
1

April 11th gift of living, loving and hope

My mom was born October 9 as Juanita Matilda Howard. She later changed her name to Kimberly
Howard and Kimberly Howard and when she got deeper into her kemetic religion, she spent $2,000.00
and legally changed her name to Khmbrly, removing all the vowels.

My mom grew up in a Pentecostal church as her dad, my grandfather was the pastor of the "way of the
cross" church in Newark, NJ.

My mom married my dad Willie-Earl Montgomery. They had 3 children together; Tammie, Lamont and
Chad (TLC Tender Love and Care). Sadly, like too many Americans they divorced. Later years they
would become friends again. My mom was a single mom with 3 children, wanting to do it on her own and
not rely on her father she turned to welfare. She stayed on welfare only for a few years. During that time
my mom met Bernard Thomas. They married and had two children together: Kenyatta and Kenya.
Although there father's name was Thomas my mom wanted all her children to have the same name and
the mention of the word "half-brother/sister" was worse than saying a curse.
My mom and step dad were very happy and had many fun years together. My mom believed in
education. She went back to school and became a social worker for DYFS in NJ. She loved to help
people and it hurt her whenever a child had to be removed from their home. She decided to go back to
school.

My mom and my step dad were together for quite a while but divorce eventually knocked on their door as
well.

My Mom met Richard Schilere and they were very happy together.

One fun thing I would enjoy doing with my mom was building computers. We would build them from
scratch, go to computer shows and get parts at a time.

Going back to school for her doctorate and working was not easy, at some times it took a toll but she did
it and I was proud to call her Dr. Khmbrly Howard and Professor Dr. Khmbrly Howard taught at several
colleges and universities throughout New Jersey.

Dr. Howard was diagnosed with sarcoidosis and then later stomach cancer. When my baby brother called
me and told me the news it was like I was punched in the face. I rarely take off work. I took 3 days off and
studied and studied and studied.

At the time I was living in Virginia and working at Quantico Marine Base. My significant other and I drove
up to New Jersey where my mom was the hospital.

Me: "Where is a party store?"

Any normal person: "Are you crazy, your mom is in the hospital and you are looking for a party store?"

That sentiment did not come from my significant other, just like me she is not normal. From the party store
I picked up some of those big Mickey Mouse like gloves and a funny mask. Outside of her hospital room I
put on the mask and gloves and popped in. The look on her face, the excitement and happiness in her
smile when I walked in that room will remain with me 'til the end.

While I was there I told my sister and brother to get her to start writing her memoirs, not because she is
about her end but because it will bring up emotions to help her while recovering.



2

My mom beat the cancer. We were all so happy.

I was living in Virginia and from my view everything was great, but from my sister and brother who would
see her every day had a different view of things. They would say she is being stubborn and won’t eat and
depressed. I asked them about her memoirs. They didn't do it. They were in the thick of it. If anyone has
cared for someone while they are ill, you know it's not easy. With that said I began writing my memoirs
and sending her the parts that included her. I would send her pages at a time and each time I would wait
for a response. If days passed I would call and ask if she read them. The response would be "no, not yet".
It took some time and I would continue to write and send. The emails she would send me back in
response to my writings are worth more than anything to me. One thing I do know for sure is that while
she was reading those memoirs she was not depressed, so I continued to write.

Between this time, my lady and I moved to Florida for family related reasons on her side of the family.

THE TOMATO PLANT

Here at the V.A. I met a very nice lady PRN Adele Hunt. We would have nice conversations on uplifting
topics anywhere from spiritual to inspirational to medical, you know it. For some reason Adele thought
that I would be a good gardener. She told me that she had a tomato plant. I told her that I did not have a
green thumb; I once killed a cactus plant and they don't need that much water. With all my inspirational
talk, she believed that I would make a very good gardener. She explained what I would need and how to
do it. I repotted them and they were looking nice.

One day a voice kept running through my mind "Call your mom, call your mom". I listened to the voice.
She was at the hospital about to go get checked again to see why she was having trouble with her eating
process. I talked with her while she waited to go in. We had a nice talk for about 15 minutes about the
letters from the memoirs and other things. They had her room ready and we said our "I love yous".

Later I received a call from my baby brother. My mom had went in for an endoscopy and she aspirated.
He told me that I need to get up there. I informed my supervisor and jumped in my car. I played Sam
Cooke’s "touch the hem of his garment" over and over while I was driving. I don’t know if you would call
what I was doing driving, more like flying. In Georgia I got pulled over by an undercover sheriff. I
explained where I was going and why and he told me to keep it around 80 and I should be able to get to
my mom in time. I thanked him.

