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Dedication

I dedicate this book to a dear friend of mine that transitioned after her battle with Cancer. She was a strong person of faith that had a heart for people. No matter the struggles, she always managed to keep a hearty laugh and a beautiful smile. I will never forget the humility she displayed teaching me the word of God nor the disagreements that bonded us as sisters in Christ. Your memory and legacy will forever live on through me.
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Self Esteem 

I grew up in Chicago where my mom and I lived with my grandmother. As the first grandchild I was born the year of 1972 and I became my grandmother’s namesake. As much as I love my grandmother Louise, I wish I had a more popular name for my generation.

My mom and her best friend Wendy went to a neighborhood party where she met my dad. While I get many different versions of how I was conceived. At the end of the day, I know my parents were in a relationship and I am a result of it.

How many of us know we can’t choose our parents?

My mom was about five foot six inches, dark complexion, high cheekbones, dark curly hair and my uncle (dad’s brother) said back then she had a brick house body. In other words, she was a fine stallion. The neighborhood guys were all after her, so my grandmother kept a tight leash on her. She met my dad through her best friend Wendy and they both had a crush on him. My daddy was a handsome man standing about five feet eleven inches tall, dark curly hair, slim build, light skinned and a rap for the ladies that could sell snow to an Eskimo. Wendy was beautiful as well. A lot of people said she looked like Pam Grier. I vaguely remember her, but I do remember she was pretty. While they both liked my dad, he ended up marrying Wendy and she would ultimately be the one to tell me who my dad was.

We all lived in the same neighborhood. I was playing outside, and Wendy asked me to come into the house where she took me in the bathroom and had my dad picture up next to mine in the mirror and said, “This is your daddy. Don’t you two look alike?”. My mom came storming in her house and snatched me down and told me to go outside.  I overheard them fussing. She told my mom she needed to tell me who my daddy was and that she was not mad at her for what happened. My mom left and told me to never go in that house again. I found out that Wendy couldn’t have kids and later was murdered because she witnessed a murder. I don’t remember what age I was or any more details because the situation was never spoken of again.

I remember I looked just like the man in that photo, as a matter of fact, if I was a boy, we would have been twins. As I got older, I learned when my mom found out she was pregnant with me she drank to have a miscarriage. My mom had become very insecure with how she looked and ended up dropping out of school in the six grade and never returned. I guess she wasn’t encouraged to do so. My mom worked at my grandmother’s small thrift store. Later on, as I got older my mom said she felt like my grandmother started loving me more than her. My uncle (mom’s brother) would say my grandmother would send my mom to psych hospitals to get evaluated. He even told me a story about how my mom would get shock treatments.

I assumed my mom was ready to get away from my grandmother. I guess that she was looking for love after that in all the wrong places. Her desire was more for men than the protection of her kids. Why did she choose abusive no good lazy struggling for scraps no pot to piss in types of men in our life? My mom had more kids, my two sisters and another brother. We all had different dads, some of my siblings still don’t know their dads. My mom met a lady who had five kids, at the time, her two boys were the youngest and three older girls. The Boss lady would shop in my grandmother’s thrift store, that's how her and my mom met. Boss lady was older than my mom, but they became very close friends. Eventually my mom moved out of my grandmother’s house and in with Boss lady her new best friend. They became inseparable. It seemed like wherever she moved, my mom would move not too far from her. Around the age of four or five, we moved to the Cabrini–Green projects on the South side of Chicago.


The Struggle is Real

Due to my mom’s drinking during pregnancy, I was born with all five fingers on my left hand stuck together like a web. It looked like duck feet. My fingers even had fingernails on them. They were fixable so they cut them apart and did skin drafts from my stomach to separate them. I was very young when they started the procedure, so I don’t remember much about it or the pain. The healing didn’t go far because my mom did not keep up with the appointments. As a result, my fingers on my left hand started to grow over each other because there was not enough skin to keep then straight. The doctor put pins in it to keep them straight as they grew, but my mom didn’t keep up with those appointments either, so the pins started corroding and smelling. My grandmother told my mom to get me to the hospital to get them out, and she did. Unfortunately, she never took me back to complete the process which caused one hand to be shorter than the other and fingers to be crossed over each other for the rest of my life.

Growing up I struggled with my hand. Kids would call my hand French fry fingers, others would say it look like an alien hand, some would not want me to use that hand to touch anything of theirs thinking it might be contiguous, and some guys would not even date me because of something I had no control over. I got really good at hiding my hand. I would ball it up like a fist tuck it under my sleeve or keep it in my pocket. If someone noticed it, they thought maybe they didn’t see what they saw or that I was doing a trick with my hand. I tried everything to feel normal and sometimes it worked. People would never notice my hand unless I showed it to them.

I remember a guy tried to hold my hand walking down the street and I wouldn’t let him. That led to him not liking me anymore. He thought I was crazy, and I thought he wouldn’t like me anymore after he saw it. I was denied joining the military. The reason was that I might not be able to hold a rifle correctly. That was the first time my mom apologized for not doing her part with keeping up with the appointments. I felt un-whole for a while like I was missing out on being complete. I used to get asked the question if I got married what hand I would wear the ring on. These types of things picked away at my soul. I had to get very comfortable with myself and with you to let you see it.

My dad's nose was flat with no bridge like his uncle and so I inherited that as well. We were the only three in the family without a bridge in our nose. People would ask me if my nose had ever broken, but it hadn’t. People still found me pretty in spite of me never believing them. Due to how I was treated and the response I received at times, I felt very ugly and insecure.

I was always questioning myself asking why me? Why did I have to have a hand like this?  Where is the bridge in my nose? It began at an early age that I wanted to change things about myself.


The Grooming

One particular day my mom was not home so she had Boss Lady youngest son Diablo who was 12 years older than me to pick me up from school. I was about four years old and he said I had to go to his place until my mom got home. As we walked to his house, he taught me how to cross the street; teaching me what the lights meant and how to look both ways. I was a happy kid then.

When we got to his place my brother and Diablo’s brother Mal were there. I remembered it felt very weird walking in the house. We watched TV for a little while and then the younger brother Diablo had me come into a back room with him where he pulled down his pants and had me kiss his penis. I told my mom, but nothing happened. One day he touched me again, and once again I told my mom on him. She said, she told him to stop touching me. He said she didn’t tell him that and to stop telling because his mom and my mom won’t do anything about it. Diablo said, if I didn’t stop telling it would make things worse, and it did.

We moved again. I was in fourth grade by this time. The school was literally right across the street from us. I was always late due to some last-minute chores Boss Lady would have me do. This time I was rushing. We had a field trip that day and I forgot my books, so I ran to get them. No one was in the house. I left the door open and Diablo followed me in. I got my books and turned around to see Diablo in the doorway. He asked why I was in such a rush? I told Diablo we had a school trip and he asked me if I had money for the trip? I told him no. He said that he would give me some money and asked me to follow him to the room to get it. That was the morning I officially lost my virginity. I ran out the house to school and just made it on time to load the bus for the school trip. It was a long day that day. My entire life changed. I vaguely remembered anything else about that day except going to a place where they sold shiny gems like rocks. I bought some rocks with his money he gave me and when I got home, I threw them at the trees. I didn’t tell anyone what happened that day. I was not sure they would care or even believe me. I was hurt, sad and was unsure of what just happened. I withdrew to myself mostly.


Need for Love

My mom would go on to have many boyfriends, and they all looked like she picked them out the gutter and brought them home. Her boyfriends would complement me and touch my hair at first, then little small touches like accidentally touching my behind, lap rides where they would fill me against their privates, rubbing my legs in a seductive way and then they would direct me to start touching them in places that felt very uncomfortable. They would start by putting their fingers inside me.

My youngest sister's dad Bose stayed with us when I would be at my mom’s house. He was friends with the brothers Diablo and Mal. Bose lived with my mom the longest. He would touch me and stick his fingers inside me. I felt like he and the Diablo and Mel had discussed touching me they were all friends. That led to Bose to eventually having sex with me in the fifth grade. This was not my first act of sexual intercourse, Diablo the youngest brother did it first. I told my mom about Bose he  would come to Boss lady house and sleep over sometimes that where I lived. Word on the street was Bose was touching another girl as well. Boss lady middle Daughter Sara called the police and pressured my mom to put him in jail. She did it out of peer pressure.

