“WHO AM I”?

By: Cricket Boyd


Who am I? Where does one begin to find out who they are, and where they came from, if their life has been full of secrets, mystery, and unanswered questions?


Can a picture really tell a thousand stories? Maybe that’s why I have chosen to become a Photographer of Life.


All my life I have wondered who my father was, what did he look like, do I look like him? What were his likes and dislikes? Where was he, did he have any health problems? Every time I had to go to the Doctor’s office and fill out the new patient information, there was one question I always had reservations about answering. (Father) I always had a bit of shame when I wrote Unknown. 

July, 2005 I found out for the third time that my mother had cancer. I told her that it was time for her to finally tell me the truth about my past and who my birth father was. I told her no more secrets, I needed to know why did my birth father abandon me, and why did he try to end my life when I was a baby?

My Mom past away December 14, 2005, and taking with her all of the answers to my questions. So this past summer my husband was preaching in Tennessee, and on the way I was becoming very tired, so we stopped in Louisville, Kentucky for the night. This is my birth place. I’m not sure where I got the nerve to look in the phone book for one certain name, but I did; and I found it. 
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There it was, one person with the same last name, so I called them.  The man on the other end of the phone asked me how I spelled the last name and I told him, his response was “Yep, you’re family”. My heart was about to beat out of my chest, I was stumbling over my words, my blood pressure was going thru the roof, but I continued to talk. I told him who I was and that I was looking for my birth father. Then I told him my fathers name, I then asked him if he knew of anyone with that name and he said yes he was his uncle. I asked him if there was anyway that we could meet, and much to my surprise he said yes. In less than two hours I would be face to face with my family. Will I look like him, will he see my birth father in my face. Do I hug him? What do I do? Just be me! So when I opened the hotel room door I opened my arms wide for a hug, because that’s what I do with all of my other family members. It felt so right, finally! Soon we found ourselves around a table he was showing me pictures of my birth father and sharing stories, I showed him pictures of my kids and grandbabies, and also getting some answers to my questions. He informed me that my father was no long living that he had past away about 20 years ago, but I have more family. My heart was saddened but then again it was so excited to know that I have found what I have been looking for. My birth father had never told anyone that he was ever married or that he had had a daughter. 


Since that meeting I found three more family members and talked to them at length, we have sent pictures back and forth to each other. Now we are all just longing for the day that we would someday meet face to face.
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The funny thing is a number of family members lived 35 miles from where we lived in Virginia, including my birth father.

So who am I? I am a child of the King, a wife, a mother, a nana, a cousin, and an aunt. I am so blessed to know that when my life is over here on earth I will not have any problems or questions and no past hurts. I know God is with me, and that He loves me for He gave Himself for me, and I accepted Him July 17, 1975. Galatians 2:20 says “I am crucified with Christ: nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me; and the life which I now live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me and gave himself for me.
