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    For Violet, my grandmother — the soft place where my childhood landed, the steady whisper of grace in my loud and trembling world

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I thought I was simply surviving my childhood, but all along, God was shaping a story worth telling."
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THIS IS NOT A STORY wrapped in perfect endings.

It is not a tale polished to impress or softened to comfort.

This book is a testimony — raw, unapologetic, and deeply human.

It is the journey of a child raised in silence,

A daughter shaped by storms,

A young woman searching for her voice

In places that demanded her quiet.

For many who grow up in homes touched by ministry,

There is an unspoken expectation to be unbroken,

To carry perfection like a badge of honour,

To live untouched by the realities that echo behind closed doors.

But this story dares to tell the truth.

Here lies the heartbreak of a family stretched thin by calling,

The weight of church wounds no one talks about out loud,

The loneliness of being seen by everyone except the ones who mattered most.

And yet —

Here also lies the beauty.

The beauty of a grandmother whose gentleness became a sanctuary.

The beauty of friendships that arrived like lifelines.

The beauty of healing that took root slowly,

Quietly,

Faithfully.

The beauty of a woman rising from a childhood that tried to quiet her.

This memoir is not about blaming.

It is about understanding.

It is about reclaiming.

It is about breathing again after years of holding your breath.

Every chapter is a step toward freedom —

The kind of freedom that comes from telling your own story

In your own voice

Without fear.

To the reader:

May these pages remind you that your wounds are not shameful,

Your survival is not accidental,

And your story — no matter how heavy — still holds light.

May you find pieces of yourself in these words.

May you feel seen in the places you’ve been silent.

And may you walk away believing, even if just a little more,

That healing is possible,

Faith is personal,

And you, too, can rise.

This is a story of pain, yes —

But even more, it is a story of becoming.

And now, it is yours to witness.
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CHAPTER 1 — The House Where Silence Lived
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I GREW UP IN A HOUSE where silence had a heartbeat.

It throbbed beneath the floorboards, curled into the corners, hovered in the air like a presence we were not allowed to name. It wasn’t peaceful silence—the kind that rocks you gently. No. This silence was dense, humid, almost touchable. It came after the shouting, after the slammed doors, after my parents retreated to opposite ends of the house and pretended the storm had passed.

But storms don’t end just because people stop raising their voices.

Sometimes they end in silence—heavy, suffocating, unresolved.

My parents were pillars in the church.

But even pillars crack if the weight is too much.

They were always busy—busy tending to the wounded hearts of strangers, busy praying for families that were collapsing, busy saving marriages that weren’t ours. They loved God with fire, but they loved each other with fear. And somewhere in the space between faith and fracture, our home became a sanctuary with no peace in it.

Some nights, lying in bed, I counted the seconds between their words. My father’s voice would strike first—sharp, fast, like lightning splitting the sky.

My mother’s voice trembled in reply—soft, pleading, stretched thin by exhaustion and hope.

Then came sounds that taught my body how to freeze:

A fist meeting the table.

An object flung in anger.

The crack of something breaking—

sometimes a plate,

sometimes a promise,

sometimes a person’s spirit.

That is when I learned the taste of fear.
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