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Note From the Author





Alright, let me give you a little inside scoop about myself. I’m sarcastic, snarky, and I cuss. A lot. Probably more than I should, but you know what? I’ve come to terms with it. They’re just words—words that help me vent. Honestly, I figure it’s better to drop an F-bomb than start swinging around a Louisville Slugger. Plus, it keeps me out of prison, so there’s that. 

Now that we’ve addressed my foul mouth… let’s talk about autobiographies or most non-fiction. I’m not a fan. 

Actually, I’m pretty sure I’ve only read a few, on John F Kennedy’s assassination. Celebrities and people in power? Not exactly my cup of tea. 

Although, I get the appeal of a book that might help someone going through the same mess you are. But just so we’re clear, I write mostly urban fantasy and paranormal stuff. Why? Because, honestly, life’s tough enough as it is, and those genres offer a sweet escape from reality. So, when I read a book, I want to be whisked away from reality.

Whether this book is going to help anyone? Who knows. A big part of me is writing this just to get it off my chest, you know? Maybe I should’ve been journaling my whole life, but hey—better late than never, right?

***


The Journey….

I'm about to take you on a journey—a journey through the unraveling of my faith, the roots of where I began, and the path that led me to where I stand today. I call it Breaking the Faith.

So, around 2009, I did the unthinkable: I started questioning my faith. Gasp, I know. Total plot twist. See, according to everything I'd ever been taught, that was basically the spiritual equivalent of committing treason. 

Asking questions? About religion? Blasphemy! 

My parents—bless their eternally incorrect hearts—handed down their beliefs to me and my siblings like sacred family heirlooms. And naturally, we all know parents are never wrong… like, ever. Right?

So yeah, deciding to question everything I was raised to believe—despite not exactly being a card-carrying, church-every-Sunday Christian—was like voluntarily signing up for a psychological obstacle course. And let me tell you, growing up in an Assembly of God church? That wasn’t exactly a calm and quiet spiritual upbringing.

This short book is based not only on my personal beliefs and my reasons behind why I believe what it do, but actual, true events in my life, some that make my cry to this day.

But if you get bored and decide to put this book down, do me one very small favor: Read chapter 22. It's extremely short and perhaps the most important part of this book.

And thank you for your time.
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Full-Gospel Church






“Religious bondage shackles and debilitates the mind and unfits it for every noble enterprise.” James Madison — Letter to Wm. Bradford, April 1, 1774





You may have heard the term full gospel church before, but what does that actually mean?

Because it’s not exactly spelled out on the sign out front.

In my experience, “full gospel” usually refers to churches where worship is anything but quiet or restrained. These services tend to be loud, emotionally charged, and very expressive. People shout things out mid-sermon, pray loudly and all at once, clap, dance, sing at the top of their lungs — sometimes all simultaneously.

There’s a lot of movement. A lot of noise. And absolutely no concern for personal space or inside voices.

The emphasis isn’t just on belief — it’s on experience. You’re not there to sit quietly and reflect; you’re there to feel it, show it, and preferably let everyone else see it too. The louder and more dramatic, the more “in the Spirit” you’re considered.

For someone like me, it was… a lot. I’ve never been the type to draw attention to myself. Nope. I was the little church mouse in the corner — sitting quietly, observing everything and everyone.

I’m a people-watcher by nature. An introvert. The kind of person who learns more by listening than by shouting, and who’s perfectly content fading into the background while chaos unfolds around me.

If you’ve ever been to a full gospel church, you already know the drill. If not, picture a spiritual rock concert mashed up with a high-energy group therapy session—only with way more shouting, tambourines, and holy side-eyes. These folks are big on speaking in tongues—at least in a Pentecostal full gospel church, it's a wild phenomenon that, even after years of seeing it, still had me thinking, “Are we sure this isn’t just a vocal warm-up that got possessed?”

Let’s just say it always felt a little... theatrical. Like Broadway, but holy. I was always uncomfortable by the whole thing even though this was he way I was raised.

 For those of you who may not know what 'speaking in tongues' means, let me enlighten you.

So here’s the deal with speaking in tongues: it’s when someone in church receives a supposedly exclusive, VIP message from God—a message he apparently insists be broadcast to the entire congregation. The catch? It’s not in English. Nope. The chosen messenger delivers it in another “tongue,” which, let’s be honest, sounds suspiciously like dramatic gibberish. I’m talking full-on syllabic gymnastics.

The thing is, it's not a real language, it literally sounds like someone is speaking Russian, but a fake version of it.

Then, like a holy improv act, someone else jumps in to “interpret” the divine download for the rest of us—miraculously translating it back into English because they are the only one who understood the gibberish. This whole thing is credited to the Holy Spirit. You know, just standard supernatural group chat vibes.

Watching this unfold—even now—is somewhere between “mildly unsettling” and “they need an exorcism.” But hey, when you grow up in a church like that, it’s just another Sunday morning. Maybe even a slow one.

