
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



Closing the Chapter

Story of My Life.


REFERENCE GUIDE FOR THIS BOOK

(Dictionary. Encyclopedia. Thesaurus)

This memoir is more than a story — it’s a spiritual Manual.

And these three books are your keys:

Powerful Affirmations & Assertiveness

→ Your dictionary — definitions and declarations to reshape your identity and speak life into your purpose.

Let That Lack Mindset Go

→ Your encyclopedia — deep truths, context, and spiritual rewiring to help you break cycles and reclaim power.

Things You Should Know

→ Your thesaurus — insight, wisdom, and clarity that deepen your understanding of what you’ve survived and where you’re headed.

Together, these three unlock the codes within Closing the Chapter.

​This isn’t just my story — it’s your manual, your mirror, and your momentum. Use them. Revisit them. Heal through them. Things You Should Know
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For my children —

may you never carry what I was born to break.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Acknowledgments


[image: ]




To my children — you are my why. You remind me daily that the cycle ends with me. Everything I break, I break for you.

To my bloodline — the ones who came before me, the ones who stand with me, the ones who will come after me. May my fight honor your sacrifices and free the ones yet unborn.

To my ancestors — thank you for your whispers, your warnings, your covering. I carry your prayers in my veins.

To God — thank You for never letting go of me, even when I couldn’t hold on to myself.

With love — Shamika Peters
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TO YOU
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For Readers of Closing the Chapter

If you’re reading this, maybe you feel stuck — too stuck to move, too scared to break free.

Maybe you’re still holding on to the same spirit in a different body.

Maybe you know it’s wrong but you’re too scared to let go because you don’t know who you’ll be without it.

Let me tell you this:

You don’t need them.

You don’t need that door open.

You don’t need the old cycle to keep you warm at night.

What you need is peace.

What you need is freedom.

What you need is to close the chapter for real — and mean it.

Seal it shut.

And if they come knocking, let them knock — because they can’t come in if you don’t open it.
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​​BEFORE YOU READ THIS

​​A Warning on Time, Cycles, and Spirit-Tied People
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THIS BOOK ISN’T JUST a testimony — it’s a spiritual mirror. 

And before you continue, there’s something you need to understand:

You delay your life mission every time you recycle the same people, places, or patterns. Whether it’s the same person, or a new one carrying the same spirit — the impact is the same.

They may look different.

Act different.

Sound different.

But if the fruit is familiar — it’s the same spirit.

How do you know?

You’ll know.

The patterns repeat.

The emotions spiral.

The spiritual outcomes hit the same:

Your time. Your purpose. Your peace.

Here’s the truth:

Every time you let someone back in that God already told you to release —especially someone you’ve already healed from — you invite delay.

Even if they’re just back temporarily.

Even if they “seem better.”

Even if they show up with a new face, a new story, a new excuse.

If you’ve already been healed — and you let that spirit back in

expect a 1-to-2-year delay.

This isn’t punishment.

It’s the cost of disobedience.

It’s what happens when you step outside divine alignment.

IT ALL COMES DOWN TO ONE THING: TIME.

When they enter.

When they leave.

How long they linger.

And whether you let them go for good.

Timing is everything.

God doesn’t just move in moments — He moves in appointments.

Every season carries an assignment.

And if you miss the season, you may forfeit the assignment.

Everyone’s path is different — but one thing remains the same:

God’s time is not to be played with.

“Teach us to number our days, that we may gain a heart of wisdom.”

— Psalm 90:12

Time is divine. Time is critical. Time is of the essence.

SAME SPIRIT, DIFFERENT FACE

It might look like a new opportunity.

A new relationship.

A new connection.

But if it:

Triggers the same wounds

Pulls you out of peace

Distracts you from purpose

Then it’s not new — it’s recycled.

Same test.

Same warfare.

Different disguise.

SPIRITUAL CONSEQUENCES OF REPEATING CYCLE. 

Every time you ignore the Holy Spirit’s nudge...

Every time you delay cutting ties...

Every time you entertain what God already told you to walk away from...

You risk stepping out of divine alignment.

And misalignment leads to:

Spiritual warfare. Stagnation. Unnecessary pain

You don’t just delay yourself —

You delay destinies connected to you. 

