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dedication

This book is
dedicated to my husband, Tony.

You are a man of action married to a woman who
loves words. You’re steady and still while I tear up the world.
Thank you for letting me fly freely even when you don’t understand
an intuitive-feeling, right-brain creative.

To Trinity, my beloved. You are the reason I
kept living during my season of deep rooted anxiety and depression.
I’m grateful for you and your explosive excitement for life.

To Sway, my “always little” baby. You live
life outside the box. I admire you tremendously. You have taught me
so much more in your four years of life than I could have ever
learned on my own.


introduction

There was a
long pause as I sat in the car with the phone up to my ear. I felt
so much anxiety fill my body.

“That’s exactly it, Tony,” I said to my
husband as excitement and fear jolted through me. “We say we’ll do
whatever and go wherever to bring hope and healing to others. We
say we’ll go wherever God wants to send us and yet we hold on to
our safety post. We allow Him to navigate our lives as long as we
get to hold on to our safety post. Yesterday I prayed that God
would open me up and remove anything that’s not from Him. I asked
Him to remove anything that’s hindering me. I know He’s saying it’s
time to let go. I’m pressing forward, babe.”

Tony was silent. So was I.

I had devoted my life to Jesus for five
years at this point. I was head over heels in love. I was all
in.

I had a cold. I had been coughing my head
off for two weeks and about to see the doctor. There were a few
minutes left to wrap up my conversation before my appointment. I
took a wheezy breath, coughed, and said, “I don’t want this safety
or control anymore. I’m letting go.”

~

I got fired from my job. I had only worked
there for three months. Everything was going great until I
decorated my office and put a photo of my, at the time,
three-year-old daughter on the desk.

My boss walked by to see the decor and
scoped out the picture. “Your daughter is cute,” he said. “She’s so
brown. Is your husband brown?”

‘What the...?’ I thought. I’m sure my face
portrayed exactly what I was thinking.

“Are you asking me if my daughter is
biracial?” “Yes,” he said.

I responded, “She is biracial.” “Oh, cool.
She’s cute,” he said.

From that day forward my boss stopped
talking to me. We had connected so well since I had started working
there. We had daily meetings. And now, he was saying nothing to me
and avoiding me at all costs. A coworker shared that he was racist,
but I didn’t believe it. He just didn’t seem like the racist type.
But something was definitely off. I confronted him head-on. “Are
you treating me different because my husband is black and I’m
white?”

He acted appalled. “How dare you ask me
that?”

“I’m just asking. You have not been the same
toward me ever since you saw the picture of Trinity on my desk and
found out she was biracial. What changed?”

“Nothing. I’m just busy,” he said.

The next day he fired me. Oh, sorry. He
“laid me off.”

This is what sparked my conversation with my
husband about letting go and trusting God even when we couldn’t
understand. I was still processing the termination and the grounds
for termination. I was told it was because my role and the Director
of Operations’ role were pretty much the same thing, there was no
need for both of us. I had been married to Tony for six years, and
to my knowledge had never experienced discrimination for being in
an interracial relationship.

Prior to this job, I had been a stay at home
mom for six months after being let go from a company that was
literally shut down by the IRS and FBI for fraud, money laundering,
and a lot of other stuff you hear about in the news, but never
really ever happens to you. Well, it happened to me.

I had left a job of five years for this
great opportunity, just to get five months in and have the FBI raid
my place of employment. All of us employed by this particular
company learned we had no health benefits, even though premiums had
been coming out of our pay checks, and that we were all terminated
- effective immediately - because the company didn’t exist
anymore.

Yeah, so that happened.

Six months after being unemployed, my
husband and I decided it was time for me to go back to work to help
our family financially. I went back to work just to get “laid off”
three months later because my daughter was brown. On top of the
stresses that come along with being unemployed and the grief of
discrimination, I had this stupid cold that wouldn’t go away.

~

I hung up the phone with my husband, and
just sat in the

car for another minute. I felt peace about
letting go. I didn’t want to just say that God was Lord over my
life; I wanted to actually let Him be Lord over my life and let Him
lead me. I went into my appointment and shared my concerns about my
cough and chest congestion. What happened next stopped my life
completely for the next year, and altered me forever. The doctor
did her routine vitals check. You know the drill; “Open your
mouth, stick out your tongue, say, aaahh.” I figured she would
feel my glands, check my blood pressure, write a prescription and
I’d head home. She did all the routine checks, but when she checked
my blood pressure, a confused look crossed her face.