Surprisingly, I came home one day to see Bose there. I asked my mom why Bose was here. She said she was lonely and if Bose tried to come into my room to scream. That same night Bose came into my room. I did not scream. He was a big guy, and I was only ten years old. The next morning after he left, I showed my mom the sperm in the bed and she asked why I didn’t scream. “You must have liked it.” That put a stain on my heart and a blemish in my mind of what my worth was. Bose was physically abusive to my mom and they would fight all the time I would try to stop him, but she would tell me to leave him alone. I used to wish they would kill each other. At least I wouldn’t have to take the abuse from either of them anymore. Eventually Bose left her for another woman who had younger daughters and he started touching them as well, but she put him in jail for a while. Until this day she blames me for him leaving and for taking away the one man she ever loved. That hurt; this was one of those moments I started seeing her in a different light How selfish she really was.

My mom was moving again, and I didn’t have a clue where to. She asked me to make a choice that day. She needed me to decide if I wanted to go with her or continue living with Boss Lady. My thoughts were about the abuse and decided to stay put. Thinking that at least I would only have to be abused by one person and not the many men she would bring home. She moved and left me with Boss Lady.


Suffering in Silence

From the time I was nine years old, Boss Lady was a mean and passive-aggressive lady. I felt like a yo-yo little Cinderella slave girl. This is where the Cinderella Effect started, I had to keep the house clean if I wanted to go somewhere. I would ask Boss Lady in advance so I can make plans. She would say yes as long as I do all my chores. I would do them the night before to make sure they were done. However, when I thought I was finished, an hour before it is time for me to go, she would give me another task to do knowing I would not complete it in enough time to go. No one in that house ever helped with the cleaning.

One day I had a friend come over and she asked can she help me so I could go. She really wanted me to go with her and Boss Lady told her no. Sadly, I told my friend it was ok. I'll try to make the next event. I did not participate in after school activities much, no games and no pep rallies. I did join a modern dance class. I enjoyed it but had to quit shortly after I started because I had to get home and do chores. 

I remember one day around 4 a.m. Boss Lady Granddaughter wanted some French fries. The Boss Lady woke me up to peel potatoes and make the French fries for her Grand Daughter. I was so sleepy that my hand hit the handle of the hot skillet and the hot grease fell on my foot and burned it. Boss Lady told me to wrap it with cold rags and I could stay home from school that day but next time I needed to be more careful.

Boss Lady would call me out of my name in front of my friends like the B word, the MF word, little bastard or whatever name came to mind. My friends would ask why she did that. I would shake my head and say, I don’t know something is wrong with her. I started learning to become a loner. I would push people away so I wouldn’t have to explain how I lived and why Boss Lady did what she did or before they could hurt me. I kept thinking about what makes me the person she says I am. Am I really that unworthy of love?

What could I do to prove that I am worthy of love?


What Happens in the House….

Christmas break was coming up. At this time, both brothers Diablo and Mel were having sex with me. One would like to take all his clothes off and the other would just pull their pants down. I told my teacher right before school was out for Christmas break what was happening. I was not sure where my mom was living at the time or why she didn’t come get me from staying there with Boss Lady. She later told me that when I made that choice it hurt her feelings so that’s why she never came for me. I do know my mom had many different men in her life, so she was probably busy entertaining one of them.

I’m assuming the teacher called Boss lady, because she started questioning me about Diablo and Mal. She made the conversation come across friendly like she was concerned I felt good like things were going to be different. Boy was I wrong Boss Lady called my mom to come over. Boss lady sent me to the corner store and when I came back there was a house full of people, I felt scared they were all looking at me with anger and I was confused. Boss Lady asked me again to tell her what happened this time her tone was different and stern. I started repeating what happened, but before I could finish, Boss lady slapped me and called me a liar. She yelled, “Why are you telling dangerous lies? You could send my boys to prison!”

Boss Lady told my mom that I needed to be punished. Someone ran a tub full of hot water, so I sat in the tub for my skin to soften while a whip was being tied made of phone cords, a belt and an extension cord. When I got out of the tub, Boss lady middle daughter Sara held my arms and Boss lady youngest Daughter Toni held my legs while my mom would beat me with the whip until blood was coming from my bruises.

Then she shamed me with no clothes on and had me sleep on the closed in back porch during the winter time in Chicago Needless to say it was cold snow was stuck to the ground the porch was not insolated. I was only permitted to come in to eat and use the bathroom.

I covered up with the clothes on the porch that was dirty because I was naked, until the next day they gave me some clothes to put on. I was also permitted to come in the house on Christmas day, so I got to open my gifts and my mom told me I had to choose who I would give them away to in order to teach me a lesson for telling lies. I had to choose who would receive my gifts! That was the last time I remember ever receiving anything, let alone Christmas gifts.

My mom brought up the subject recently asking why my siblings and I did not celebrate Christmas. I told her we never had Christmas when we were young, and it was attached to so many bad memories that she had already forgotten. I added I don’t remember getting new clothes, toys, or even gifts for birthdays or holidays. One year, my mom even forgot it was my birthday until the eleven o’clock news announced the date.


It's Not That Bad

What I did learn was how to do most of the holiday cooking by fourth grade. I would go grocery shopping for the entire house. I knew how much we had to spend and how to round it off to make sure I got what we needed. There would be someone to take me to the grocery store, drop me off and then pick me up. I would taste food elsewhere and try to remake it into my own when I got home.

By the time I was in fifth grade, I kind of remember living back with my mom. She lived with two other ladies who were gay that I never met so I thought she was as well. Later I asked her about this life, and she said she didn’t remember that. They were always in the room and never came out only to fix us something to eat. Me again I did something I was not supposed to do one day. I do not remember what it was, but I remember the beating I took. My mom gave me a whooping for it with a rhinestone belt and it left bruises and welts all over my body. I went to school the next day and the teacher asked what happened. I told her, and she reported it and the Department of Children and Family Services paid us a visit.

My mom threatened that if we said anything about this, we would get what’s coming to us. So, when they visited, we lied and said everything was good and I received the bruises falling outside. They closed the case and we had to move. We lived in a shelter for a little while I remember going to catholic school. This was the beginning of my acting out. The nuns believe in hitting you with a paddle. To my defense I warned here do not hit me and she did. I kicked her so hard that she came back to work with a cane I was kicked out of school. My mom was so mad she told me that day that she wished I had never been born I told her I hated her too. She said ok were even then. We left the shelter and always ended up back with Boss lady and her family.

My six-grade year was the worst. I became a bully. I was mean, loud, rude, and I didn’t care about anything. My report card had all red F’s check marks in all categories with a long letter in red ink about my behavior. Boss lady youngest daughter Toni was in cosmetology school. She would experiment on my head. One day Toni cut all my hair off to put in a jerry curl. I ended up looking like a boy because of this. Self-esteem dropped big time to make matters worse I failed six grade. Surprisingly I saw it coming with everything going on at home it was hard to focus and no one ever asked about homework or school period the teachers seem to not care. College was not encouraged or talked about in the household I live in even the counselors were not concerned if you did or didn’t make it. I ended up transferring to an alternative school my last go round. Here, I was totally opposite. I was quiet and focused and didn't want to end up like my mom. I wasn’t the smartest person, but I knew I did want the life that was shown to me either. All the while the abuse was still going on, but it was just the Diablo the youngest brother. Thankfully, it slowed down because he had his own girlfriend.

By the time I made it to high school, I was a little friendlier. I didn’t have many clothes and my hair was a frustrating task by itself. There was no money for that stuff. I would wear underwear until the seat part fell out. I was always friendly, so I knew a lot of people and they knew me. The first year in high school my mom rushed to get my report card because she thought I was going to be bad and had the worst grades, but I was actually doing well. I saw that disappointing and confused look on her face but never I’m proud of you.

The girls in high school were a lot more mature than I was in terms of dating and liking guys. They always wore the up to date clothing and talked on an open level about dating. They were willingly enjoying consensual sex, drinking and going to house parties. They would ask me those things like do you have a boyfriend, have I had sex but then would say she look like a virgin, so we know she not doing anything. They would try to hook me up with a guy, but I never had time for that. I remember asking Boss lady about the birds and the bees and she would always say something sarcastic like the birds fly in the air and the bees sting you. I came on my cycle at fourteen. What is this? I didn’t know what it was. I thought I had pooped in my pants. Toni saw I kept running in the house and asked me why I had to use the bathroom so much. I told her I don’t know this brown stuff keeps coming in my pants. She asked how old I was and then said this is your period but never explained what my body would go through nor what might happen if I have unprotected sex or anything about becoming a woman? She gave me some Maxi pads and showed me how to put that on.


