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To Lupearl Davis. The pillar, the post,
the strong tower, freely she loved.
I miss you Grandma..
Your strength is ever present
in my life.
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In the Beginning…
Young Love Is New!
There Are No Lines to Cross…

The Beginning

T

he air was crisp and clear, and she wondered if she would
be able to do this. It hadn’t been long since she had been the
star athlete of Wilson High, running track, president of the
debate team and class valedictorian. Now she was off to college.
It was not often a young biracial sister received a full scholarship
and a chance to work in the prestigious Yale Law Library. She
had applied to only the most esteemed colleges per her mother’s
demand.
Young, gifted, and black, Kinara Worthington, Ki for short,
was on her way to college. Ki was a genius at the ripe old age
of sixteen, at five feet, eight inches tall with light skin, athletic
build, beautiful black, curly, shoulder-length hair, and arresting
hazel-green eyes. The gods blessed her with the ability to remember numbers and equations; the ability to speak Italian, German,
Spanish, and French, and the innate skills to memorize and recite
data through her photographic memory. Wilson High’s star pupil
had won the school’s many awards and recognition; Ki could do
no wrong, Hazel reflected as she studied her daughter’s face.
Kinara Worthington was born to Hazel Brown, an African
American sister who had her own dreams of being a high-powered lawyer in a prestigious law firm. She worked as a paralegal
part time in a major law firm in Boston and went to school at
night. She was one of those multitasking sisters…the ones who
could “bring home the bacon, then fry it up in the pan.” She
would read the articles of constitution as if she was reading Ebony
magazine. She was a genius in her own right.
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It wasn’t until she met Michael Worthington, a young, very
handsome, wealthy Italian Catholic lawyer that things changed.
Michael admired Hazel and wanted to help her succeed. Their
friendship grew to love and a promise of marriage, until Hazel
met Michael’s family while attending the annual Worthington’s
Sunday brunch in Connecticut. Hazel left the event in tears; it
seemed cohabitating with someone who was not of the same race
or social upbringing would not be tolerated in the Worthington
family. Michael apologized for his family’s rude, unacceptable behavior but made it clear that he would not be able to marry her.
After a two-year, whirlwind romance and what he claimed was
the best sex he had ever had, Michael announced his pending
nuptials to a beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed socialite from a
prominent, wealthy family in the Boston community. He said he
couldn’t upset the family; he was due to make partnership by the
end of the year, and an interracial marriage would not look right
in his social circle.
Michael offered Hazel a full-time position as his personal assistant and said he would help out as much as possible. But when
Hazel told Michael she was pregnant and he was the father, Michael
told Hazel, “If you want to have this child, I will not be there for
you. You’re a law student. You’re going to school at night. How can
you think about having a baby with all that is on your plate? And
what a shame to raise a biracial child in Boston!”
“I’ll take you to court for child support!” Hazel screamed
in return.
“Go ahead!” Michael yelled. “No judge in this town would
even consider that I, a Worthington, had ever had an affair with
someone like you.”
But when his temper cooled somewhat, instead of arguing with her further and risking that she might drag his name
through court, Michael offered her money and a house in the better section of town. He didn’t, however, leave without a parting
shot: “Mother told me you would do this. I just happen to have
this agreement that my friend, you know the Honorable Judge
William Heard, drafted on my behalf for such a time as this. If you
don’t sign the agreement, then I will make your life and the life of
that bastard child you are carrying a living hell.” He slapped the
paper on the bed, waiting for her signature.
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“You’ve got to be joking,” Hazel said as she ripped the paper into tiny pieces and threw them in Michael’s face.
“You’ll wish you had taken me up on this offer because I
will not be so kind the next time.”
Hazel did not see Michael again until his wedding to the
blonde socialite the following June.
***
“Momma! Momma!”
“Oh, yes, baby, I was in my world again,” Hazel said.
“Who were you thinking about, the sperm donor father that
I can only see from afar? God forbid he ever recognizes me as his
daughter.” Ki looked at her mother and walked away.
“Actually, I was thinking about how much that sperm donor
