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  To the women who survived what they never spoke about… and are still learning how to live beyond it.




   




  To the ones who made it out… but still carry the weight of what didn’t.




   




  To the women becoming— even when it costs everything.




   




  This is for you.




  INTRODUCTION
By Dr. Jacquiline Cox
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  There is a conversation we don’t have enough.




  Not about survival… but about what comes after.




  Because surviving something doesn’t mean you’re free from it.




   




  Sometimes, survival comes with questions.




  Sometimes, it comes with guilt.




  Sometimes, it comes with a quiet weight that whispers,




  “Why did I make it?”




  “Why am I still here?”




  “Why do I feel this way when I should be grateful?”




   




  This is what we call survivor’s remorse.




   




  And for many women, it doesn’t show up loudly.




  It shows up in silence.




  In overthinking.




  In overgiving.




  In shrinking… even after you’ve grown.




   




  Women of the Waiting Room, Volume 3 is not just about waiting— it’s about what happens in the waiting after survival.




  The space where God is not just healing you… He is redefining you.




  Because becoming comes at a cost.




  It costs old versions of yourself.




  It costs relationships that no longer align.




  It costs comfort, familiarity, and sometimes even identity.




   




  But what you gain…




  is alignment.




  is clarity.




  is purpose.




   




  This book is a collection of women who didn’t just survive— they are learning how to live, rebuild, and become.




   




  Each voice in this anthology carries its own weight, its own story, its own truth. And while their journeys may look different, they are all connected by one thing:




   




  They chose to become anyway.
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  About the Poet/Visionary




  Dr. Jacquiline Cox is a visionary author, publisher, and creative force behind Listen Linda Publishing, a platform dedicated to amplifying authentic voices and transforming stories into impact. Known for her raw, unfiltered storytelling and faith-driven leadership, she has built a brand rooted in healing, truth, and purpose.




   




  As a bestselling author and award-winning creative, Dr. Cox has inspired thousands through her literary works, including Mountains Can’t Rise Without Earthquakes, which remained #1 on Amazon for 91 consecutive days. Her ability to turn pain into power and testimony into transformation has positioned her as a trusted voice for those navigating life’s most difficult seasons.




   




  Beyond writing, she is the visionary behind multiple collaborative projects and anthologies designed to create space for others to be seen, heard, and healed. Through Listen Linda Publishing, she equips aspiring authors with the tools, strategy, and confidence to share their stories unapologetically.




   




  At her core, Dr. Cox is committed to one mission: helping others recognize that what they survived was not meant to break them—but to build them. Her work reflects a deep belief that even in the waiting, God is working, preparing, and positioning His people for purpose.




   




  Describe how your poetry reflects your faith and ministry impact:




  My poetry is not just creative expression—it is ministry. It reflects the real, unfiltered journey of faith that includes pain, waiting, healing, and transformation. I don’t write from a place of perfection; I write from a place of process.




   




  My words are rooted in the understanding that God uses every season—especially the difficult ones—to prepare us for purpose. Through my poetry, I aim to reach those who feel overlooked, broken, or stuck in transition, reminding them that they are not forgotten, they are being formed.




   




  The impact of my work comes from its honesty. I speak to the moments people don’t always say out loud—the questions, the struggles, the silent battles—and I bring them back to God. My poetry creates space for reflection, healing, and reconnection, allowing readers to see themselves in the words while being pointed back to faith.




   




  Ultimately, my poetry aligns with ministry by doing what ministry is called to do: uplift, restore, challenge, and remind people that God is present—even in the waiting.




   




  What does being part of “Women of the Waiting Room” mean to you?




  Being a part of Women of the Waiting Room is deeply personal and intentional for me—not just as a contributor, but as a visionary.




   




  It represents a space where women can be honest about the in-between seasons of life—the moments where prayers have been spoken, but answers have not yet arrived. It’s about redefining what waiting looks like and understanding that it is not a place of delay, but a place of development.




   




  To me, a woman in the waiting room is not idle—she is being prepared, stretched, and aligned by God. She is learning discipline, building faith, and gaining clarity, even when things don’t make sense.




   




  This project is a reflection of that truth. It creates room for women to share their stories of endurance, growth, and trust in God’s timing. It is a reminder that waiting is not punishment—it is purpose in progress.




   




  As the visionary, it means everything to cultivate a platform where women can see that they are not alone in their process, and that even in the waiting, God is still writing their story.




  I Stayed When It Would’ve Been Easier to Leave




  There were moments
I could’ve walked away from everything.




  From the pain.
From the pressure.
From the version of me that didn’t recognize herself anymore.




  And truthfully?
Nobody would’ve blamed me.




  Because sometimes life doesn’t just hit you—
it sits on you.




  It weighs on your chest until breathing feels like work.
Until thinking feels heavy.
Until even hope feels like something you have to force.




  And I got tired.