My oldest sister often spoke in tongues in church, but she never was the interpreter.

No matter what bizarre spectacle I witnessed or strange sound I heard echoing through the church walls, I never dared question a single thing I was raised to believe. Why? Simple—because questioning wasn’t on the menu. Not even as a side dish.

My parents? Hardcore Christians. We’re talking mind, heart, soul, and probably a few bonus organs thrown in for good measure. For them, the Bible wasn’t just truth—it was the truth, the only truth, and questioning it was basically the spiritual equivalent of setting the church on fire.

And let’s be real, if one of us kids had ever even hinted at doubting any part of it? Yeah, no. That would’ve gone down like a lead balloon at a prayer meeting. We weren’t raised to have open minds—or opinions, really. That kind of radical thinking was for other people’s houses. Ours came with a strict “believe first, ask never” policy.

You didn't question the word of God. Ever.

Let's do a quick recap:

** A Pentecostal full gospel church is not a place you attend — it’s a place you survive.

** It’s loud, emotional, and full of people shouting “AMEN,” speaking in tongues, dancing, crying, and occasionally falling over for Jesus.

** The louder and more dramatic you are, the closer you’re apparently getting to God.

**  Introverts sit perfectly still, avoid eye contact, and pray they don’t get spiritually drafted.
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2. What is Faith?





Let’s talk about faith for a second. 

Good ol’ Merriam-Webster defines it as a firm belief in something for which there is no proof.

No proof. Just vibes.

And the Bible? Hebrews 11:1 says, “Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.”

Read that last part again: evidence of things not seen. Sounds like the Bible is telling you to not believe the bible.

So basically, if you’re hoping really hard for invisible stuff, congratulations — you’ve got faith.

At least we can all agree on one thing: proof is completely optional in this belief system. Not discouraged. Optional. Like, aggressively optional.

Here’s where my faith actually lives.

I have faith that every night, the moon will show up. Every morning, the sun will rise. Sure, there are cloudy days and overcast nights when you don’t see either one — but I know they’re there. How? Because for as long as I’ve been alive, they’ve clocked in reliably. Day after day. Night after night. No prayers required.

I also have faith that if I drink half a gallon of coffee after two in the afternoon, I’ll be staring at the ceiling at 3 a.m., questioning shit. Why don't women grow facial hair? Why is an orange the only fruit that is named literally the same as a color? 

Why? Because it’s happened before. Repeatedly. That’s not blind faith — that’s pattern recognition.

Now, I get it. I really do. Some people need something bigger than themselves. Something to give them hope, direction, and a reason to believe their suffering has meaning. Something that makes life feel manageable, or at least survivable.

And this might sound harsh, but that kind of thinking feels like a crutch for the weak-minded. Before you grab the pitchforks, hear me out.

When I really took time to examine the faith I was raised in, I realized something important: people need faith — especially the “God’s will” version — because it’s the ultimate escape hatch. It’s an easy out. If something goes wrong, it wasn’t your fault — it was God’s will. If something goes right, it wasn’t your effort — it was God’s blessing.

And you damned well better be thankful.

That belief system conveniently removes the need to take full responsibility for your choices, your actions, and the consequences that follow.

And honestly? That’s not faith. That’s outsourcing accountability.

And the day I decided to walk away from religion was the day I found actual happiness. Not the “smile through the anxiety and call it joy” kind — real happiness.

I no longer had the constant stress of wondering whether I was living my life the way God wanted me to, or lying awake at night questioning whether I’d make the heavenly cut.

I didn’t have to answer to a higher power I had never seen, will never see, and one that has never been proven to exist.

The mental gymnastics alone were exhausting.

Walking away meant freedom. Freedom from guilt. Freedom from fear. Freedom from the never-ending checklist of rules that kept moving just out of reach.

And honestly? There was an added bonus.

The NASCAR Cup Series is on Sundays. So there’s that. 🏁



Unwarranted Faith

As I have mentioned, I have faith the sun will rise tomorrow. Why? Because every time I drag myself out of bed, there it is—mocking me through the blinds. So yeah, I’d say that kind of faith is pretty damn justified. Wild concept, I know.

Same with the moon—it shows up every night like clockwork, all mysterious and broody. I also have faith it’ll snow in Wyoming come winter. Why? Because I’ve lived through it, and so has my shovel. And I have just as much faith that Phoenix, Arizona, will feel hotter than Lucifer’s ass in August. Lived that hell too. Still waiting on my badge of survival.

See my point? I have faith in things that have earned it. Things that actually show up, no questions asked—like the moon, Wyoming snow, and Satan’s summer vacation home in Phoenix. My faith isn’t blind—it’s got receipts.

So no, I’ll never understand my parents’ blind loyalty to a god who ghosted them on the regular. Sure, faith was a constant in their lives—but so was God giving them the silent treatment.