 I Wish

There were many times I wanted to tell my dad about the sexual and physical abuse, but I didn’t because I was scared, he would kill my mom and the abusers. I couldn’t live with myself if he ended up dead or in jail trying to protect or defend me.

There was a time I remember he would come pick me up from my mom’s house with a bag of penny candy. While we walked, we would eat the candy and talk and enjoy each other’s company. He never had anything negative to say about my mom. When I would mention to him how she would talk bad about him, he would just say your mother and I have our differences and switch the subject. I would catch the bus to go find him. He would ask me how I got there and then take me home. Wishing he didn’t I would beg him not to, so I could see him again. I didn’t understand why my mom kept me away from him.

When I was twelve years old. I remember I was outside when my mom called me in the house to answer the phone. My aunt was trying to have a small conversation that’s when my mom blurted out your daddy is dead. My heart dropped and my aunt said in a sad voice, “I’m sorry. Who yelled that out to you?” I said my mom. She told me he was in an accident and then I hung up. My mom told me she was not taking me to the funeral, and I needed to find my own way. She never said sorry or even hugged me. I went back outside to play with my friends, then it hit me. I started crying and they asked what happened. I told them my dad just died. They gave me hugs and said I’m sorry to hear that. That was more than what my mom or any other person I lived with did. I called around and eventually found a ride to the funeral Tina took me. My mom said I was to come straight home after the funeral. I couldn’t go to the wake or the repass. I didn’t even know where my dad was buried. I think of what my life would be like if I would have told him or said something. There are things I didn’t remember about my dad, but my uncles and aunts kept him alive for me with their stories. When I was all grown up, I told my Favorite uncle who filled in the gap after my dad’s passed, said I should have told my dad what happen. He also added that he’s pretty sure my dad would have killed them, and no one would have ever known.


The Heart with Holes

‘Oh my God this is going to hurt. Why am I here? I know you see this, and you won’t help. Do you care? Are you really who people say you are? I try to believe it, but when I hold my head up, I always end up looking down.’

The doctor came in and asked, “How old is she?” The nurse replies 14 and then he says we are done. The nurse wheeled me out to the waiting room. And as I sat here along with the other girls feeling dark deep in my soul, I wondered if I even have room for light anymore. I was told my waiting period was up and time to be released. This was the first time I had an abortion. I had two more after that by the time I was sixteen years old all by diablo. This last time Diablo took me himself and told me to call him when it was done, and do not tell anyone. I made the phone call and Diablo he never showed up. So, I began to walk home I had no money hoping I had enough strength to make it; after all it felt like I had just sold my soul to the Devil. I hoped this was the last abortion I would have. The third time I have been here.  Please God intervened? That is if he cares enough to see my pain. I made it home then Diablo showed up saying why did I leave that was three hours later and twenty phone calls ago. I just went to my room and tried to act like it was a normal day diablo instructions to do that so no one will suspect anything. When he picked me up to take me to the clinic, he told Boss lady he was taking me to help a friend clean her store. When I got back from the clinic I went outside to hang out with my friends. An hour later Boss lady called me in the house she snooped through my stuff and found the abortion paperwork. She asked me who was it by I didn’t answer she slapped me and asked me again I told her Diablo. She said how I could have done that to here by sleeping with her son when she treated me like a daughter. She proceeded to call me whores and sluts saying why I am starting to lie on her son Diablo again. I didn’t say much else I went to my room Diablo came back over. I over herd their conversation Boss Lady asking him what was going on between he and I he said nothing was going on. But she told him look she can’t keep having abortions because she may not be able to have kids when she wants to, he said ok.

Haven’t I suffered enough God?

It’s been going on since I was five years old, with him touching me, making me do things to them that I shouldn’t be doing. He made it seem like I was his girl for Christmas, birthdays and holidays I knew he would hang around till I was sleep and creep in my room. Don’t you see any of that God? Are you too busy? God, they say you can make it go away. I am beginning to see for myself that you are not this Big Bad all-powerful almighty God who they say you are.

As I walked home, I would look up to the sky thinking there is really nothing up there. As I cried, tears rolled down my face, but I was still determined not to allow it to happen again. This would be the last one. If he ever touches me again, I would kill him myself. I said pull it together you can’t let people see your pain or weakness. I went on to finish high school.

The Boss lady son Diablo sold drugs. The other son Mal got hooked on drugs cocaine to be exact. She would ask Diablo for money, but he would give her drugs to sell instead. There were times she used me to help her. One time I remembered an addict called and she had me, in fifth grade, to meet him on the corner and get the money and give him the drugs. When I think back about what could have gone wrong during this transaction. I knew she didn't care about me either. There were times we had no food for days, no heat in the middle of winter the house was rat and roach infested. I got me a little job working for Mrs. Fields cookies downtown Chicago. I started hanging out with the wrong crowd of people staying out all night. I dared anyone who challenged me at anything. I had a gun held to my head twice. I dated drug dealers, had no career goals, and no focus for my life. But I did what I knew to survive. It was the only way I was ever going to get out of here.

My mom was failing me, God was failing me, and the system didn’t work for me either. I was determined not to be like my mom. I wanted to show my kids a better way. During this time there was never any good examples to guide me. My life of abuse taught me to be hard, unforgiving, unfaithful, faithless, and vengeful. I was determined to make those who wronged me pay.


Gotta Get Away

I started looking for my father’s family. I left word at the old hangout spots for my dad’s family to get in touch with me. I found out that they moved out of state. During my last year in high school my aunt (my mom’s sister) got in touch with my uncle (my dad’s brother) who came to see me right away. We spent the day together catching up.

I decided that I could not raise a family in this situation I was currently in. I was a single mom with one son by this time. I could not do what my mom did and continued with the generational curses that she passed down to me and my siblings; just like her mom did to her. I get it I have to break the cycle. When you don’t know better, you don’t do better. The sexual and physical abuse that we all endured, having a ton of kids, dropping out of school and letting the government take care of you was all part of a vicious cycle that had to be stopped.  It was very counterproductive and easy to blame the system instead of facing the harsh reality of why you are in the position that you're in.

I laid in my bed one-night contemplating suicide. Yes, I'm going to do it and just as the thought was beginning to materialize my son who was one years old at the time, crawled over and laid his head on my chest. At that moment the tears began to roll down my face. I thought was gone who would take care of him. I couldn’t dare leave him here with boss lady. He was my angel that night and gave me the gift of perseverance to do better. (I always told him how special he is. He saved my life). I called my uncle to let him know that I needed some help because I couldn’t stay here in this situation any longer. He took me to visit Georgia where my father’s family lived. I enjoyed getting to know my family. Some of them I remember from when I was younger and some I didn’t, but they showed me love. I visited a few more times. Each time I stayed a little longer than the last time.

When I decided to move to Georgia, I called my uncle and asked him if I can stay with him. He said yes, so I gave myself thirty days to get it together. There was nothing for me to I didn’t have anything but a TV and a few cloths I was wearing. I told my mom I was leaving and the reason why I was leaving, “She said” that it was not a good enough reason to leave. You’ll be back. That statement motivated me to do whatever it took not to ever come back! Of course, I told Boss lady that I was leaving as well, and she asked “who would take care of her? My thoughts were the same person who took care of me before no one. Not my problem. In a month I partied a lot and drank just as much. Once I said my goodbyes. I was off to GA for a new start. I moved to Georgia the summer of 1991. I got off the greyhound bus and my oldest uncle said I’m sorry I don’t have a place for you to stay. My youngest aunt seen the disappointed shock look on my face and said I could stay with her. We lived in the projects her two-bedroom apartment with her three daughters and boyfriend. We moved to a bigger apartment where I had my own room. Eventually I moved in with my uncle as originally planned it was closer to school and work.  


What is Going On?

Two weeks of moving to GA with my son, I met John I was introduced to him by my cousin. He was in his last year of high school when we met, and I had just graduated high school. Immediately after arriving, I was able to get a job. And registered for Tech school in Ga. We dated until it was time for him to go off to college that was about a year, when he left, we didn’t keep in touch. I was still in school and working as a single mom I eventually save enough money to get my own place. That next summer John found out where I lived and came by to visit. I would never be at home the times he would stop by. But this particular time I was home and really sick that weekend he took care of me and my son. From that day forward he never left. He did not go back but instead, john worked with his dad to help pay bills. He became an instant stepdad and eventually adopted my son when he was five years old. I was very careful who I allowed to babysit who I let in my house and who I hung out with. I would question my son and explain to him about if anyone ever touches you in places where you feel uncomfortable let me know.