BUT DON’T I HAVE FREE WILL?

Yes — you do.

But remember the bigger picture:

If your life is surrendered to God, it doesn’t belong to you.

There are lives at stake that are directly tied to your obedience —

People you haven’t met.

Assignments you haven’t walked into.

Breakthroughs waiting on your yes.

So yes — you have a choice.

But choose wisely.

Because every recycled connection comes with a spiritual cost.

And every delay robs you of time you’ll never get back.

SO, BEFORE YOU READ THIS — PAUSE AND REFLECT.

Ask yourself:

Who in my life mirrors an old spirit I’ve already overcome?

What patterns am I still entertaining out of fear, habit, or comfort?

What cycles have I told myself are “one last time” — repeatedly?

Because the moment you break the pattern, you break the delay. And that’s when God moves. 

This book is filled with wake-up calls.

It’s layered with dreams, warfare, and divine revelations.

But none of it will matter if you keep entertaining the same spirits in new disguises.

Let this be your warning.

Let this be your clarity.

Let this be your permission to walk away — for good.

Time is sacred.

And you’ve got a purpose to fulfill.

Ask yourself honestly:

––––––––
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AM I READY TO BREAK the cycle?

Or do I just want temporary comfort in familiar pain?

Because here’s the truth:

Not every rescue is your assignment.

Not every old door deserves a new key.

Not every familiar face is safe.

You’ve been warned.

You’ve been called. Now — choose wisely. 
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​​MIRRORS AND CHAINS

​​For Readers of Closing the Chapter
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LIFE IS A MIRROR —

Every face you meet, every place you go,

Every love that stays too long or leaves too soon —

A reflection of what lives in you,

What binds you, what breaks you,

What you feed when you say you’re starving.

People walk in to show you yourself —

A lesson in disguise,

A contract hidden in a kiss,

A cycle pretending to be love.

But ties don’t break with time —

They break when you break them.

They break when you starve what starves you.

They break when you pray louder than your fear,

When you fast until your flesh surrenders

And your spirit stands up strong.

I sat with my chains until I heard them rattle.

I starved my demons until they died of thirst. 

I fed my spirit until it grew teeth and tore the contract apart.

I closed the chapter with prayer and warfare —

Water on my tongue, Word on my lips,

Silence in my house but thunder in my soul.

Seven years a circle.

Seven years a mirror.

Seven years a fight.

Seven years complete.

Because when God says it’s over — it’s over.

Life will always show you what’s holding you hostage —

But it’s your choice to break free or keep feeding it.
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​​CHAPTER 1

​​WHERE I COME FROM
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Loud, fearless, and intelligent — that’s me

Crazy, mean, angry — that’s what they called me my whole life.

But I don’t agree with, claim, or carry any label that does not serve my spirit or my well-being.

I am who I am, and who I am is exactly who God appointed me to be an indescribable woman who would give the shirt off her back to help anybody — the same woman who gave and gave and gave, even when I didn’t have enough for myself.

My time, my voice, my strength, my joy, my love, my laughter — I poured it out for people who needed it, even when I didn’t want to.

I’ve always been led to lead by example — using my gifts, my voice, my wisdom, my strength — not just to think for myself but to help push others higher.

I’m not perfect. I’ve never been a saint. But I am fearfully and wonderfully made — and fearless with it.

As a child, I was quiet and calm.

I didn’t talk much, but I loved every part of being a kid.

I miss those days at my grandparents’ house — every single one. Playing outside with cousins, picking pecans and blackberries in the big open field out back, climbing trees and imagining my own treehouse in the branches.

I remember playing school at home after coming home from real school.

I remember sitting on the floor between my grandma’s legs while we watched TV together — or how I’d grease, scratch, and comb her hair most days, all for a handful of loose change so I could walk to the corner store a block away right after.

I miss my grandfather’s voice fussing because all his grandkids had finished off his homemade brownies and store-bought ice cream.

Oh, how I miss those days.

Good, bad, happy, sad — we always made the best of what we had. I have no regrets.

I come from a big family.

My grandma gave birth to ten kids — eight girls, two boys.

