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2 Corinthians 4:8-9

“We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; Perplexed, but not in despair; Persecuted, but not abandoned;  Struck down, but not destroyed.”

Hi, I’m Christine, the author of this book. I wrote this piece with pure, heartfelt emotion, something I’ve long felt compelled to do. It took me many years to reach this point of finalization. I could never understand how I could recall those moments so clearly—but now I do. There was a purpose.

I am a strong believer in purpose. Everything we face in life, whether good or bad, has a reason—even if we don’t understand it immediately. It’s a challenging truth, but with time and reflection, its meaning becomes clearer.

Jeremiah 29:11 (NIV)

“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.”

It became clear to me recently: I needed to write. By sharing my mother’s story, I am not only shedding light on real struggles but also offering hope to anyone facing similar trials. That is the ultimate reward.

This is not just a story—it’s a memoir, a testimony of my mother’s life. She was pressed to the point of breaking, perplexed, persecuted around every corner—but she was not destroyed. She rose, continued, smiled, and loved. God carried her when she was too weak and fought for her when she had no strength left.

There were so many times I wanted to write before but never did. Life intervened: chores, fatigue, distractions. Yet this time, the urge was undeniable. I took my phone and began typing. It all came back vividly—naturally, without force or exaggeration. I knew it was time.

God has taught me to follow the “nudges”—gentle guidance from the Holy Spirit. We must be open and obedient, recognizing their purpose. This time, I followed.

I have always looked up to my mother. Her resilience and strength are inexplicable. She endured pain, fear, loss, struggle, trauma, and rejection—what many would consider nightmares—yet she never gave up. Even in the midst of it all, she continued to love unconditionally.

I share her story to show that wholeness is possible. The journey may be long, requiring recovery and self-healing, but it is achievable. Perhaps this story will be the “nudge” someone else needs to begin healing, find encouragement, or gather strength.

Some parts of this book may be hard to read. It is real and raw—because real healing begins in the hard places. Facing the truth, acknowledging its severity, is the start of cleansing. Band-Aids’ won’t suffice; denial only allows pain to fester.

I pray that as you walk this journey with us, you’ll be reminded: even when life strikes you down, you are not destroyed. Wholeness is possible.  

It starts with courage. It starts with faith. Faith, in its simplest form, is trust in something beyond visible proof—and that, dear reader, is all we need.

Hebrews 11:1 (KJV)

“Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.”

Yours truly,

Christine
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Chapter 1
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The Smell of Blood and Chicken Pie

It was 1999, the first day I was to attend preschool.

What should have been a very exciting day turned out to be the start of something very dark.

The unease had begun hours earlier, back at school. I couldn’t put my finger on it—just a tightness in my stomach, a whisper of something wrong—but now, as we stopped at the house and I followed through the kitchen into the living room, that feeling returned, stronger, gnawing at me.

At first, the familiar smell of chicken pie wrapped around me like a warm blanket—my mother’s famous chicken pie. Everyone loved “chicken pie” days. I still do. I’ve tried to replicate her recipe over the years, but no matter how close I got, it never tasted the same.

Then it changed.

Beneath the comforting aroma, a sharp, metallic scent lingered. Blood.

It wasn’t overpowering at first. Just a whisper under the smell of baking, like a secret warning. My little nose crinkled. My stomach churned. I took another step, and a chill ran down my spine. Something was wrong. My body knew it, even before my mind could catch up.

The house felt heavy. Everyone looked pale, frozen in place. Silence pressed down so thickly you could hear a heartbeat in the room. Faces were blank, ghostlike, drained of life.

Then I saw her.

My beautiful mother.

Sitting on the table.

Bruised.

Battered.

Broken. 

Her hair was matted and tangled, clumped with dried blood, falling around her face in knots. Her face—swollen and purple—was almost unrecognizable. To me, she looked like a bruised balloon.

Her clothes hung in tatters, barely covering her battered body. I scanned her from toes to head:

Swollen feet, caked with dirt.

Legs burned and red, knees especially raw.

One calf nearly blackened with bruises.

Scratch marks crisscrossing her skin.

Bruises covering her like a black-and-purple blanket—thighs, chest, neck, arms, legs, even her fingertips.

Time stretched. Seconds felt like minutes. No one moved. No one spoke. The only sound was her ragged, shuddering breathing. Even her crying made no noise. Thick, heavy tears slid down swollen cheeks, disappearing into the bloody corners of her mouth.

Clumps of hair were torn across the carpet. Splashes of blood stained the floor.

I reached out, trembling, and touched her gently. She lifted her arm, so weakly it barely moved. I hesitated—afraid of hurting her, or of breaking what was already broken.

Then my small voice broke the silence:

“What happened to Mommy?”

In that instant, everyone scattered, looking for answers. Yet no one had one. They stood frozen, bewildered, like deer caught in headlights.
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Losing and Leaving

Not all goodbyes come with words.

A few months prior to the 6th of February, 1999, life looked very different for us. We were a small little family: myself, Mom, and Dad.
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