In three years, I graduated with a master’s in cosmetology and got a job as a stylist.  I bought my first house, paid off my car, and had a good job. Still, I began to struggle with a lot of insecurities. I didn’t understand why because according to the standards of the world I was doing well. Every now and again the past would come back to remind me that I was not free. These insecurities would show up in many areas of my life.

For instance, in order to have sex it had to be completely dark and at night. We only had sex in the one position so he couldn’t see my body. I set boundaries so he could only touch me in certain places. I would drink to feel numb to the touch and not to think about what’s going on with my emotions as well.

Afterwards, I would feel so ashamed of myself. In my mind when I would have sex it was like he could see everything that happened to me in the past before we got together. Sometimes I would cry during, and after sex because I kept seeing the face of my abusers on top of me. Then I started to harden my heart to have sex. Little did I know you couldn’t just do that in one area of your life without it affecting all areas. My boyfriend could not kiss me on different parts of my body either. I felt so dirty and unworthy of love that it didn’t allow me not to enjoy sex or feel anything. Even when he told me how pretty I was, I felt like it was a lie. Even when he was trying to be sensitive to my needs, I thought he was faking.

I was taught I was not worthy of love but to only take care of the needs of others that was my worth. We lived in the same house but mentally we were off and on connecting with each other about how we felt for each other. When we thought it was over for us. I found out that I was pregnant. I was hoping for another boy, but it was a girl which made me even more depressed. My son was easy I had no hair to comb he could dress himself and we were out the door. When they told me she was a girl I was a mental wreck. Starting all over too my son was five years old they would be five years nine months apart to be exact. How am I going to be a good mom to her? I didn’t know how to be a girl or show emotions. What if she wanted to wear dresses? I have no style. I was a tomboy. I had to comb her hair. I have to teach her how to be a lady when I don’t even know how to be one.

This was very scary, so I decided I was not going to have any more kids after her. I was too scared, when she was born, I had my tubes tied. My boyfriend was a little upset, but we were not married so it didn’t matter. He knew of my past and I shared things that I went through with him. When she was born, I was so paranoid I told him he couldn’t change her diapers, he couldn’t be alone with her, or he couldn’t take her anywhere with him by himself. He asked me if I was crazy. I told him I may need to get some help, but I was serious about all the above. He kept saying I am her dad and that it was sick what happened to you but it’s not going to happen to our kids. So, my past struggle begins.


Protection Alert

I would not let anyone keep my kids. I started working from home to watch them. I started drinking more when my daughter was born to help me sleep. The memories of my past were haunting me. My kids could not spend the night anywhere. I was choosy about who came over, who they played with and their friends whom I chose, and they always had to come to my house. If there was an event at the friend’s house, I was with them. I volunteered for events they were in to watch over them. I was open with them from the age of three and four about abuse. I would explain to them different touches, what is not good, what is very bad and how those touches make you feel. I talked to them about strangers; not to go with them, not to help them look for anything or take anything from them, and if a stranger comes close to you yell stranger danger and fire. I told them everything that I could think of to keep them safe and aware of things that could happen.

As they got older, I told them about my abuse so they can be aware that this is real and it could happen, but also, they know mommy would believe them. I didn’t care who it was, because kids don’t just make up stories like this.

When I would drink, I would get really bad migraines. I didn’t care. I would just take headache meds to offset the pain. They would get really bad sometimes to the point where it would last for days. Then one day I was about to take a drink and I thought about it, is this going to be worth what I have to deal with in the morning? I put the drink down and didn’t drink like that anymore. I am a social drinker now may have a one drink and may not even drink all of that. Time went by and life became troubled. I would walk through the house at night and check in on the kids to make sure the doors were locked. I had dreams that turned into nightmares to the point where I couldn’t sleep and if I did finally go to sleep it was only for a few minutes. I would take long naps during the day to make up for the loss of sleep during the night.

I would have these nightmares at least four nights a week and couldn’t sleep. I needed help, so I started going to counseling, but it was no use when I got home. I would remember more and didn’t know how to deal with it. The counselors (there were a few) only thought it was a bunch of sad stories. I would tell them what happened to me without emotions, so my heart only became colder. I was beginning to feel like there was no help for me. I don’t think God even has the time to see what’s going on with me, yet I still had a spot in my heart that says maybe he will give me a little mercy from the tip of his finger.


In the beginning

In the household I grew up in we did not have to go to church. Sunday mornings meant getting up early. We only went to church on holidays and then that faded away eventually. I would watch the holiday shows like Ten Commandments, The Life of Jesus, King Solomon and the like.

It puts deposits in my heart to have a belief that there is a God. So, even with my worldly accomplishments, I still had no peace. I kept thinking it has to be more to life than what I was doing.

Anybody ever asked themselves that question?

I started visiting churches. I went to Muslim, Catholic, Jehovah, Seventh day Adventist and Baptist. I settled on Methodist but still was not whole. My life did not change any. As a matter of fact, I was worse when I left church; cussing, fussing, angry and unforgiving. Living with John he would say I like you better when you don’t go to church.

Was there ever going to be deliverance of this evilness that flows in me?

I would have thoughts asking God to send me somewhere to be different or somehow change my heart. I moved here to Georgia for life changing reasons. I was beginning to lose my mind. I thought at some point I may need medication. Some of the counselors would offer it to me but I felt they had no diagnoses why I should take them. It was the free clinic, so it was what they were used to doing. To some people it did not matter how I was doing mentally. You know when you ask that question how you doing? But you don’t stick around to really hear the answer. So, you say I’m doing good and keep it moving because you know people don’t want to hear the real answer. As long as you looked good for those around you.

We don’t deal with the deep issues in our life as they come, we hide them so no one can see it.  Think of an Oak tree it looks strong and tall on the outside, and one day it falls down we wonder what happen. On the inside where we cannot see the termites eating away at it. I feel like that’s how some of our lives are. If there is something wrong with my major organs, people would tell you to go to the doctor and talk to him about what’s going on and get help, make sure your taking the meds they prescribe to you., well it’s the same process for the brain which is a major organ but we tell people when they have mental problems to pray for God to heal you and why are you seeing a shrink you don’t need that. The same focus should be like a major organ Mental illness is a real deal.

God Answered

One day I went to the store to grab a few things. Little did I know that I would meet a lady name Angela at the market who invited me to church? I turned her down saying I already have a church home.

Angela was clever and invited me to study the bible and I accepted. It was not until God knew my heart was I ready to receive Him. He put me where I needed to be to see Him.

Angela called me to study the bible and I was eager to see what God had to say, so I met with her and it was life changing. I continued to meet with some sisters who explained the Bible to me and how to apply the scriptures to my life daily.

I was still living with John at the time. (Six years dating) I was challenged to not live in sexual immorality. On the way home I replayed how this conversation would go, and when I got home our conversations went like this, ‘Hey study was good today, he was still in the bed I learned something new, oh yeah what. We live in sexual immorality what is that he asked so I explained it to him and then said. Either we get married or you move out.’ His response was I will marry you. He asked me to set a date. I told him, no you take off tomorrow and we go to the health department to get the blood test and when it comes back, we will get married. I also explained I lived through hell growing up. I do not want to go to hell for eternity. We did it, we got married to do the right thing. We had a small wedding because his mom wouldn't have it any other way. 

Two weeks later I was baptized On August 5, 1998. It was not easy at first; I had my own everyday struggles to deal with and I was still in the struggle with my abuse.

I was doing good living off God’s promises. I finally felt like I had a purpose. I was sharing my faith with any and everybody, inviting people to church, I would invite people over our house for dinner to get them to come to church. I was on fire for God.

My husband was baptized six months later after I was in Febuary, and we became leaders in the church and life was good.

Then self-sabotaging started to kick in. I was not sure if I could handle being married with all the baggage I was carrying. So I told John I wanted a divorce six months after we were married he said I’m not divorcing you so you need to go call your church sisters and tell them to pray for you. I called one sister she said ok let’s get together and go over proverbs 31. They mentioned words like submit I did not know what that meant, and they kindly explained it. I thought Oh my God. I can’t submit to him. So, we kept praying until my heart was moved to do so.