dad, as you call him, missed out on birthdays, your christening,
and the first spelling bee you won at the ripe old age of four. See,
Baby, a momma has so many hopes and dreams for her child ,”
Hazel said, holding back the tears.
“I know, Momma.”
“Do you, Baby? I never meant to be hard on you, but I
wanted you to grow up with the things I never had!”
“Oh, Momma.” Ki hugged her mother tightly, too scared to
let go.
“Baby girl, don’t you dare start,” Hazel said, as her tears
finally broke loose, streaming down her face.
“Oh, Momma, I’m scared! Here, I was someone. Now I’m
going to college, and I’m a nobody there! All those painful memories are going to come up again, I know it,” Ki said, crying her
eyes out.
Hazel hugged her tightly, knowing ahead of her daughter
lay name-calling and ridicule. Ki could handle a lot of things, but
she could not handle the racial innuendoes. Too many times Ki
had come home crying because someone called her a name, and
she had punched the kid out in return. Had it not been for her high
IQ and the fact that the teachers loved her, Kinara Worthington
would not be going to Yale. Hazel reflected on how time seemed
to move quickly. They grow up so fast, she thought.
If I hadn’t done what I felt I needed to do sixteen years ago on that
beautiful day in June at Michael’s wedding, things would have been
very different, Hazel mused.
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Hazel had attended the wedding with Howard Ware, her
new friend, a prominent lawyer for the NAACP for the Boston
region and a savvy businessman. They sat on the groom’s side of
the family at the cathedral. As the ceremony proceeded and the
priest asked, “If anyone knows of just cause why this man and
woman should not be married, speak now or forever hold your
peace.” Hazel stood up, excused herself from the aisle, and started
to approach the podium. Howard was shocked, and Michael was
devastated. Michael immediately excused himself and grabbed
Hazel’s arm, rushing her seven-month pregnant ass right out of
there!
“What! What in the fuck are you doing here? I gave you
money and a house; what more do you want of me?” Michael
asked.
“I want you to die, motherfucker! Can you do that? Then I
can go on with my life with a permanent smile on my face.”
Michael looked stunned, and Hazel thought he was going
to hit her. “Go on, punk ass!” she said. “I want you to know that
I just filed statutory rape charges against your ass! I only came
to the wedding to make sure they lock you up in jail. Your kind
doesn’t do well in that kind of environment. You’d make a good
bitch! Hell, you were mine!” Hazel cracked a smile.
“How in God’s name can you call what we had rape? We
were two consenting adults having fun!”
“Oh, really? Think again!” Hazel pulled out her driver’s license to prove that she was seventeen years old. Thank God she
had gotten that fake ID from Sammy! She smiled innocently,
waving the license in Michael’s face.
“You bitch!” Michael screamed.
“Shhh! Your guests will hear you,” Hazel said.
“What do you want?” Michael asked, holding his head.
Hazel almost felt sorry for the punk. But no one fucks me over
and gets away with it if I can help it, she thought. “Michael, all I
want you do is take care of your responsibilities. I want the best
for our daughter.”
“Daughter? How the hell do you know you are having a
girl?” Michael exclaimed.
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Hazel pulled out pictures of the sonogram of their daughter
and a document that explained in detail what Michael’s responsibilities would be until the child turned twenty-two years of age
– her medical, private school, trust fund, and college tuition. Not
bad! Not a bad deal, Hazel thought.
***
Again in the present, Hazel turned to face Ki. “Baby girl,
look at me,” she said, looking into the sad eyes of her beautiful
daughter. “We got a lot to be thankful for and that sperm donor
dad as you call him has made. this possible!”
“Oh, yeah, right, Momma!
“Yes, my darling daughter.” Hazel grabbed Ki’s hand.
“Hell, Momma, any fool could have done what he did! You
had to bribe him to own up to his responsibilities as a father. I am
his bastard child that he has never seen before, and I only see him
from afar. What kind of shit is that?” Ki said with no feeling of
remorse for her outburst.
I looked at my daughter and saw deep hatred and resentment towards her father. “Girl, I told you that foul mouth of yours
is going to get you in trouble one day.”
“Pluleeze! As if!” Ki remarked. “I don’t recognize sperm donor as my dad. Howard has always been there for me, and that is
good enough for me. See, Momma, you trip off status and material crap, not me! I don’t want to go to this school; you want me
to live your fantasy. I have no desire to go to this school!” Ki said
with attitude as she walked away from her mother.
Smart-ass! Hazel thought.
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