Maybe I should mention we were a family of six trying to survive on one income. Four daughters—so yeah, that’s a whole lot of hairspray, hormonal chaos, and synchronized PMS. Money was tighter than a church lady’s smile. But still, my parents prayed. And prayed. 

And God? Crickets. 

I guess He was busy blessing someone else's football game.

Yet no matter how many times their prayers hit God’s voicemail, they never lost faith in this all-loving, all-powerful being who, from the looks of it, couldn’t be bothered to give a divine damn about their problems. It was like watching someone write heartfelt letters to a celebrity who’s never once written back—but hey, maybe this time he’d notice.

In my house, when prayers went unanswered—which was often—the go-to explanation was simple: It just wasn’t God’s will. Translation? It wasn’t God’s will for us to have food on the table. Or heat in the winter. Or gas in the car. Apparently, divine intervention had better things to do than help us not starve or freeze. Priorities, right?

And as a kid, I just couldn’t wrap my head around that. I was told we were God’s precious children, that he loved us so much he sent his only son to die a brutal death on a cross for us—so we could be “saved.” But apparently, that salvation came with fine print. Like, sure, eternal life… but don’t expect help with dinner. Starvation? Not covered.

But hey— He loves us, right? And shouldn't that be enough?

That was my whole childhood in a nutshell: always tight on money, thousands of desperate prayers, and not a damn thing to show for it. Honestly, I can’t recall a single remarkable event in our home that my parents could genuinely thank God for—unless you count food on the table as a miracle.

No matter how many prayers went unanswered, my parents never gave up on their faith—or their God. If God were a toaster, you'd have marched that defective thing back to the store and demanded a refund because, newsflash, it doesn’t work. But not them. Nope. They clutched that broken toaster with both hands, swearing it was just a matter of time before it popped out a miracle.

I grew up in a very modest home—tight budget, hand-me-downs, the usual. But somehow, Christmas and birthdays still came with wrapped presents. The secret? By the time I was about ten, my mom started babysitting out of our house to bring in some extra cash. Of course, if we were home, we were also babysitting. I think I pulled the bulk of the weight because I was the only daughter who wasn’t a teenager yet. My sisters had boyfriends, cheerleading, and part-time jobs. And me? I had diapers, sippy cups, and the honor of becoming a child-mom before I even hit puberty. Lucky freaking me.

I grew up so fast I practically skipped my teens. Got married two weeks after high school graduation—because who doesn’t want to leap from barely-legal teenager to full-blown wife? Ten months later, boom: I was a mom. Eighteen months after that, baby number two. By twenty-three, I had three sons and barely enough sleep to spell my own name. And get this—I’m still married to the same guy forty-some years later. I know, right? Plot twist of the century. And we did it all without God and his undying love.

My sisters actually have more “we were so poor” stories than I do, probably because by the time I was ten, my mom got a job. And I do mean finally—because let’s be real, she could’ve gone to work the second I started kindergarten. But not to sound ugly, my mom was kind of… lazy. From the time we were old enough to stand on a chair without falling off, we were doing dishes. Dishwashers existed back then, sure—just not the mechanical kind. We were the dishwashers.

We didn’t have a washer or dryer either, so laundry meant dragging hampers to the laundromat and helping Mom clean strangers’ lint out of machines. But before that, every Saturday was “child labor day,” aka cleaning the house from top to bottom while Mom supervised from... somewhere that wasn’t helping. So what did she do all day while we were at school? Definitely not clean. Definitely not laundry. Soap operas, though? Oh, she never missed those. Priorities.

Same deal with cooking—we did just as much of it as she did. Now don’t get me wrong, I absolutely believe in teaching kids responsibility. They should know how to take care of themselves so they don’t grow up thinking DoorDash is a life skill. But in our house, it went beyond teaching. Mom would be planted in front of the TV, barking orders like a queen on her throne. “Go get me a drink.” “Change the channel.” Yep—no remote controls back then, unless you count the child with two hands and feet

Phone rings? Guess who answered it—the kind of phone that was attached to a wall. Baby cries? Guess who changed the diaper. Spoiler: it wasn’t her. In my case, it was always, “Suzie has a wet diaper—go change her.” And I was so good at childcare, I was babysitting for money by the time I was eleven. Eleven! What kind of lunatic today would trust an eleven-year-old with a baby? But hey, back then, I was basically a tiny unpaid nanny in training with bangs and a jelly shoes and a Strawberry Shortcake notebook.

Jesus, where was I going with this?

Right—being poor. Desperately needing money. A mom who didn’t work. Prayers that went unanswered. Faith that was blind and, frankly, wasted.

There it is.

While my parents prayed for miracles—money for bills, food on the table—they didn’t do much to help themselves. My dad was out here spending money we didn’t have, secretly ordering stuff and having it sent to a PO Box so my mom wouldn’t find out. 

Yep, while they were on their knees praying for provision, he was flipping through catalogs like we had a trust fund.
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