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I dedicate this book to my, God, the one who had given me strength through Chris Jesus, the one who made all things possible for me to be able to write and share God giving inspirations. Through it all, He has never leave me nor forsake me.
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1 CHAPTER Deep thoughts
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I REMEMBER HOW IMAGINATIVE I was back in seventh grade. My mind often drifted far away, carrying me into a world of my own making—a place I created to protect myself. Many times, it felt as if I wouldn’t return to reality. That was how deep my thoughts could go. Of course, others didn’t understand. I was mocked and called a madwoman. Sometimes I ignored them, but other times I fought back if anyone dared to put their hands on me.

Low Self-esteem 

Growing up in a family of eight, I always felt like the black sheep. At times, I was happy simply because we were all together, but I was too young to truly understand what was happening around me. That happiness did not last. Something unseen, almost spiritual, seemed to fight against our unity. “A strong family foundation is built on Jesus being the center of it. Sadly, both my parents did not know Jesus.” As I grew older, I began to understand the power of words—their meanings, and the actions behind them. The mental abuse was heavy, and I absorbed the lies spoken over me until I believed them. Slowly, I withdrew into myself, hiding away from the world. The most painful part of mental abuse is when it comes from your parents—the ones meant to shield and protect you. Instead, their words pierced like daggers, leaving me broken, ashamed, and afraid to look in the mirror.

My Mental State 

For years, I believed I was unappealing, unattractive, and unimportant. At 5’6”, slim-built, brown-skinned, with a full head of hair and full lips, I saw no beauty in myself. My lips seemed too large, my head too big, and my body too thin. I walked with my head down, trying to avoid the judgment in people’s eyes. Broken, alone, and lost in darkness, I still found a tiny speck of light—one that no one could extinguish. Deep inside, I felt as if I was being protected by a greater power. Who was this? Why did I feel this way? Was I not allowed to be miserable? Apparently not.

Desperate for Love 

Who said having both parents ensures a good upbringing? I had both parents present in the home, yet they were absent in the ways that mattered most. They themselves had grown up not knowing love, so they didn’t know how to give it to us. “I strongly believe that a parent should give their children what they didn’t get—with the guidance of the Holy Ghost.” Nevertheless, I was blessed to have them. I began to understand that what we were going through was not just physical—it was spiritual. The Bible says: “For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places.” (Ephesians 6:12, KJV) . God was with me, even though I didn’t know Him yet. Something deep within my spirit told me so, because it yearned for Him.
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2 CHAPTER Struggling to break free

I felt compressed, unable to move—as if shackles were around my feet, slowing me down—while the weight of the world pressed me into the ground like gravity. Going to high school was no issue, but achieving what I set out to do felt almost impossible. I was good at subjects that required reading—Science, Social Studies, Biology, and English Language. Those were my favorites. But Mathematics was my enemy, so to speak. Everyone would come to me for help, but when it was my turn, there was no one. I was left alone. Still, I brushed it off and came out on top, doing my best without the help of textbooks or devices to complete my work. When the school day ended, my friends Wayne, Edwards, and Shernnette and I walked to the bus. The three of us joked, talked, and gave a little trouble as usual. We shared our thoughts about life and the future. Edwards said he wanted to travel to a small island for the holidays. Wayne said he would just stay home. Shernnette had no plans in mind. As for me—I stayed silent, hiding the wish in my heart to experience the joy they seemed to have so easily.
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