Time to Seek Help

One time I woke up in the middle of the night and asked John (at this point we been married for six years) if he could take me to a mental institution? He asked why? I told him about the dreams and how I could not take it anymore. I dreamed about the abuse and the best way to describe it was from the Ray Charles movie. Remember when he saw his little brother die, but it was much more intense like the bucket of blood visions and how it haunted him. That was what my nightmares were like. I was seeing things that were extra in my dreams that frightened me. Like people holding me captive tying me down and licking my body or I’m caught in a deep cave with child molesters.

About two years into the church I really started facing my past. I was trying to mend my relationship with my mom. She moved here to Georgia.

I invited my mom to come to church with me and to study the bible. She quickly became defensive and said that was not the place for her. In spite of all that I was able to let my guard down and trust her. I allowed her to be around the grandkids more. I thought over time all wounds would heal. I cut off the people who abused me when I was younger. I was determined not to be like my mom to show my kids a better way, but I was so lost at being a mom, wife, friend and sister. After all, I never had good examples in my life. The bible was teaching me how to apply those teachings to my life. I met an older lady Name Tommy at church who became a mentor to me. She really taught me how to be a wife, mom, sister, and daughter. I was able to open up my emotions with feelings, not just telling a story but living I life of freedom. 

I started asking my mom questions about my past abuse issues and wanted to see if I could still press charges. Her response was “you look fine to me. Why don’t I just leave him be and move on with your life?” I was surprised. She said there was a lot she didn’t remember about what happened and or I didn’t tell her those things. She claimed she didn’t know some of the things that happened to me; she remembered the events that took place but not sure why. I told my mom I forgave her because it was what Jesus would do. In my heart at that time, I don’t think I truly did because it was short lived with anger and resentment. To know that she still kept in touch with the people who abused me really affected me. After all, I forgave her right?

Her friend from Chicago came down to visit and she eventually moved back to Chicago with the same abusive people. I begged her not to go, by telling her how we were getting along repairing our relationship, her being in here near her grandkids life, my brother and sisters had moved here and we could mend things as a family. Her reason for going back was she met a guy and he asked her to marry him and her friends in Chicago said if she moved back to Chicago, they promised her a wedding there. You see, she had never been married and wanted that so badly. She always put a man above all else. She and her boyfriend gave up all they had here in GA. They returned to Chicago and as soon as they got there, she introduced her boyfriend to another lady and sadly he married the other lady instead. I tried to stay in touch with my mom to see if things were ok.

It was a downhill spiral from there. She started back smoking cigarettes after she had quit for fourteen years along with other bad habits. She even went to jail for holding stolen products for her so-called friends.

I was hurt when this happened. I hoped things would get better. Then I became angry all over again. I struggled with forgiving her. I tried to sit down with her before she left to hash some old things but all she could say was, I don’t remember that and the only reason she was abusive was because they told her to do so. She blamed me saying she remembered when I was the one who chose to stay with them. Then I realized I never forgave her; all the old feelings of abuse came back. I hated her again and I wanted her to be sorry for what happened and all I wanted to here her say was I’m sorry.

I see her for what she really was; just selfish. Everything had to be all about her and what she wanted. You were my mom and couldn’t take responsibility for anything that happened. So, I let it be, then my dreams started coming back and I was on a mental rampage with God. I was torn in two. I am trying to do the right thing and you’re not blessing it, on the other hand I needed him to comfort me in every way possible.

The next Sunday after my mom left, I started asking around to see if anyone knew of a good Christian counselor at church. My Christian sister knew of one but never went to see him. I told her at this point I will try whomever she recommended as long as he loves God. Bruce the counselor didn’t take my insurance, so I had to pay out of pocket. It was $120.00 a week. I went every week for three months. We were on a tight budget, but my husband said this was an investment in our marriage. My first day Bruce immediately told me why I couldn’t sleep at night. That was when the majority of the abuse was happening. Bruce started explaining the process of what I would go through, what the healing process would look like and the tools I would need for healing. As far as the tool it included; time, journals, and a support system; meaning people who will support my healing process. He explained, one of the main things I do not want to do is to try and help people understand what I’m going through. That wasn’t my problem to get them to relate to me while I’m going through the process. So, I had to make some tough decisions about the people I allowed in my healing circle.

During this time about a month into counseling. My mom called me to say one of the people who was physically abusive to me had died and asked if I was coming to her funeral. This was the Boss lady youngest daughter Tina who passed away. I told her No. She asked why? I told her I was going to counseling to deal with what happened to me. When I would talk about the abuse, she would say you look fine and you’re doing well so what’s the problem. I hung up on her because I felt like she was not hearing me. The problem was not on the outside, but on the inside. I felt yucky, confused, frustrated, angry, sad, worthless, and was still fighting with God over why I was torn. Why did she call me and ask me that? She knew Tina was abusive to me and her brothers Diablo and Mel were sexually abusive, but I still felt a sense of loyalty. Why? This happened a day before a bible study, so how can I be there mentally when I have this torment going on inside of me? 


Three amigos

Growing up we know that old saying, ‘What happens in this house stays in this house.’ That is why so many houses are messed up and we create so many dysfunctional humans trying to cover up secrets to look manicured while suffering in silence. I get it, but at the same time what is the sacrifice.

I did tell a few friends of my abuse when I was younger, but they were growing up themselves and didn’t know what to do at the time. The one thing I did appreciate was that they listened and sympathized. That helped me to stay in touch with my feelings and emotions. I felt like I got support from them. I would try to stay at their house after school more to see some normality, but I didn’t stay anywhere long as I had chores waiting. One friend's house always had food, so I liked going to visit her not just for that, but her family was always warm and accepting. God had given me the ability to create good relationships with people and connect others within the circle. It was always three of us during school and when I moved to Georgia it was the same way. I created friends at work and school.

When I went through counseling it all connected. I needed a couple of friends that I could share the good, bad and the ugly with. We have those that will ask how’s going, and we would say good that’s sharing the good. Then there are some that will ask how’s it going, and we will say bad and share a little bit about the struggles of the day or the whole week, maybe more details about the marriage, kids and work life. The ugly is the things we vow to take to the grave; the things we feel if I share this, they might not like me anymore or be my friend. Well I had a few friends that I was able to share all three with.  When I went through counseling it was rough mentally and emotionally. My friends took it like a champ and were determined to see me survive. I would come from counseling and didn’t know what type of day I would have according to what I remembered or shared that day, so there were times I was mean on other days I was sad. I also had “ah ha” moments, breakthroughs and so on.

The women God put in my life at this particular time were amazing. They would call me every day not knowing what to expect but assuring me that no matter what they have my back. I remember sharing a story and my Lila sitting there to listen to me cry as I heard her cry in mourning for the little girl inside of me. I hear her saying, “I’m so sorry that happened to you” with no judgment, no shame, no guilt, or no false assurances. That day I felt relieved, regaining trust, openness and feelings connecting with emotions. I had the courage to move on in spite of what anybody thought or felt about it. My husband John was there too. He was extremely supportive. He would even call my counselor and ask him what I would need when I got home. I didn’t know he did that, and my counselor said that was the first for him too. So, God knew it was time for me to heal.

You will need to develop a tight support group of people that you can share and trust through the ugly process. 


Counseling

Boundaries with my mom. I cut her off for two years during this process so I could heal. It was hurtful, but I could not afford any setbacks. I was paying a lot of money to understand how to deal with this past pain. The only way to explain how some of the healing process work for me. Imagine getting your arm cut open and visually seeing the blood, veins, bone, and muscle tissues and you never went to the doctor. You just wrapped it with a cloth, and it started healing on its own visually on the outside it looks like it is healed. But in reality, the inside is still damaged because it was never treated medically. In order to heal correctly a doctor had to go back in and reopen the wound and do some corrective actions. The process will take time to heal correctly and you will start to see the outside scar tissue healing. While on the inside your muscle tissue, veins and bones are being made stronger in the process. Going through counseling, there were a lot of things I had to digest about myself.

After I got away from the abusers. I was the good girl and tried to do things the right way, with the bad girl dying to come out. I had desires in me that I did not want to admit to.

It did not fit in with the world I built around me. I became promiscuous. I struggled with sexual immorality, drank a lot, became cold hearted, unloving, unforgiving, and hateful, but felt justified because my abusers made me like this.

