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    DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to my Father in heaven and my Lord and savior Jesus Christ. He gave me the drive, the strength, and love to be able to push through and draft this book. This book is also dedicated to everyone who reads it. My prayer is that it encourages you, excites you, and it pushes you to another level in your prayer life. God wants to see you. Not only one time but every day of your life. Every day that you open your eyes you should spend time with your creator who is God in heaven. And as you continue to spend that time you will realize and understand how great life can and will be. Be blessed and be encouraged.
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INTRODUCTION: Weight On Me
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I grew up in an era when every child in the neighborhood played outside. We played in the streets, and we played in the front yards of each home. Everyone knew each other and there was a community of trust. The only thing about playing outside was dealing with that one neighbor. You know that neighbor. The one whose yard you cannot enter in at any circumstances. So, if you were outside playing kickball and your ball went into their yard you might as well say that that ball was gone for Ever. That neighbor did not want any child in their yard. Now let us just say that you got up enough courage to go into their yard you must enter at your own risk. Going into that yard without permission was like entering into a war field. You were crossing over into enemies’ territory and enemy lines moving swiftly and gently and praying that you do not get caught up. Getting caught would be death to your soul and life as you know it would end. Now we all have experienced this, and it is the worst feeling ever. If you have not experienced it, then consider yourself blessed beyond measure other than that it was a joy to play outside. You got to meet new people and make friends that you never thought you needed. Every person that you met was different in their own unique way. If you were a boy, then you met a girl for the first time and vice versa. If you were tall in stature, then you met someone who was shorter in stature. Or even if you were a bigger person then maybe you met someone who was not as big or even a smaller person. There was always a variety of different people in each neighborhood and that variety was throughout the neighborhood. When it came down the playing certain games, that is when the variety had to be sorted out. When you are in a community full of children. Children love to play games. Those games would consist of having teams and two teams depending upon the number of children that were playing. The more headstrong or vocal children were the ones who normally spoke up and decided on team captains and who would pick to be on teams. Amid the crowded group of children there was always one child that just did not fit in. They were the smallest and the youngest out of the group and a younger sibling or a younger cousin from one of the older kids. There were no other kids in their age bracket, so they fail smack dab in the middle of the age groups that were outside. They were too young for the older kids, but they were too old for the younger kids. So, they always chose to play with the older kids because the younger kids were doing baby things, and they did not look on themselves as babies. 
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