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What do you do when life tries to silence you but God asks you to sing?

This is not a story of perfection. It is a story of persistence.

I have walked through domestic violence, trauma, grief, and seasons where my mental health felt fragile and my faith felt tested. There were moments when I questioned whether I would make it out whole moments when silence felt safer than obedience. Yet even then, God never stopped calling me. He did not wait for me to be healed to speak. He called me in the middle of the pain.

This book is my journey of surviving what tried to destroy me and surrendering to the God who refused to let my story end in brokenness. Healing did not come overnight. Worship did not always sound pretty. Sometimes it was a whisper. Sometimes it was tears. Sometimes it was obedience when I didn’t understand why God was asking me to keep going.

Music became my lifeline. Ministry became my healing ground. And obedience became my yes.

These pages are not meant to glorify suffering, but to testify of a faithful God who meets us in it. If you are carrying wounds you haven’t named, faith you’re trying to hold onto, or a calling you’re afraid to answer, I want you to know this: God can still use your voice even if it shakes.

I lived.

I healed.

I obeyed.

And through it all—still, I sang.
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Chapter One: The Beginning
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I was born into love.

Both of my parents were present—nurturing, attentive, and kind. They welcomed me into a home already filled with joy, especially from my older sister, who was nine years old at the time. She was excited to have a baby sister and showered me with affection. From the outside, everything looked whole. Safe. Normal.

But from the very beginning, my parents noticed something different about me.

As a baby, I was almost always sick. Ear infections. Severe sore throats. Constant visits to doctors’ offices and waiting rooms that smelled like antiseptic and worry. My little body seemed to be under attack, particularly in my ears, nose, and throat. My mother did what any faithful, determined mother would do she searched for answers. Specialist after specialist. Appointment after appointment. No one could quite explain why I was always ill.

Looking back now, I understand something I couldn’t have known then: the enemy was trying to meet me early. Long before I understood purpose, calling, or worship, there was already resistance on my life.

By the time I was five years old, doctors decided to remove my tonsils and adenoids. After the surgery, the recurring infections stopped. The sore throats that once felt like they might take me out no longer came. It felt like a victory—brief, but real.

Then, when I was six years old, everything changed again.

One morning, I woke up in a puddle of blood.

I screamed for my mother. I screamed for my sister, who shared a room with me at the time. Panic filled the room before anyone even understood what was happening. My mother rushed in, frantic and terrified, and within moments we were on our way to the emergency room.

Doctors were concerned deeply concerned. They feared something cancerous. Words like GI cancer and colon cancer were spoken in hushed, urgent tones. I didn’t understand the terminology, but I understood fear. Everything moved fast after that. I was rushed into emergency exploratory surgery.

I remember not wanting the anesthesia.

They gave it to me anyway.

My body went numb but I didn’t go to sleep.

I was awake through the entire process. I couldn’t feel pain, but I could hear. I could sense. And before the surgery, I heard a conversation that has never left me.

My grandmother’s voice rose with authority and faith as she spoke to my mother:

“God is not done with her. She shall live. And this is not cancer.”

After the surgery came the waiting. Long hours. Silence broken only by uncertainty. My aunt came to sit with me so my mother could go home and change her clothes—clothes still marked by fear and tears.

Then the doctors came into the room.

“Mrs. Simpson, there’s no cancer.”

I heard my mother scream and cry—relief pouring out of her in sobs I had never heard before. I didn’t fully understand what had been said, only that something heavy had been lifted. I kept telling her, “Mama, I’m okay.” And she kept saying, through tears, “Yes, baby. You’re okay.”

The doctors explained that I had experienced upper GI bleeding caused by an allergic reaction. No cancer. No death sentences. Just careful monitoring and dietary changes. Fiber. Awareness. Life.

Around this same time, my grandmother was diagnosed with breast cancer. Even while facing her own battle, she never missed church. Every Sunday, her voice filled the sanctuary—strong, unwavering, faithful.

And I listened.

One Sunday afternoon after church, my grandmother was in the kitchen cooking—fried chicken, collard greens, cornbread, and a cake baking in the oven. I went into the bathroom and began to sing the song she had sung at church. I wasn’t mocking her. I was admiring her. I loved her voice and wanted to sound just like her.

She heard me.

And like many elders who didn’t play about children “meddling,” she spanked me.
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