During my counseling sessions I thought it would be ‘aww poor baby. On the contrary, Bruce made me see myself the way God saw me. Bruce said look we have to go back and visit the past to give ownership for what was taken and mourn for the little girl who had no voice or strength to fight. She was helpless but she is not anymore. This will help straighten out the grown woman that you are now and take responsibility for the part of your life you are living now that you know better. Bruce began with giving me homework and a few books to read. Upon reading the first book, I began to see God on a totally different level.

I began thinking, does God cry for us. Do we give God headaches, do we break his heart, and how does He feel about how we take advantage of his mercy and grace? I was broken and joyful at the same time. I see God as a person as real as I see you. When my thinking started to change, the process of my heart was sold out. This is my father, daddy, my savior, and everything he fills in all the holes that’s missing in my life. Without God, my life would look like Swiss cheese.

All things started making sense to me.  I wanted to be free from all burdens. I needed to forgive just as I wanted him to forgive me. I wanted it to be truly from my heart. Like God, I wanted to remember the pain they rendered me no more. I also needed to work within myself. I needed to forgive myself because God did that already for all the things I did growing up.

The times I thought he was not there for me, the things I didn’t like about myself physically and feeling like God made mistakes with how he made me. I became more confident just knowing that there is no one else in the world like me. I was made with purpose and the more I sat in this place the more I felt like I knew what God intended me to be. My purpose was made clear. I need God to survive, I need God to be my superhero.

I would go back to counseling with a whole new outlook. I told Bruce about an event that happened to me and he cried. We talked about me crying. I told him I don’t do that anymore. When I saw him cry, I started crying; I couldn’t believe it. My feelings and emotions started coming back. I was so happy to cry. I did have a sister ask me if I had feelings. I looked at her crazy and said ah yes and you just hurt them. She said it didn't seem like it. I now knew what she was talking about now.

So, as the healing continued, the deeper God and I had to go. I had to write my mom and my abuser a letter stating what happened including the things I suffered physically, mentally, emotionally, and the abuse I brought on myself because of this. My mom immediately went into defense mode. I asked her to let me finish first then she could speak her mind. She did wait until I finished and after that she had nothing else to say but I’m sorry. Finally, I received what I’d waited years for from her, an apology. But it didn’t matter anymore if she did or not, I was at the place to heal. Then I called Diablo. He listened as well and said he was sorry. He then asked if I could pray for him and I did. At that moment, I was done; I was free.

About four years later after counseling I found out that John was having an affair and wanted a divorce. After 10 years of marriage seventeen years total. This was devastating. I couldn’t believe it.

It was not just an affair; he fell in love with her and I couldn’t compete with that. The look in his eyes said everything to me. He didn’t love me anymore. I did put up a fight in the beginning then I started using my tools from counseling. My self-image was good. I knew there was nothing he could say that would make me think it was my fault. The divorce was quick. I found out about the affair in December and we were divorced in February.

I sat in the lawyer’s office still in disbelief. He was the breadwinner at the time. I had just started as an intern with the Hotel chain and that didn’t pay a lot of money. It was not enough to sustain the household. I remember being in the fetal position on the floor praying to God for provision through this. Then I recited in my head, do not worry, do not worry. I got up and read the scripture Matthew 6:25-34 Do Not worry

“Therefore, I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you will eat or drink; or about your body, what you will wear. Is not life more than food, and the body more than clothes? Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more valuable than they? Can any one of you by worrying add a single hour to your life? “And why do you worry about clothes? See how the flowers of the field grow. They do not labor or spin. Yet I tell you that not even Solomon in all his splendor was dressed like one of these. If that is how God clothes the grass of the field, which is here today and tomorrow is thrown into the fire, will he not much more clothe you—you of little faith? So do not worry, saying, ‘What shall we eat?’ or ‘What shall we drink?’ or ‘What shall we wear?’ For the pagans run after all these things, and your heavenly Father knows that you need them. But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well. 

After I read it so many times before, this time it meant so much more. My eyes were opened to what Jesus was saying, “Do not worry”. God promised us food, clothing, and shelter. Giving us any of our desires is extra like gravy on potatoes. I started looking around and seeing things I did not need and sold it. I always had the question in the back of my mind as I was in a store. Is it a need? or a want? Do I really need this? or do I want this? With that attitude I was able to save money, tithe faithfully, pay off my car, pay my bills and had money left over. 

In the earlier part of this book I told my story about what I went through, what I struggled with and how I was able to move past some hurt, insecurities and forgive those that hurt me emotionally, physically, sexually, and mentally. 

I share my story hoping to give hope to the hopeless. I was at a point where I felt like my life was already planned out for me to fail. Even though I tried to make the changes mentally, I always felt defeated. The abuse I suffered affected all areas of my life, but I didn’t know how to get the help I needed to transition from survivor to thriver. I allowed God to lead the way for healing through the scriptures and they softened my heart enough to forgive.

Forgiveness gave me freedom to take back my power and set a healthy distance between me and those who were not supportive. It is especially important to set boundaries to see clearly what God is doing. This was a process that I was open and ready for. I asked God for a full life; not to be rich with money, houses and cars but in love, compassion, mercy and grace. I was a tough cookie.

All things God makes have value, we let the world devalue and take away so much that God becomes a clutter. We wonder if He exists at all. Some of the stories you read were who I was without God and a lot of who God molded me to be. I'm still a work in progress. It was not until I had nothing else to lose, that with God all things made sense. There are always more stories to share, but I chose what was more important for me to work on. I am writing this not to say this is a sad story even though it’s all true, but to tell the beginning of my greatest story yet to come. There were so many people I could accuse of saying they messed up my life but there are equal amounts that God uses to straighten my life as well. My son gave me something to live for. My daughter taught me how to get in touch with my feelings. I could never express in words to those people who helped me along the way. I'm just blessed that they loved God just as much as I did. And for those that did not see God the way I did, I am grateful for them too and could only hope I was an example to follow. I have been asked what I would have changed or done differently, and that question twenty-two years later is nothing. I just wished I had known God sooner. All glory to God. I am always open to studying the bible with others and open to share my life.


Forgiveness

Forgiveness is a major step in the direction of freedom. It took me a minute to get here because I felt like I had that right to hold on to forgiveness, but it showed up in many areas of my life and I felt jailed. I questioned myself every time I was around my mom. I could feel the change in my heart, my emotions, my demeanor and my face and everyone else could see it too. Earlier in the book I talked about the conversations I had with my mom, my perpetrator and forgiveness of myself. Once I was able to give ownership back to her for what happened and free her from feeling how I was feeling, I got better.

I know we heard the forgiveness is not for the other person but for you that is very true. When I read the Bible and Jesus on the cross cried “forgive them for they know not what they do”; I was broken for they know not what they do. Can this be true if they know this was wrong? Then I looked at it from His perspective. I did things I knew were wrong but I didn’t know it put him on the cross like: sexual immoral, unforgiveness, cussing, stealing, hatred, discord, jealously, fits of rage, drunkenness, and lying. So, I got to thinking if they knew better, they would do better. Why because the God I serve will not be a part of that. I will let the conscience sear the heart and brain and there is no change you just created your own jail. So how many times do I want to keep putting Jesus on the cross knowingly? I was free and the jail cell was open for me to walk out once I said those three big words... I Forgive You and meant it. Don’t get me wrong it was easier said than done. I had to forgive every day until my heart matched my actions. Now it is a thing of the past.

So please find it in your heart to desire freedom. Below are some scriptures that helped me to walk in forgiveness. 

Colossians 3:13                                                                                                                                Bear with each other and forgive one another if any of you has a grievance against someone. Forgive as the Lord forgave you.

Matthew 6:14-16

14 For if you forgive other people when they sin against you, your heavenly Father will also forgive you. 15 But if you do not forgive others their sins, your Father will not forgive your sins.

Ephesians 4:31-32                                                                                                                                                31 get rid of all bitterness, rage and anger, brawling and slander, along with every form of malice. 32 Be kind and compassionate to one another, forgiving each other, just as in Christ God forgave you.

Acts 3:19                                                                                                                                      Repent, then, and turn to God, so that your sins may be wiped out, that times of refreshing may come from the Lord,

Matthew 6:9-15                                                                                                                                 “This, then, is how you should pray: ‘Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name, 10 your kingdom come, your will be done, on earth as it is in heaven. 11 Give us today our daily bread. 12 And forgive us our debts, as we also have forgiven our debtors. 13 And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from the evil one.’ 14 For if you forgive other people when they sin against you, your heavenly Father will also forgive you. 15 But if you do not forgive others their sins, your Father will not forgive your sins.

