
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


LIFE AND DEATH IS IN YOUR TONGUE


Words are one of the greatest gifts that God has given to mankind. 

"Death and life are in the power of the tongue, And those who love it will eat its fruit” (Proverbs 18:21 NKJV).

So often, the temptation is to gloss over the words you say as if they don’t matter that much, but they do. More importantly, you are responsible for them. 

Yet many abuse others with their words; they are unkind, and what they say breaks the listener's heart. God has given mankind a precious gift, words that should bring forth life, and often it leads to death.

I have spent time listening to what individuals say, and quite recently, I was sitting with a group of people and became conscious that their general conversation was very negative. I don’t think many realize how much death is spoken, either about themselves or about others. What do I mean? Well, I can never do that. I will never achieve that goal. I look terrible, I hate my looks, I hate my life, and I will never get the job that I studied for. Everyone is better than me. Good things only happen to bad people, good people always suffer. I have to accept less than the best, because there nothing better for me. I could go on and on of the many things that you say about others and about yourself in one day. You may be quick to blame others for your failure, but never for a moment stop and think that the reason you are not achieving is because of what you have been saying; you are the blocker of your destiny. By the words that you have spoken over your life. 

When you have experienced a lot of hurt and endured a lot of life pain, it does take God to heal; you made decisions that brought about very harsh consequences. You may have childhood hurt that was no fault of yours, but you have had to endure emotional, mental, and physical abuse.

Growing up as a teenager, my mother was very abusive, verbally, emotionally, and physically. She never had anything nice to say to me. She would say, “You will never be somebody.” Her words were constantly degrading in one way or another. She never praised me for anything that I had done. Throughout my childhood, I was beaten repeatedly, and while I was being beaten, she would be cursing me, speaking curses over my life. I say beaten because today, it is physical abuse. She would use a rubber from the bottom of a couch or sofa to a broomstick, metal, whatever she found, she would use it, yes, beat me. To bring this into context, my parents were Jamaicans who had migrated to England.  I was born British; We do not say smack or whooping. It was called a beat. I remember one day, she held my long black hair and twisted it around her hand, threw me to the ground, sat on me, and used my head to bang against the wooden floor. I was being punished for something I was supposed to have done, and I didn’t do it. I have a scar on my forehead because I had washed up dishes and thought I had done a great Job; my mother came into the kitchen, walked over to the sink, and looked at the plates that were stacked neatly on the side. She inspected them and said that they were not clean enough, and with that, she put all the plates and jugs back into the sink for me to rewash. You can imagine I was not pleased. I made a little sound of displeasure by letting out a sigh that I thought could not be heard. Suddenly, I saw her hand raised with a jug in her hand crashed into my head. That’s the best way I can describe it; blood was gushing out of my forehead. She calmly walked away as if nothing had happened. I remember telling myself that day that I would never be what you say I will be. She would say you’re going to be on the streets prostituting your body. I would say Never! Never! I grew up in an atmosphere of negativity. Although I was never in want of anything, my parents provided all that I needed. I had experienced much trauma. 
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