“Hm,” she said. “Let me see your other
arm.”

I stretched out my left arm and she checked
my blood pressure, again. She looked perplexed.

“Your blood pressure is really high,” she
said. “We’ll want to keep an eye on that.”

She then told me I had a virus and it would
need to run its course. I walked out of the office. As the door
closed behind me a single thought was stuck in my mind; “Your blood
pressure is really high.”

I had never been told anything was wrong
with me. Ever. In fact, I had worked very hard to please and
perfect just to avoid anyone ever telling me something was wrong
with me in regard to any and all areas of my life.

I pondered what it could mean as I stood
outside in the parking lot digging my keys out of my purse. I drove
to the daycare to pick my daughter up, when I realized I didn’t
have a snack or juice for her - an absolute necessity for a
peaceful ride home. I stopped by the Rite-Aid near her daycare. As
I skimmed the junk snack aisle, trying to decide between Gold Fish
or Doritos, I suddenly felt like I couldn’t breathe. The more I
tried to catch my breath, the harder it was to breathe. My vision
grew hazy. I felt as though I would black out. I threw down the
Gold Fish and Doritos, ran out of the store and sat on a bench
nearby.

My heart was racing. My palms were sweating.
I was shaking and still having a hard time breathing. I called my
husband and told him something was wrong with me and I needed to go
home immediately. I could not get our daughter from school.
Something was seriously wrong. He agreed to pick our daughter up
and told me to go home and rest.

I drove home. It was the longest and
scariest ride ever. I kept feeling as though I would black out. I
couldn’t get home fast enough. I was so scared but eventually made
it home. I ran up the steps to our apartment, threw my bags on the
floor, ran to the bedroom and buried myself in the bed. I was
afraid to move. I found a sense of calm again, but was afraid if I
moved this crazy thing would start happening again.

It would have been nice to have a friend I
could call, who might offer some comfort, but I was in a season of
life where my relationships were broken. All of my old friends
seemed stuck in the past. I had to decide if I was going to stay
where they were, or move on without them. I’d had enough of their
drama, back-biting and small-mindedness. I had broken those ties
months earlier. Now I was on my own.

I tried to watch a movie to find relief, but
it was no use. I was so overstimulated that the tiniest details of
the movie overwhelmed me. It wasn’t even a new movie. I’d watched
it before. Why was this so hard?

Tony came home and found me huddled in the
bedroom.

He hugged me close to him. “Are you okay?”
he asked.

“I don’t know what happened. The doctor told
me I had a virus, that I was okay, but my blood pressure was high.
I was fine, and then I got really ill and felt weird. I thought I
was having a heart attack.”

Tony suggested I try to rest. I laid there
for a while with my mind racing all over the place. Eventually I
fell asleep.

The next day I woke up and felt fine. I was
so relieved to be back to normal. I just wanted to get my day
started by taking my daughter to daycare. I had told her I’d take
her by the local bakery and get her a muffin.

Trinity and I went to the bakery and waited
in line as we scouted the breakfast pastries. Standing there, it
happened again. My heart started beating fast. I felt faint. I
began to freak out. Fear overwhelmed me. I was afraid of...
something. But there was nothing to be afraid of.

I somehow managed to hold it together long
enough to get through ordering and paying for our pastries without
looking like a complete lunatic, but it wasn’t easy. It didn’t help
that the cashier and her coworkers chose this particular moment to
comment on how beautiful my daughter was.

Her hair is so amazing! What a sweet
personality! How old is she?

Can’t they see I was freaking out? I thought
as I fake-smiled back at them. Stop talking to my kid! Give me my
carbs and leave us alone.

They eventually let up, I snatched the
pastry bag from the cashier’s hand and made a mad dash to my car. I
burst out crying and called my husband. “I’m dying. Something is
wrong with me!”

“Okay. I hear you, April,” he tried to talk
me down off the ledge. “I’ve been through something similar before.
Go to the hospital. I’ll meet you there.”

I managed to drop my daughter off at daycare
and made it to the hospital. I felt safe with my husband, but I
felt safer being at the hospital. I told the nurse at reception I
was having chest pains and trouble breathing. She placed a red
piece of paper on my clipboard chart and told me someone would be
with me shortly. Apparently, the red paper clipboards get priority.
I was called back almost immediately.

