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Introduction: When God Pulls You from the Table There comes a moment in life when your soul knows what your mind isn’t ready to face. You’ve been sitting at a table that looks full but leaves you empty, smiling with your mouth while your heart is starving, surrounded by what seems like peace but carries the weight of slow death. You convince yourself to hold on a little longer, to be loyal to what doesn’t love you back, to keep enduring patterns that drain you because leaving feels like failure. But deep inside, there is a whisper—a whisper that doesn’t fade, a whisper that grows louder until you can’t deny it anymore. That whisper is the voice of God saying, This is not where you belong. 

And it’s not a voice of condemnation. It’s not a voice of shame. It’s the voice of rescue. The same voice that lifted prophets from caves, that turned slaves into a nation, that breaks chains with one word—it’s the same voice calling you up from the table that was never meant to feed you. 

This book was birthed in the tension of that moment—between staying and leaving, between loyalty and liberation, between being the version they tried to control and becoming the version God ordained. It’s written for the ones who never got closure, the ones who slipped out the back door of toxic rooms without saying a word, the ones who bled in silence and smiled through their own funeral of self. It’s for those rebuilding from ruins, piecing back together what was buried beneath fake peace and poisoned promises. 

The Poison Was Dressed in Peace is not just a title—it is a testimony of survival, a declaration of identity, a deliverance for anyone who has been tricked by pretty lies. These pages are not just words, they are a lifeline thrown into deep waters. They are healing poured into broken cracks. They are reminders that freedom doesn’t always come with applause; sometimes it comes in quiet exits, in slammed doors, in walking away from crumbs when your spirit was designed for the feast. 

Every reflection, every scripture, every affirmation written here is for the soul that refuses to stay stuck, for the spirit that remembers what it feels like to breathe again, for the heart that believed walking away was weakness but will discover in every chapter that leaving was the first step into destiny. 

Because God didn’t just pull you away. He pulled you up. He pulled you into a higher seat, a safer space, a freer life. And where He’s taking you—there is no room for crumbs, no tolerance for counterfeits, no settling for what pretends to be peace but poisons your future. 

This is your healing. This is your rising. This is your new table. 





Chapter One: The Table Was Never Meant for Me 


Spoken Word Intro 

I was begging for crumbs at a table God never set. 

A table dressed up in false comfort, 

decorated with routine, 

but the plate was always empty. 

And the wine? 

Poisoned with pretense, 

poured with fake smiles, 

served with hollow promises. 

I mistook survival for belonging. 

I mistook silence for peace. 

I mistook being tolerated for being loved. 

So I sat there 

smiling, starving, 

telling myself this is what faithfulness looks like. 

Telling myself loyalty meant swallowing my own hunger. 

But God 

God stepped into the room without an invitation. 

And when He showed up, He didn’t negotiate. 

He didn’t ask permission. 

He flipped the table mid-laugh, mid-lie, mid-sentence, 

and He said, 

“You were never supposed to dine in dishonor.” 

 

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

Sometimes the table isn’t broken—it just ain’t yours. 

You stayed because you were loyal. 

You stayed because you believed in the people around you. You stayed because you thought your endurance proved your love. You told yourself, “They need me. I can’t walk away. I’ll just keep giving until they finally see my worth.” 

But you were never fed. 

You were drained. 

You were silenced. 

You were dimmed. 

You started to shrink just to fit in the chair. 

You lowered your voice just to keep the peace. 

You wore masks that suffocated your own reflection. 

And still you said, “Maybe if I sit a little longer…” 

But God knew the longer you stayed, the more you’d forget the feast He designed for you. 

The more you’d confuse survival with purpose. 

The more you’d settle for crumbs when He was preparing a table that overflows. So He pulled you. 

Not because He was angry. 

Not because you failed. 

But because He loved you too much to watch you starve at a counterfeit table. You weren’t kicked out. 

You were carried out. 

You weren’t rejected. 

You were rescued. 

 

Scripture 

Isaiah 55:2 (NLT) 

“Why spend your money on food that does not give you strength? Why pay for food that does you no good? Listen to me, and you will eat what is good. You will enjoy the finest food.” 

 

Journaling Prompts 

●  Where have I mistaken endurance for purpose? 

●  What tables have I stayed at because I feared being alone more than 

being unfulfilled? 

●  What patterns have I called “loyalty” when really they were keeping me 

from growth? 

●  How can I shift from surviving on crumbs to preparing for God’s feast? 