Why is it so hard to forgive?

What rights do you feel holding on to unforgiveness gives you?

Do you think unforgiveness is for you or the other person? Why?

Who is it that you need to forgive?

Why should God forgive you?

How many times should you forgive those who sinned against you?

If you are playing, God what is the standard of rules you are accountable for? And if you are not playing God what must you do?


Healing

I had to pray and fast. The Bible said that’s the only way to get rid of some of those demons. I beg God to heal me; it was not just the mental but physically as well. The mental it will start affecting you physically as well with headaches, tiredness, and aching bones. Earlier in the book, I mentioned if you were prescribed medication by all means please follow your doctor’s orders. The brain is an organ like any other. I couldn’t sleep at night. That is because that was when most of my abuse accrued and the dreams would come. I had to work during the day, so I felt like a hamster running in circles. Once I believed in the scriptures of healing and got myself ready by committing them to memory daily for a mental war it was on. Like Jesus in the desert, whatever Satan came at me with I knew the Holy Spirit would help. I knew God saw me in the fight and the faith that I had in him I was ready.

Paul talks about the thorn in his side that keeps him close to God. I felt like this was my thorn whenever I was not deeply rooted in the word the nightmares would come back. That meant for me God has got my attention back focused. In Corinthians Paul talks about if we don’t know what to pray for the Holy Spirit will intercede for us and partition to Jesus. What we need God has given us the tools.  Let’s get ready to rumble.

	Mark 9:23 If He heals the broken hearted and binds up their wounds.
 Luke 8:50 you can’?” said Jesus. “Everything is possible for one who believes.”
 James 5:14-15 is anyone among you sick? Let them call the elders of the church to pray over them and anoint them with oil in the name of the Lord. And the prayer offered in faith will make the sick person well; the Lord will raise them up. If they have sinned, they will be forgiven. 


	Proverbs 17: 22 A cheerful heart is good medicine, but a crushed spirit dries up the bones.
James 5:16 Therefore confess your sins to each other and pray for each other so that you may be healed. The prayer of a righteous person is powerful and effective. 


	Jeremiah 17:14 Heal me, Lord, and I will be healed; save me and I will be saved,
  for you are the one I praise.
Matthew 9:12 on hearing this, Jesus said, “It is not the healthy who need a doctor, but the sick.”
Power
We have the power; God has given it to us through his word and assured us we will be ok with Him. We have allowed others to take our power and leave us defenseless. The power that was taken at an early age we can reclaim is one of my favorite scriptures. Psalm 56:4 in God whose words I praise in God I trust I will not be afraid of what mortal man can do to me. That gave me power a man can do no more than what God allows. I gained my strength to stand up for what I believed in, what was right and just. The man is not more powerful than God. What is for me is for me and I will not allow any man to have power over me any more to the point that I feel I was not fit for this world anymore. My fear was broken, the chains of demons no longer live here. I will call on the name of the lord when my spirit is tempted. My trust is in God not man.

What causes you to fear? 



What are some ways you can take your power back?

What ways did God give you power?


What is the power you need to stand up for?


1 Corinthians 6:14 And God raised the Lord and will also raise us up by his power.
Luke 11:20 But if it is by the finger of God that I cast out demons, then the kingdom of God has come upon you. 

Corinthians 13:4 for he was crucified in weakness but lives by the power of God. For we also are weak in him, but in dealing with you we will live with him by the power of God.

Matthew 19:26 But Jesus looked at them and said, “With man this is impossible, but with God all things are possible.”

Self Esteem
As you have read, I struggled with my hand a lot and my nose being flat but I figured if there was something I did not like about me then God made a mistake. We all know God doesn't make mistakes.  I had to believe that I am the only design and God broke the mole with me. There are things God assigned to me that no one else can do. When we know what our purpose and his will is nothing and no one can hold you back except you. This is where my journey begins to loving myself. For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. When we create something, and it works, how excited are we as the inventor? The same is with God; “we were fearfully and wonderfully made”. God took his time to design you.


What are some things you don’t like about yourself that you need to give over to God? 




List five features you absolutely love about yourself and thank God for them.

Now list ways you can overcome the ones you don’t.
Psalm 139:13–14 for you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful,
I know that full well.

Philippians 1:6 being confident of this, that he who began a good work in you will carry it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus.

Hebrews 4:16 Let us then approach God’s throne of grace with confidence, so that we may receive mercy and find grace to help us in our time of need.
Hebrews 10:35–36 so do not throw away your confidence; it will be richly rewarded. You need to persevere so that when you have done the will of God, you will receive what he has promised.


Boundaries
In order to go through the process of healing you must set some boundaries. Boundaries cannot be negotiated like negotiating your relationship with God or you will have setbacks. There are times when devastating things will happen and we want to deal with it in the flesh, which will not be good. It can be dangerous if you are not close to God or Godly people. You have to take it to God and remember your support system. Once you decide you will work through this, all kinds of demons will come at you. It will be your mom, your dad, your sister, your spouse, and your best friend literally against you. They will tell you what you need and what you don’t need but all during the suffering they had no advice. The Bible said you must love them less and Him more. Actually, it says to hate them which means (love less). I can’t stress enough how boundaries are very important. Keep your ‘good, bad and ugly friends’ close. You will need them. 

What must we do in order to go through the Healing process?

Who should we love less?

Why is it important to have boundaries?

Who are some people you need to set boundaries with? And why?


Psalm 34:18 The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit. 

1 Peter 2:9 But you are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a people for God’s own possession, to proclaim the virtues of Him who called you out of darkness into His marvelous light.

Psalms 147:14 He makes peace in your borders; he fills you with the finest of the wheat.

Proverbs 15:25 The Lord tears down the house of the proud but maintains the widow's boundaries.

Proverbs 24:11 Rescue those who are being taken away to death; hold back those who are stumbling to the slaughter.


EXTRA
Here are some scriptures I used along the way to help me stay focused during my journey.
2nd Corinthians 1:3-6
Praise to the God of All Comfort
3Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and the God of all comfort, 4who comforts us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves receive from God. 5For just as we share abundantly in the sufferings of Christ, so also our comfort abounds through Christ. 6If we are distressed, it is for your comfort and salvation; if we are comforted, it is for your comfort, which produces in you patient endurance of the same sufferings we suffer.


Looking back those nights I cried myself to sleep. I know now in those times God comforted me. He gave me the gift of perseverance to push through and have compassion for others. I tell this story because there is life after this. It's what you make it. God has put it on my heart to start HUSH Inc; a non-profit for survivors of domestic abuse. This is the way to comfort others with the comfort I received from God.
  

List the person you would become with the struggles in your life with out God 

List five reasons why you are not that person?

List some ways you can help the next person with the help God has given you?


God has allowed me to see people where they are, not what they should be or judge them for where they are now. I don’t know your story but I know Jesus and He said Father forgive them for they know not what they do, and many times I needed someone to look at me and say the same. We also need to look at ourselves and say that too.


Proverbs 22:3 the prudent see danger and take refuge, but the simple keep going and pay the penalty.
We are all surrounded by circumstances that we feel like there is no way out. God always has a back door for us and an angel waiting to show us the way to the Holy Spirit. We can’t be simple people. God gives each of us gifts and asks him to show you what they are. Especially when we know what the penalty is. I saw a situation and knew right where it was leading me. It was like looking at the future for me and kids.


What dangers do you see ahead for the future if you don’t take refuge? 

What cost do you have to count not to live like the people who think they have all the time in the world?

Name the angles (people) God has put in place for you to take refuge.
God had plans for me all along but I didn’t pay attention until the danger became too much, the cost became way too much to bear.
Proverbs 22:5 in the paths of the wicked are snares and pitfalls, but those who would preserve their life stay far from them.
 

In the back of my mind I was thinking why God, why me. We can always see the bad things right away but now I know God was only teaching me the skills I needed to survive. When I looked at the glass as half full, not empty the brighter side was. I knew how to clean my house, how to cook, and buy a meal on the best budget. Eventually I went to culinary school and ran restaurants for a living and made good money.

What are some life lessons you learned along the way you felt like was not necessary?