When I got to the hospital, this time in Philadelphia, I was filled with hope and I was strong for my
brothers and sister. The doctor would explain the numbers on the machines. My baby brother who has a
master’s degree in information technology was amazing at processing, understanding and relaying back
to us what the doctor was saying. I sat across the room and plugged my cell phone into the wall. I
randomly played 4 songs, One was by Marvin Gaye and Tammie Terrell "Ain't no mountain high enough",
Luther Vandross "If this world were mine", a gospel song that my cousin recommended. The numbers
that we were told to watch were slowing getting better as I played the music, but when her older brother,
Fields Howard, a music major, teacher and musician went over by her side, held her hand and sang a
sweet song to her numbers started improving greatly. We all noticed it. After my uncle sang I slowly
turned the music up and we watched her numbers continue to improve. We were filling up with hope. My
one brother who not much earlier was crying his eyes out began to sing and dance. The doctors were
skeptical began to be hopeful. Everything seemed promising. Everyone returned to work and I returned to
Florida. Leaving that room was one of the hardest things to do.

When I came home that tomato plant was more than just a tomato plant, it was my therapist, my adopted
child, my friend, my teacher, spiritual guide. While spending time with this plant before work and when
returning home and on weekends, I began to get such a spiritual understanding of life. I learned the
beauty of plants and the respect for them. Plants help clothe us (cotton). Plants help transplant us (rubber
tree plant).
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Stevie Wonder has a song “Same Old Story” from his album “Journey through the secret life of plants”

Born to open for
Mankind nature's door
A life known by a few

And those who knew that shared
Their knowledge fewer cared
About what plants could do

For most felt it was mad to conceive
That plants thought, felt, and moved quite like we
But with instruments Bose would devise
Would take Science itself by a surprise, so

On we go to where who knows
To a place where there's still non-believers
What will it take for heaven sakes
For those who find what's real too hard to believe in
It's that same old story again.

Born of slaves who died
Too soon to realize
The need his life would be

Selflessy he gave
His wisdom to a way
Where first no minds would see

He said if farm land was to be rich
We must plant crops to replenish it
But it took him persuasion and tests
To convince them Canver's way was best, so

On we go to where who knows
To a place where there's still non-believers
What will it take for heaven sakes
For those who find what's real too hard to believe in
It's that same old story again.

I would water and watch over this tomato plant but it was actually watching over me and building me up,
strengthening me.

I received the call to get to Philadelphia to see my mom one last time. I said that I was not going to say
goodbye. I did not know what I was going to say, but it wouldn’t be goodbye. When my lady got home, I
told her “get some things together we have to go” You see, my lady Millie and I are reunited; we were a
couple years ago. Her and my mom share a close friendship. It started when I didn’t want to go to my
Cousin Terry’s concert. It wasn’t that I didn’t like his music, I love his music, but I had my reasons. So, I
asked Millie if she would go with my mom. Hearing back from both of them they had such a great time.
Millie let my mom drive her car, they went to the concert, my mom got to see her nephew the grammy
award winning Terence Trent D’arby. Yeah, they had a great time and their friendship remained
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throughout the years. Millie would call my mom every so often throughout the years and would talk for
hours. They shared conversations about things that my mom hadn’t even shared with her children. They
have a special friendship. So, yes I ordered her to call her job and tell them that she had to go out of town
on emergency.

On our way to flying up interstate 95 with a sign on the back window “mom in ER” in hopes that the police
or anything else would not get in the way. We passed a lady standing outside a brand new red car not far
from the exit. As I was reaching the next exit I thought about what my mom would do. I decided to turn
around at the next exit. Going back south I could see the girl and the red car still there. It was a long way
for the next exit. I told Millie to look out for one of those police openings between the dividers. I found one
and took it. Just as a did an undercover police car put on its siren, but just for a moment and cut them
back off and kept going. That was strange, but I didn’t care if he would have stopped me then he could of
helped push the lady’s car. When I got to the car, I told the lady to put the car in neutral and steer. When I
got closer I had to fight from tearing up; there was an infant baby in the back seat. I began to push and it
was up hill so it wasn’t easy. Later someone came up beside me and helped push. I believe he said his
name was Bo, he worked for the nearby fire department. We got her to the nearest gas station and she
thanked us and offered to pay us and at the same time both Bo and I said “NO!” I told her that she could
thank Dr. Khmbrly Howard, it is because of how she raised me that I did what I did. I explained where she
was and my urgency.

