an ass whooping for not getting into his pajamas was the 

lesser of two evils, so he took his chances of getting caught sleeping with his school 

clothes on. As he got older, he saw that his abuser slept in jeans as well.  Little did he 

know that hurting people often hurt people and the victim often becomes the victimizer. 

There were things that were puzzling to his observant eye. GiGi must have been about 

16yrs old and was quite the athlete. She ran track, played basketball and softball too. She 

got a collegiate scholarship for her athletic abilities. Slender, lean and topped out at 5 foot 

and 9 inches tall. One day at home after her track practice she had on some very snug 

track shorts around the house. She complained of her thighs and hamstrings being sore. 

She then was asked to lay across daddy’s lap. Captain, since often invisible watched 

intently and wondered why everyone else was fixated on the TV show. She laid on her 

stomach with her hips across his lap and he massaged her hamstrings, and inner thighs. 

Curt cringed as something didn’t feel right and it was a reflexive sense of wrong as he 

knew firsthand what right and wrong touching feels like, yet no one looked their way, 

only me. This went on for 15-20 minutes of apparent normalcy as his mother was at work 

and got home after 9pm. As GiGi got older, she lost interest in Curt. She had boyfriends, 

then girlfriends. For Curt, he was popular in sports, thin but athletically built, cute, and 

shy. He always had the girls crushing him. He was a good baseball player and in little 

league when he lived in Maine, pitched a no-hitter. The games were 6 innings long. He 

struck out 17 batters and the final out was a line drive back to him that he caught. To 
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date, old buddies tell him that is still a record that has yet to be beaten. His brother also, 

left memories there. He once hit a ball so far that it went over an apartment complex roof 

across the street and that ball and no one ever found that ball.  By the time Curt was in 9th 

grade he was often egged on by his friends with words like, “man she is crazy about you, 

I would hit that if I were you.” Other times, they would just say, “man, I know you 

tapped that.” As he entered high school, an upper classman let it be known through Curt’s 

big sister Ann, that she wanted to be his girlfriend. That got back to Captain, and he liked 

the feel of being wanted but took it no further. Since the upper classman often worked in 

the school’s office, one day she showed up at his class. She had a pass to check him out 

of school. She took his hand and said, “come on, we are leaving.” This seemed all too 

familiar. He began to be a bit frightened but had to protect his reputation of being cool. 

So, he never let her see him sweat. She arrived at a house close to the school. She told 

him that a friend is allowing them to use the house since no one was home. She 

immediately went into the nearest bedroom and took off her clothes. He was about 15yrs 

old at this time. She may have been 18yrs old. He did the same and scooted under the 

sheets nude with her, and just laid there. She leaned over and kissed his neck, then his 

lips a few times, but Curt had already assumed the position, and remained supine. After 

about 45 minutes of this, she angrily got up, put on her clothes and said, “get dressed and 

let’s go!” When they arrived back to the school it was time for basketball practice. Some 

of the players saw who he walked in with and began to give him high fives and telling 

him “if you didn’t hit that, then something is really wrong with you.” By the end of 
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practice, somehow word got out that nothing happened, so he was labeled as either gay or 

as they were inclined to say, “Captain is scared of pussy.” He never defended himself, 

because quite frankly he didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t say that he didn’t want to 

have sex until he was married. Sounds righteous, but that wasn’t true. He couldn’t say she 

wasn’t attractive, because that wasn’t true either. She was gorgeous! Nor could he say he 

didn’t want to, because actually he did, but the idea of intimacy to that level was stress 

inducing and repulsive. Technically he was a virgin, literally he was not. It was just in 

this moment, having his hand grabbed and walked out of the school and to a strange 

house and strange bed became bunkbed trauma all over again, and even years later, he 

did what he always did. He just laid there. He began to wonder if he could ever have a 

normal relationship. He still had those attacks of panic when his bedroom door was 

opened unexpectedly. He would have moments of regression of sleeping with school 

clothes on. All it would take is during a peaceful night of sleep to be startled by the slow 

squeaking of the door opening. His older mind would tell him it’s because of the night 

breeze coming in from his open window that moved the door. This made logical sense, 

yet it would be days before he would feel comfortable again sleeping without pants on. 

He often prayed to be able to just go to sleep and not be frightened by the things that go 

bump in the night, be it the wind making the door move or just a parent peeking in on 

him and then shutting the door. These moments of insomnia and sleeping with his clothes 

on was not acceptable. He knew it was weird but wasn’t sure how to fix it. He had come 

to the realization that he is seriously damaged goods. He made it a mission to have a 
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girlfriend but for some reason he picked those that were no good to him or for him. He 

saw their issues, but the pain of rejection felt worse than being ridiculed, mistreated, and 

laughed at. Something about him believed he could fix it and make the relationship more 

functional. What he didn’t realize is that was a failed attempt to fix himself and his 

damaged childhood by finding relationship projects to work on, while subconsciously 

working on himself. His lens into the world was tainted and obscured by his unresolved 

trauma. He decided to be done with girls for a while and prayed that since he was a 

virgin, he didn’t want to even entertain a relationship with a girl unless she was a virgin 

too. That way they can both entertain the idea of intimacy in their own time and at their 

own pace. This seemed to be a noble prayer coming from a 17yr old. However, he got 

more than what he bargained for. He didn’t realize that if he verbalized that prerequisite 

then if a young lady wanted him bad enough, then all she would have to do is say she was 

a virgin and to Curt, it was an answered prayer. 
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Chapter Three:  

The Need to Feel Loved 
 

 

 

Those special occasions, Mother’s Day, and Father’s Day became more and more of a 

struggle as Captain got older. He would read the Mother’s Day cards, and they all seemed 

to say the same things. None of which he could honestly relate to. Father’s Day cards 

were no different. But out of respect, he would…  
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