My vitals were taken. All were okay. An EKG
was performed. All was well.

The doctor examined me. He told me I was
fine.

That should all be incredibly encouraging,
right? But it wasn’t encouraging. It was discouraging. I was not
fine. I was not well. I was not okay!

“I don’t feel fine,” I told the doctor. I
felt fine two days ago. I’m not fine now. This doesn’t feel like
fine.”

“All your tests say you’re fine,” he
answered. “Your blood work says you’re fine. Your EKG says you’re
fine. You’re fine.” He gave me a doctorly pat on the shoulder and
explained, “I think you’ve just become very aware of what’s going
on around you and in you. There’s like this curtain in your mind
that keeps you from being overstimulated. It keeps you from feeling
your shirt on your skin, or your shoes on your feet. Your curtain
has just opened up a bit wider, so You’re taking in more sensory
input than normal. It’s normal that you might feel overwhelmed. But
trust me ... You’re fine.”

That’s what he left me with. “You’re
fine.”

I took his word for it. I left the hospital
and drove back home. I was tired. I was scared. I was defeated. I
was numb. But I wasn’t fine.

Days went by and I still wasn’t fine. My
life had altered. Something had drastically changed in my head. I
wasn’t normal anymore, that was for sure. Apparently, this was my
new life. This was my new normal.

I’ve always been told, be careful what you
wish for. Or in this case, be careful what you pray for. I didn’t
realize that praying for God to open me up and remove anything that
was hindering me, would ever look like this.

I didn’t realize that having a revelation
that I’m ready to let go of safety and control could actually
elevate my blood pressure. I didn’t realize that the elevated blood
pressure would so quickly be picked up during my vitals check. And
I surely didn’t know that the fear of something being wrong with my
health would trap me in debilitating fear, anxiety and panic
attacks for the next whole year.

I had a revelation to let go. I wanted to
let go. I really did. But God knew to get me to surrender, He’d
have to wrestle me down first. I couldn’t see this story so clearly
back in 2011, but I see it now.

One of the hardest seasons in my life turned
out to be the best thing that ever happened to me. That season of
my journey taught me to trust God, stop resisting, and truly let
go. It also forced me to be okay with not being okay. I was able to
discover what it means to be authentic. My eyes were opened to how
unequipped the majority of Believers are when it comes to mental
health battles. My eyes also opened to how religion actually
contributed to the chains of bondage I found myself trying to break
free from.

You see, there are some obstacles in life we
cannot overcome just by simply saying we’re going to overcome;
sometimes we have to go through some serious crap before we
overcome. We might have to get sandpapered. We might have to scrape
our knees and elbows, and barely survive … but nonetheless,
survive.

I want to share my story of that six-year
journey with you, so you’ll see both the struggles and the
triumphs. I want you to see the failures and the victory. I want
you to see that fear does show up and try to stop us, but fear can
be engulfed when courage shows up. You have victory over fear.

I want you to know you’re not alone as you
battle fear or navigate panic. You’re not the only one. You’re not
too far gone. There is hope during your darkest seasons. There is
light at the end of the tunnel. As we battle on, we’re changed
forever because we discover the hidden parts of us that want to be
exposed. I wanted to share this journey with you so you can see my
struggle with people-pleasing, how the windows of social media
destroy us with comparison and a constant desire to be more, do
more, show more – so we can feel good about ourselves. I wanted to
have a place to share my meltdowns and cussing fits.

I wanted to invite you on my journey as a
Christian. I wanted you to see how I’m challenged by church culture
verses what the scripture says about Jesus. I want to point out how
a skewed perspective actually gave me more anxiety. Church culture
caused me to strive harder, perform better, give more and do more.
These were cover-ups to keep me from being seen and known. I would
do anything to reduce the fear that someone may know me and reject
me because they found something wrong with me. Just like the cold
that led me to the doctor, led the doctor to find something wrong
with me when my blood pressure was elevated.

The truth is, the wrong is there to be
found. We can only hide and control for so long before we’re found
out. It’s crucial that we know who we are and live authentically
from our truest selves. Hiding who you are leads to anxiety. Even
if you don’t believe in Jesus, I believe my story will make you
feel less alone. I’m not here to convince you to turn to Christ. I
just want you to walk through my faith journey with me.
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