A Mother’s Love

I never had the opportunity to know my biological mother, Dorothea Dooms Beasley Smith because I lost her at age two. However, the cosmic provided me with the next best thing. Three beautiful surrogate moms in the physical body of Theresa Trigg, a minister’s wife, Rachael Webber, my New York land lady, and Pearl Boyce, a native of Barbados with whom I traveled the world over through the Rosicrucian Order, AMORC. They made up for the loss of my primary model for woman hood. When you loose your parents at an early age (my dad before I was born),
you get thrown into life’s water and you have to learn how to swim.

There are times when a woman needs a woman. In particular during moments of crises or when a young female teen needs to know and understand how her body works…the menstrual cycle being primary. A time to celebrate the omen of much bigger events. The loss of virginity and the possibility of nurturing a new life. I wasn’t moved by the big sanitary event nor was I fearful of it because I had already been schooled. It was just another day…nothing to celebrate in a female way. I knew one thing. Don’t get pregnant. My maternal grandma had missed a golden opportunity to seize a moment of intimacy that would have established a bond lasting for eternity. Thank goodness for school nurses who supplied the basic biological guidance of what was happening to me.

I wanted a mom badly. To be adored simply because of what I was. To have felt whole. Someone who understood my temperament, moods, tendencies, and aspirations. To celebrate my successes and console me during my losses. To have made sure I learned the lessons from those losses and do better the next time. To sit with someone and not say a word can be comforting. Pearl and I did this a lot.  She taught me to reach out and hug someone…for the pure joy of the experience.

My mom’s enabled me to feel secure. I learned to trust them with my deepest desires and knew I wouldn’t be judged by the thoughts. I felt safe in their presence.

I learned from them to want and need people in my life. I survived without a lot of nurturing and love but it’s painful to live this way and can be destructive. They taught me to have a greater understanding of why women might be attracted to women and it has nothing to do with sex but all about fulfillment.

Moms teach nuances and subtleties that escape the minds of men.

Being a successful visual artist and a very good athlete helped build solid self-esteem. I have never felt unworthy although I could have used a lot more family support than I got.

There is still a hole that sits permanently between my solar plexus and ribs but I also learned a lot about self-reliance in this tough world of ours.
