Finding My Voice Through Books
by Constance V.A. Thompson

As children, we often believe in ourselves more than adults do. Almost as if we are so close to God that we know no other way than to believe in and accept ourselves.  We confidently walk through this world with our voice and identities intact, knowing that we are destined for greatness.  As adults, seems the further away from creation (God) we are, the more we lose that belief in our greatness and ourselves.

My mother loves to tell the story of her first realization of both my love of literature and my intelligence.  She always starts by saying “You were really, really smart.” She goes on to say, “I remember when you all were in kindergarten and the teacher sent home a list saying that in order for you to go on to the first grade you had to read all of these books.  I was like, ‘dag, she is going to fail for sure,’ because I just knew that that was too many books for you to have to read.  Just too many for ANY child that age to have to read!  The other parents were up in arms as well and met with the teachers, but it did not change the teachers’ minds.  They believed that you all could do it.  By the middle of the year, you had read almost all the books on the list. I was shocked, and that’s when I knew that you not only had a love for literature but was also smart, real smart!”
Not sure my mother knows this, but those books introduced me to characters who, in a surrogate manner, inspired me to begin my journey of finding my voice.

I will be the last person to tell you that all of my reading adventures were “of an appropriate age.” By the age of 13, I counted among some of favorite authors Alice Walker, Judy Blume, Maya Angelou, Malcolm X, Octavia Butler, Jackie Collins and my favorite Zora Neal Hurston.  It was also around this age that I counted Poet/Spoken Word artists Gil Scott Heron and Nikki Giovanni as inspirations.  It was through their voices that I connected with the diversity of the African-American experience, that at the time, I felt somewhat removed from as a member of a microcosm of society called “The Military Family.”
As we nomadically navigated U.S. & European terrains, my choices in literature began to mirror my quest to find my voice in an expanding social circle that included more individuals who did not look, talk or derive from the same background as me, but generally saw the world the same as I did. 

It was in high school that my father shared with me a copy of “The Browder Files,” by Anthony Browder.  For some reason, this book was reminiscent of my father and I listening to Gil Scott Heron and his poetic and timely shouts that forced listeners and readers alike to carefully examine the paradigms of race and its profound impact on how we function in this world. Through the words and actions, my father, Mr. Browder and Gil, validated my (now conscious) journey to independently define myself, continually challenge the paradigm that the world would use to define me, and most importantly use my voice to make this world a better place.

So, to this day, whenever I think about my voice in this world I attribute a large part of it to God using The Power of Words, to remind me of just how beautifully human and great each one of us are.
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