What are three pitfalls God saved you from you see now but not back then when it was happening?

What has caused you to develop the tough skin you have now?


Sometimes the plans other people have for you may prepare you for the life purpose God intended for you to have.
 Psalm 10:14 14But you, God, see the trouble of the afflicted; you consider their grief and take it in hand. The victims commit themselves to you; you are the helper of the fatherless. 

My earthly father’s life was short lived, and my mom was abusive, but I had a heavenly daddy all the long who guided me through life’s journey. God saw my affliction and took my grief in His hand. There are so many things that I felt went wrong in my life, but I see now how it could have been so much worse.

How were your mother and father good parents?

Did they show you the image of Jesus?

Do you look at God like an earthly parent?

What people in your life do you see display Jesus' character ?

God is not like our earthly parents who are human with flaws. How is He different?


Jeremiah 29:11-12 11 For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. 12 Then you will call on me and come and pray to me, and I will listen to you.
Some of the insecurities were because of my abuse. I always felt like I was not good enough, not smart enough, not pretty enough, and definitely not brave enough with these thoughts constantly at the forefront of my mind that allowed me not to be 100% in whatever I did. I felt defeated at times before I even started. God said you will call me, he will listen. The plans the enemy and I had for myself was not the plans God had for my future. My heart went out to those who suffered in silence to start the journey of future plans. 

What are some insecurities you are still holding on to?

What are some generational curses you need to break?

What character has God molded in you for his purpose?

Can you identify more with strengths than your weaknesses that God has given you?

List five things you know you’re good at.

List five things you know you’re not so good at.


What I realized is that the hard things I went through was to mold my character into what God needed me to be for his purpose. To help pass it along to build others up. My weakness I show to allow others to help build me up as well look for opportunities always to improve yourself. 

Romans 12:2
2 Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is: his good, pleasing and perfect will.
 

This is the key to peace and secrete to living life to the fullest. I had to retain the scriptures myself to see me the way God does. I constantly retrained my thoughts using the scriptures. I had to fast from a lot of worldly things.  Even if it was the type of music and TV shows I watched, that also can trigger abuse memories, before I watched a movie I looked it up to see if it was ok for me to see. The scriptures are used to fight the enemy mentally and give us wisdom when memories come up. I would say I know this is the trick of the enemy and clear my mind to ask for God’s help. Then I would create a pure vision to stay focused on what God wants for our lives. Imagine being a Hero to someone who doesn't know where to start. Please by all means if you need medications and it is prescribed by a certified medical physician continue to do so.

How will you defeat the thoughts that keep us from moving forward?

What scriptures are we using to keep up with the attacks?

What is the key to living life to the fullest?

We know we are in a war spiritually and the enemy tries to attack when we are weak, being transformed allows us to see him clearly with a renewed mind and spirit. Become prepared daily with scriptures we are all subjects to the enemy, but no weapon formed against us can defeat us when we are prepared.


Exodus 20:5 you shall not bow down to them or worship them; for I, the Lord your God, am a jealous God, punishing the children for the sin of the parents to the third and fourth generation of those.
I met an older lady at church who became my mentor as we opened the Bible together, I learned a lot. Being around her family showed me that I can break those generational curses before they impact the next generation. Thankfully, neither of my kids were sexually, physically or verbally abused. Of course, I was not the perfect parent by all means, but I knew what I was not going to allow it to happen to them. I started some good, positive, meaningful traditions that can be passed down. We always sat down at the table together for dinner and talked. The Christmas tree we put up every year on Thanksgiving night. We always purchased extra toys that the kids picked out to give away. That older lady from church – my mentor – still imparts wisdom to me that is very useful until this day. I’m thankful for the type of person God intended for me to be. The blessing he had instore for me not curses.


What are some generational curses you need to break moving forward? 

What are some generational blessings you can start with your family?

Who are some family members you need to pray over to acknowledge in order to break the curse?


Be consistent with getting with your immediate family to turn things around. It is different to start out but the return is good in the end.


 Jeremiah 18:12 God's Plan Gods Plan imagination God's Plan For Us Heart, Fallen And Redeemed Plans Fools, Characteristics Of Evil Devices evil, origins of Hardness Of Heart
But they will say, ‘It’s hopeless! For we are going to follow our own plans, and each of us will act according to the stubbornness of his evil heart.’ 

As I walked home, I would look up to the sky thinking there is really nothing up there. Even though I cried my face off, I was determined. This would be the last one, yes, I will shed no more tears after this. I said pull it together, you can’t let people see your pain, your hurt or weakness.
 

Yep this was the day I made up my mind to follow my own plan. I will not let evil fester in my heart so I couldn’t feel anything anymore and when I start to feel I would remind myself of the deal I made with myself.
How many of us feel like God sees our struggles and won’t do anything about it? Why is that?

How do you think God should rescue you?

Do we think we know better than God?

Looking back on some choices, what would you have done differently?

What was a better choice that God made for you?

When did you decide to allow the stubbornness to settle in your heart?

This could be a conscious or subconscious decision.

We always think our plan is better, but God leads us straight to his plan. It just takes a little longer when we do it our way. God is the author and protector of our faith. He already wrote the book. It's just a matter of time before we get there.

Acts 17:26 from one man he made every nation of men that they should inhabit the whole earth; and he determined the times set for them and the exact places where they should live.
It was not until God knew my heart was ready to receive him He put me where I needed to be to see him. The lady I met called me. I was eager to see what God had to say when I opened his word, so I met with her and it was life changing. I continued to meet with some sisters who explained the bible to me and how to apply the scriptures to my life.


Name a time you knew God was reaching out to you and you turned away. 

Think back on that time, were you ready? Or did you feel you had more time?

God is still waiting on you, don't keep thinking you have more time.


When we ask God for something and He gives it to us we have to be ready to receive it with arms and eyes wide open, and when he says not right now or not we have to embrace it the same way he always knows what is best for us.


  Psalm 56:4 4In God, whose word I praise- in God I trust and am not afraid. What can mere mortals do to me?
Sometimes we have people in our life for a season but we make them lifelong because of the season we went through with them but sometimes these relationships remember loyalty to God and yourself first and God will position the people we need. When it’s time to move on God will guide you to your next journey and don't hold each other back because of fear.
  

Who are some people in your life that you need to remove in order to get better?

Who are some people in your life you trust more than God?

Why is it better to trust him and allow him to protect you than those around you?


In order to deal with my past I had to let go of some people who kept reminding me of that, and it affected my life from moving forward. Sometimes we give men more power than we give God. We have to know man can do no more than what we or God allows. Using the Holy Spirit, the thing in my life that I put my trust in, in order to let God protect me.
Isaiah 64:6 all of us have become like one who is unclean, and all our righteous acts are like filthy rags; we all shrivel up like a leaf, and like the wind our sins sweep us away.

I had become no better than my abusers. I had to ask God to forgive me. When I realized I was no better than them I was broken and decided I wanted to be different. It allowed me to be free and heal and take responsibility for my own actions.

Who and what actions are you responsible for now that you know better?

What are things you need to change to allow God to be pleased with you?

Is there anyone that you think you are better than?

What does God say about that?

Even our righteous deeds are like filthy rags, so what we do for others should be out of the kindness of our hearts. We should see others the way God sees them with the compassion he sees us with. Have mercy and Grace on yourself as God does and see others with the same everyone has a story. Don’t get swept away in your sin.

Genesis 1:27 So God created mankind in his own, in the image of God he created them; male and female he created them.

I thanked him for all my trials because when I think back over periods of my life, I saw the drownings he saved me from. My past would have led me to death physically and spiritually, His purpose would have not been filled by me.

What is the image the world says we should live by?

Now compare that to God's word.

When the creator creates, and it works how excited is the creator?

What are some mind-blowing things you want God to see in you?


This revelation set me up for a healthy self-image. I might not have otherwise known. We are made in His image with the power He has given to us. We read the Bible and see the miracles that ordinary men performed to God if you believe in Him through faith, we are those men.  He feels what we do. He wants a better you, a better life, a better legacy. We are his chosen people. 

What are you leaving behind in your Legacy?    
Matthew 6: 31-34


When we worry about tomorrow what do we miss out on, and what are we telling God? 

What are the three things God promised us He will provide us with?

What does the world teach us that we deserve or are entitled to?

What are some things we need to let go in order to be free of worry?
 

When my focus shifted to being grateful, God took care of all my needs.
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