Two sons and one daughter were from relationships before my grandpa; the other seven girls were my grandfather’s. I share that because my bloodline — my family’s story — is a huge part of who I am.

I’ll never downplay the ones who walked before me or hold back my gratitude for the ones who paved the way.

My mother was number eight in the lineup — and she bore the most kids.

Eight kids born, seven raised — her second child passed at birth. I am child number four and this is my story. My earliest memories go all the way back to when I was three years old. 

Even then, I remember every room, every wall, the color of the furniture in my grandparents’ house.

Family cookouts in the backyard — the sweet, smoky smell of hickory barbecue drifting from the hot coals. 

Music blasting from the sixties, seventies, eighties — Aretha Franklin, Tyrone Davis, Betty Wright, Al Green, Frankie Beverly & Maze echoing loudly through the house. Moments I hold tight, cherish, replay.

I am forever grateful for my upbringing — grateful for parents and grandparents who loved me and cared for me with all they had.

In life, you grow up in love or survival.

I can say this: I was raised with love.

But I still fought my battles alone — silently — because I didn’t know how to find or follow God for myself.

Nobody showed me how to pray. Nobody taught me what to say when I did. So, I’d say whatever came to mind and move on — but my mind was blank a lot. And when it wasn’t, it was crowded with overthinking — good thoughts, bad thoughts, everything swirling.

The enemy has been targeting me and after my seed since I was a small kid. I say that because I remember my first whooping when I was four years old. My mom left her niece at home with me and my two siblings while my mom and dad, my two aunts, and their husband and boyfriend at the time went to a water park for a couples’ trip.

It was only for the day, and I remember my parents coming home at night because it was dark when they arrived. 

Before my parents got back, her niece had taken me and my siblings outside to the screened-in front porch to play. I remember standing in a chair, staring through the screen at the neighbors — people I didn’t know and had never seen before — mostly teenage girls and boys who looked like they were in high school. They were all playing, laughing, smiling big, having fun, enjoying each other’s company.

Shortly after, she took us back inside. A little while later, my parents got home. I remember my mom thanking her niece for watching us as she walked her to the door — her mom was outside waiting for her.

Overhearing their conversation, I heard her tell my mother she’d taken us outside, and while outside, I told her I liked the teenage boys who hung at the house across the street. I was only four and didn’t even understand what that meant — but I knew it wasn’t good, because my mom came into the room, repeated what her niece said, and told my dad to whoop me.

I saw in his eyes he didn’t want to, but he took off his belt and did exactly what my mother told him to do. I remember crying myself to sleep that night, hurt and confused because I couldn’t believe she’d made up that story to get me in trouble with my parents.

A year later, I turned five. 

I remember riding my bike with my cousin in front of my grandparents’ house — my mama watching from the door on the porch. We’d ride to the corner and turn back.

My older sister and the cousin I were riding with — older sister — were skating across the street in front of my grandparents’ house, on the opposite side from us. My mom watched from the door as we played.

My cousin and I rode our bikes one in front of the other. She was in front, and I was pedaling behind her. Whenever we got to the corner, we would drag our feet in a circle, turning our bikes back around to face our grandparents house because the sidewalk was narrow, and we were not allowed in the street.

When it was my turn to turn around, I looked up and saw an older, tall Black man standing on my left side with his hand out — waiting for me to take what he was holding. Again, I was only five; I didn’t know him. I knew he was a stranger. And what he had in his hand was a large red gel pill wrapped in silver foil.

I looked at his hand, looked up at his face, and immediately pedaled away from him — straight back into my grandparents’ yard. I jumped off my bike and ran inside the house. I stood behind my mother in the front door and never told anyone until I told her when I was nineteen. (She was pissed. She said, “I sho’ wish you would’ve told me — we would’ve kicked his ass.”)

No one saw what happened, and I was afraid to tell because I didn’t want 

anyone in my family to get hurt if they tried to approach him. There was a strange, eerie feeling I got from him while he stood there silently, staring into my soul — never said a word. That terrifying moment will forever live in my memory.

The closer I get to purpose, the harder the enemy tries to stop me.

His tactics have always been the same. He sends familiar spirits — old faces, old friends — distractions dressed up as comfort.
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