  Tired of holding it together.
Tired of being “the strong one.”
Tired of pretending that I wasn’t carrying more than I was built to carry.




  There were days I wanted to check out emotionally.
Days I didn’t want to answer calls.
Days I didn’t want to explain myself anymore.




  Not because I didn’t care…
but because I didn’t have anything left to give.




  And that’s the part people don’t talk about.




  They celebrate your strength—
but they don’t always see the cost of it.




  They see you standing…
but they don’t know how many times you almost sat down for good.




  But somehow—
I stayed.




  Not because I was fearless…
but because something in me refused to let go completely.




  Even when my faith felt small…
it was still there.




  Even when I didn’t have the words…
I still whispered God’s name.




  And I believe that’s what kept me.




  Not perfection.
Not strength.
Not having it all together.




  Just… staying.




  Staying in the fight.
Staying in the process.
Staying connected to God, even when I didn’t fully understand what He was doing.




  Because there’s a difference between quitting
and being tired.




  And I was tired…
but I wasn’t finished.




  So I stayed long enough to see things shift.




  Not overnight.
Not instantly.




  But gradually.




  Peace started showing up in small ways.
Clarity started replacing confusion.
Strength started rebuilding itself in places I thought were permanently broken.




  And I realized something powerful—




  Sometimes your breakthrough isn’t in what you do…
it’s in what you refuse to walk away from.




  I could’ve left the process.
I could’ve given up on myself.
I could’ve let the pain define me.




  But I didn’t.




  I stayed.




  And because I stayed…
I saw God move in ways I would’ve missed if I walked away too soon.




  So if you’re in a place where everything feels heavy—
where staying feels harder than leaving—




  just know this:




  You don’t have to have it all figured out.




  You don’t have to feel strong every day.




  You don’t even have to understand the process.




  Just… stay.




  Because God does His best work
in the moments you almost walked away…
but didn’t.




  I Didn’t Break Quietly




  I didn’t break quietly.
There was nothing soft about the way life hit me. Nothing graceful about the way I came undone. It wasn’t one of those poetic, slow-falling kind of breaks people romanticize. No… this was loud. This was disruptive. This was the kind of breaking that echoes through your spirit long after the moment has passed.




  I shattered in places I didn’t even know existed.




  And the crazy part?
People still expected me to function like nothing happened.




  They expected me to smile.
To show up.
To keep pouring from a cup that had already run dry.




  But what they didn’t see were the nights I sat alone, trying to gather pieces of myself that didn’t fit the same anymore. The conversations I had with God that didn’t sound like prayers—but more like questions, frustrations, and sometimes silence.




  Because let’s be honest…
Nobody teaches you how to fall apart and still believe.




  Nobody prepares you for the moment when your faith feels like it’s slipping through your fingers, and all you have left is the memory of who you used to be before life hit you this hard.




  And I questioned everything.




  I questioned my strength.
I questioned my decisions.
I even questioned if God was still listening.




  But here’s what I learned in that breaking—
God wasn’t waiting for me to be whole to meet me.




  He met me in pieces.




  In the middle of my ugly cries.
In the middle of my exhaustion.
In the middle of my “I don’t have it in me today.”




  He didn’t silence my pain… He sat in it with me.




  And that changed everything.




  Because I realized something most people don’t talk about—
Healing doesn’t always look like peace at first.




  Sometimes healing looks like survival.




  It looks like getting up when you don’t feel like it.
It looks like choosing not to give up when quitting would be easier.
It looks like trusting God with questions you don’t have answers to.




  I didn’t break quietly… but I didn’t stay broken either.




  Because even in my lowest moment, God was still building something in me. Something stronger. Something deeper. Something that didn’t rely on perfect circumstances to believe.




  So no, I didn’t break quietly.




  But I came back louder…
with a faith that’s been tested, stretched, and proven.




  And if I had to go through it all again to become who I am now…




  I would still choose the breaking.




  Because that’s where I found God for real.




  The Waiting Room Wasn’t Empty




  Waiting will make you feel forgotten if you let it.




  Nobody talks about that part.




  They tell you to “trust God,” like it’s automatic. Like it doesn’t come with moments of doubt, frustration, and wondering if you’ve been overlooked. Like waiting doesn’t come with watching everyone else move forward while you feel stuck in the same place.




  But what I’ve learned is this—
Waiting is not where God forgets you… it’s where He forms you.




  See, I thought I was being delayed.




  I thought doors weren’t opening because something was wrong. I thought the silence meant God wasn’t responding. I thought the “not yet” meant “not ever.”




  But I was wrong.




  The waiting room wasn’t empty.




  God was there the entire time.




  Not rushing me.
Not skipping me.
Not ignoring me.




  Preparing me.




  And preparation doesn’t always feel good.




  Sometimes it feels like stretching.
Like being uncomfortable.
Like letting go of things you thought you needed.
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