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Disclaimer

This book is based on my personal experiences, reflections, and observations within my own life and family.

Names, situations, and details may have been changed to protect privacy.

The thoughts and opinions expressed are entirely my own, and are not intended to attack, accuse, or harm anyone personally.

This book is meant to share truth as I have lived and seen it—not to judge or condemn.

Readers should see it as testimony and reflection, not as absolute fact for every family or person.

If you recognize yourself or someone you know, understand that these words come from a place of healing, honesty, and the hope to break harmful patterns—not to shame.
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Dedication
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For every son or daughter left behind.

For every heart that still wonders why.

For those who carried scars they never asked for—and still chose to love.

May these words feel like truth, not just hurt.

And may you know: you’re not alone.






Author’s Note / Preface

I wrote this book because silence keeps patterns alive.

Because sometimes it takes telling your own story—even the ugly parts—to see what’s really growing in the soil we come from.

This isn’t written to blame.

Not to hate stepmothers, fathers, mothers, or anyone.

It’s written to show what seeds get planted when love walks out, when fathers leave, when stepmothers wound instead of heal—and how those seeds grow inside the children left behind.

Some words may hurt to read.

Some may hurt to write.

But truth matters more than comfort.

If these pages cause trouble, so be it.

Sometimes truth must trouble what pretends to be whole.

This is my truth, my family’s fragments, and what I’ve seen repeat from one branch to the next.

May it spark honesty in someone else’s home.

May it break the silence before the next seed falls.


— Terrian Swaby



Introduction – Scattered Seeds

This book was never a plan. It was a bleeding. A cry. A whisper from brokenness that refused to die silent. I didn’t sit down to write because I had it all figured out—I wrote because pieces of me were scattered across life’s battlefield, and I needed to gather them. One by one. 

Scattered Seeds is not just a title. It’s my truth. It’s the moments when everything I loved was torn, when people I trusted betrayed me, when my heart was handed over to hands that only bruised it. It’s the story of watching family love rot under the poison of manipulation, of surviving a father who didn’t protect, a stepmother who sowed discord, and partners who were more damage than destiny. It’s the ache of trying to be strong for a son while breaking silently inside. 

But in the scattering, something holy happened. A planting. 

Each heartbreak became a seed. Each rejection, a root. Every moment of despair watered the soil of a deeper calling. And in the pain, God began to speak—not just to me, but through me. What felt like destruction was divine preparation. What looked like loss was actually a plow, turning the soil of my spirit so truth could grow. 

This book is my altar. These chapters are my offerings—stories, letters, rebukes, revelations, and healing words—meant to reach women who are weary, daughters who are searching, and even men who forgot the weight of their actions. I wrote this while still bleeding, but I bled scripture. I bled fire. I bled repentance, love, and war all at once. 

So if you’re holding this, you’re not just reading my testimony—you’re being invited into your own. May every page call you higher. May it push you to confront the buried places. And may God meet you like He met me—in the ruins, where the real planting begins. 

Let the scattered seeds speak. 

– Terrian Swaby 

An Open Letter to Stepmothers Who Divide and Destroy 

To every stepmother who stands in the gap between a father and his children—not to bridge it, but to burn it, 

This letter is not written in hate, but in holy fire. It is not written to shame, but to expose. And it is not whispered, but declared aloud to the spirits that think they can hide behind polite smiles and Sunday dresses. 

You thought no one saw it—but God did. 

You who entered a man’s life and, instead of mending what was already fragile, you shattered it further. You who came not to help build legacy, but to erase history. You turned his heart from the children of his youth, from the fruit of his own body, simply because they carried a past you didn’t birth. 

You twisted his mind with gentle persuasion, sly words, and well-placed silence. You smiled in the faces of his children, but rolled your eyes when they turned away. You fed him stories not for truth, but for control. And the most tragic part? He believed you. 

To you who have spoken evil against a child, manipulated a man to abandon his blood, or caused strife between siblings so your own children could rise in their place—there is a consequence. 

Hear This Warning: 

God sees the heart, but He also sees the intent behind every whispered word and every lie told in the dark. The same bed you used to influence him will become your judgment seat. The same child you rejected may rise up one day, not with revenge, but as a voice God uses to rebuke your ways publicly. 

You’re not just dealing with earthly matters. You’ve stepped into the realm of legacy and bloodlines—and heaven defends bloodlines. 

Malachi 4:6 says: 

"And he shall turn the heart of the fathers to the children, and the heart of the children to their fathers, lest I come and smite the earth with a curse." 

You helped turn his heart away. You smiled as he became a stranger to his own child. You celebrated when he missed birthdays, ignored calls, and never showed up for their tears. 

But here is what you didn’t count on: God is a God of justice. 

When you sow discord, you reap destruction. 

When you silence truth, you amplify judgment. 

When you stand in the way of healing, you become a target of divine correction. 

You didn’t marry just a man—you married his story. And every time you rejected a part of it, you rejected a part of your own destiny. Because the blessings you tried to secure by burying his past are now contaminated by the very curses you welcomed in with your pride and jealousy. 

To Every Stepmother Who Still Has Time: 

Repent. 

Go to that man and speak the truth. 

Encourage him to reach out. 

Help him heal the wounds he allowed you to deepen. 

Stand with him as a woman of peace, not a whisperer of war. Break the curses your mouth built. 

You can be a bridge. You can be a healer. You can be the woman who helped redeem a broken legacy, not the woman who cursed a generation by your silence and your schemes. 

But time is short. 

The cry of abandoned children reaches heaven like incense. And the Lord answers. Sometimes with mercy. Other times with consequences. 

So choose today whom you will serve—the god of control or the God of restoration. 

Because every child you scorned... 

Every lie you whispered... 

Every tear you ignored... 

God was watching. 

And His justice does not miss. 

— From a Daughter Who Chose to Stand For the children you dismissed. 

For the father you bewitched. 

And for the God who restores all things. 

An Open Letter to Fathers Who Abandoned Their Children 

To every father who once held their child close but now turns away as if they were never there, 

This is not just a letter—it is a summons. A cry. A confrontation. And a call to repentance. 

You were chosen to be the protector. The provider. The covering. But somewhere along the way, you handed over the reins. Not to God, but to comfort, confusion—or worse, to a woman who saw your children as competition. 
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