On the way we also had a severe tire blowout, actually the back rim rubbed against the tire and ripped the
tire apart. There was an 18 wheeler not far from us in the other lane. The car went out of control for a
second and I can’t explain how I managed to get it steady again.

Growing up I wasn’t the prodigal child, I was considered a “bad kid” by most standards. In my view I was
just enjoying life. Even though I was what I was, I have a great love for my mom and could not imagine a
world with her not a part of it. The thought of it would sometimes torment me. Most of my life during my
fun times and my bad times, ups and downs whenever  that thought would come into my head it would
torment me. I despised the day that she would no longer be. I learned that my brothers, nephew and
sister also had these same thoughts.

.
I strongly believe that it was in this gardening that those secrets of the plants came to me. With this I was
able to be the rock for my brothers, sister, nephew and uncle. I would never have perceived this as my
role. All the right words seemed to pour from me in comforting them. I held them all in my arms one by
one as they broke down in tears.

It neared the time, they asked us if we had any final words. I was not sure what I would say. The doctor
told us that she could hear us. I walked over to her still not knowing what I was say and a whisper of
“thank you” came up and again and again and louder. “Thank you…. Thank you… thank you…” and the
tears poured down my face as I continued to repeatedly say “thank you” As I told you, I was a bad kid by
most standards and I believe quite a few moms would have given up on me, but she did not, she would
not.

I told my brothers and sister that any tears that fall from my eyes are tears of joy for having her in my life
and anyone who has spent any amount of time with this amazing woman knows exactly what I mean.

When I speak of my mom I don’t speak of her in the past, I don’t say she died or is dead and rarely use
the term passed either. Most often I just say her spirit separated from the flesh.

When I returned to Florida I went back to my garden. I had radish, kale, spinach and the tomato pants all
given to me by Adele. The radish, kale and spinach I started from seeds. While gardening I decided that I
wanted to keep this tomato plant going for as long as I live. I named the plant Khm’s Plant.

I learned from watching the TV show Weeds that if a limb of a plant has little fuzzy hairs on it that you can
cut that limb put it in the soil and those fuzzy hairs turn to roots. I did that for the dying tomato plant and it
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worked. Up grew a new big plant. However, the winter was rough and it was dying. There were only two
green tomatoes on it. They seemed to stop growing. I plucked one of the tomatoes off the plant and
stored it away. I looked for another fuzzy limb and found one. I got a flower pot and put it in the soil. I
knew what I asked for with the belief that this plant would continue for as long as I live and I expect to live
a very long time. I did not know the hows but I knew that I believed. I would keep an eye on it and I didn’t
see the same progress as the first time I did the fuzzy limb in the soil trick. At this time I looked for Adele
to see if she had any seeds or tomatoes from that same plant that she had given me, she did not.

I had taken one of the tomatoes and stored it in newspaper. I went to go get it. I sliced it open and put it
down in the soil. Remember I told you that I am no expert in gardening and that I once killed a cactus?
Well, I also knew nothing about seeding. I remember hearing or seeing that the seeds had to be dried.
So, the next day I dug up the tomato halves and put them on a mat in front of a heater. I let it sit for about
an hour or so. I then planted them back into the soil with the rest of the tomato halves. It sounded crazy
but it seemed like this was the only thing left to do. Doubt tried to knock on my door, but I wouldn’t let it in.
I didn’t know how I was going to keep Khm’s plant going, I just knew that I would. Doubt continued to try
and knock. I would water and check it every day and every night. One day I was happy to see that 3 little
stems popped up and then the next day there were 5. Each night I would check; 9 and then 23 and then
43.

My mom’s spirit separated from the flesh April 11, 2013 and on this one year anniversary I want to share
in her spirit the gift of giving, loving and hope.

And I want to thank Adele for believing in me. It seems now for a someone who went from killing a cactus
to having 5 foot radishes and many more vegetable and flowers growing.

A LITTLE MORE ABOUT MY MOM

There are moms and most moms love their children. There are moms and then there are super moms.
My mom fits into that super mom category. If you came into her life then you were a friend and if you were
a child then she your mom too. She made no differentiation. If you were a friend of the family you were
treated equally. I could write books on my mom as a super mom, but that’s for another time

I thank you very much and enjoy this gift and I hope it brings as much joy to you as it has done for me.

If you would like to occasionally send me pics of your Khm/Adele plant you can email them to me at
citizenme917@gmail.com

E. L. Montgomery


