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To my God given husband, Wayne, who always believed that God called me to do this.

You are my rock. I love you, baby, and I love doing life with you.

And to Jocelyn and Wesley, I love you bunches. Keep striving to be the best “yous”( New England accent emphasized). Love, Mom And, a special thanks to the team at Amazon Publishing Team who helped make this happen. May God greatly reward you.
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​What’s in a Name
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I had a really neat revelation today. I’ll try to do it justice by writing it down. I’m reading this boring section in the Bible about genealogy, and it lists pages of names and that’s it, except for the occasional comment. I make note of the comments because I know they are significant.

So I start to think about what’s in a name. I think about my own name, Mary, as a biblical name. My mother once told me she just liked it.

As for my name, looking back on my life and now this book, I realize it’s no accident about my name being Mary.

My name represents a full spectrum of meaning in the Bible: everything from prostitute to virgin. My book covers the same spectrum: wretchedness to redemption. So I don’t believe that my name, or any name, happens by coincidence. The Bible talks about every hair on our head being counted before we are even born.

Matthew 10:30 (New International Version)

30. And even the very hairs of your head are all numbered.

Thus, the influence and importance of a name stem from this scripture. If I am to take it a step further, I previously talked with my mother about why she led a wayward life when she had such mainstream parents. I think there’s an answer for that. It all fits together with what’s happening now. Had she not led the life she did, I wouldn’t have experienced what I did. All of it led to this moment: the book, my salvation, her salvation. Do you see all the intricacies? Our lives have meaning because we have experiences that can help others. Although we make choices throughout our life, some good and some not so good, God uses it all in the end for His glory.
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INTRODUCTION
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“The Hidden Plan: How God Wrote My Story”
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The Necklace of Destiny: How God Strung Together My Purpose

Each pearl on this necklace represents a moment, a revelation, a struggle, a breakthrough, given to me every time I spoke about the book that was forming in my heart.

First Pearl: A Journey Begins

In September 2005, our church embarked on a transformative journey to find God’s purpose for our lives. At the time, there was a love interest at my church, a man undecided about whether to remain in our town or move back to South Florida to be closer to his children. I felt a quiet relief when he committed to staying for the six-week study. By now, I loved him deeply. He was a man of faith, a man who saw my weaknesses and didn’t flinch. With him, I had finally found a place where vulnerability was safe.

Yet, sadness lingered beneath my joy. His heart was torn, caught between our growing love and the children he longed to see more often.

Each day, we read together, prayed together. It became more than just a study; it was a tether binding us closer to each other and to God.

Second Pearl: His Search... Leading to My Own

Mondays were spent in small group discussions, diving deep into the question: Why are we here? At first, I was focused on helping him discover his purpose. I asked him questions, guided his thoughts, supported his journey. 

But then, a quiet truth crept into my heart:

“I’ve been so busy helping him find his purpose... I don’t even know my own.”

That realization struck like lightning. I had already heard it, twice. Once in a Wednesday night sermon. Then from our substitute Sunday school teacher. And now, in black and white, staring back at me from the pages of The Purpose Driven Life:

“God intentionally allows us to go through painful experiences to equip us for ministry to others... The very experiences you have resented or regretted most in life, the ones you want to hide and forget, are the experiences God wants to use to help others. They are your ministry.”

There it was. My past, my wounds, my regrets, God wanted them. Not to shame me. Not to condemn me. But to transform them into something greater.

I felt a jolt in my spirit. God is speaking to me.

Third Pearl - Confirmation in the Unlikeliest of Places

By Friday, I knew without a doubt: I needed to write a book.

That same day, I met a woman at a Breast Cancer Awareness Program. She specialized in publishing life stories. The timing was too perfect, it wasn’t a coincidence. It was confirmation.

That following weekend, my love interest and I took a trip to Fort Lauderdale to visit his children. On the way back, I shared my whirlwind of emotions, this undeniable calling. We tossed around ideas for a book title, most of them laughable. But then, one phrase took root, a whisper I couldn’t shake: 

Wretched to Redeemed, that later became the current title Worthy Enough, Would God Love Someone Like Me?

It was me. It was my journey.

Fourth Pearl: A Divine Encounter in the Bathroom Mirror

The next morning, everything changed.

Fresh out of the shower, I stood before my bathroom mirror, a routine moment turned supernatural. A force, unshakable and overwhelming, swept over me. My body trembled as the Holy Spirit filled me, heart, soul, and mind.

Suddenly, I knew.

Every tear I had ever cried. Every moment of loss, abandonment, and betrayal. Every night spent drowning in loneliness. Every poor decision, every reckless act, every scar. None of it had been wasted.

It was all preparation.

I wasn’t just a survivor, I was chosen.

God was entrusting me with a mission: to use my story to help others find their way.

I broke down, weeping, not from sadness, not even from joy, but from sheer relief. Relief that my pain had meaning. That God had a purpose for me greater than I had ever dared to imagine.

From Wretched to Redeemed

In just one week, God had taken my brokenness and handed me my calling.

I wasn’t lost anymore.

I had been found.

And now, I was ready to tell the world.

There is a scripture that addresses our suffering and a purpose for that suffering. It helps us understand the need to help others.

Corinthians 1:3-6 (New International Version)

The God of All Comfort

3. Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and the God of all comfort.

4. Who comforts us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves have received from God. 

5. For just as the sufferings of Christ flow over into our lives, so also through Christ our comfort overflows. 

6. If we are distressed, it is for your comfort and salvation; if we are comforted, it is for your comfort, which produces in you Gailient endurance of the same sufferings we suffer. 

It’s very difficult to describe what a “God encounter” feels like, but you know it when it happens. My life will never be the same, and I still long for more moments like it. When it happened, I wept and wept and wept, not for sadness or joy, but for relief in knowing that my wretched life had meaning. God has a very distinct purpose for me in advancing His kingdom. He has redeemed me.

Romans 9:17 (New International Version)

17. For the Scripture says to Pharaoh: “I raised you up for this very purpose, that I might display my power in you and that my name might be proclaimed in all the earth.” [a]

Philippians 4:6-7 (New International Version)

6. Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God.

7. And the peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.

Editor (pastor’s wife)

In speaking with my pastor, I learned that his wife has an editing company. Another piece of the puzzle has just been put into place. I mentioned to her that I’d like to speak to her and fill her in on my purpose driven book. She agreed.

Fifth Pearl: A Divine Orchestration

The revelations came in waves, each one stronger than the last.

First, the message in the book. Then, the words spoken from the pulpit. The confirmation in Sunday school. The unexpected meeting at the Breast Cancer Awareness Program. The title that wouldn’t leave my mind. And finally, the undeniable presence of God flooding over me in my bathroom mirror.

I had asked God to show me my purpose, and within a week, He had laid it all before me, clear, undeniable, and overwhelming. Every wound, every regret, every piece of my broken past had been preparation. I had not suffered in vain. I had been chosen.

I felt unstoppable.

With every fiber of my being, I knew I was meant to write this book. It wasn’t a choice; it was a calling. And when God calls, you move.

But then, silence.

Center Pearl: The Wait

I had expected momentum, a divine push that would propel me forward. Instead, everything came to a standstill.

No new revelations. No sudden urges to write. Just quiet.

At first, doubt tried to creep in. Had I misunderstood? Was this really what God wanted? But deep down, I knew, this was part of the process. Sometimes, God plants a seed but doesn’t allow it to sprout right away. He lets it rest, settle, and take root beneath the surface before it’s ready to break through.

And so, I waited.

I didn’t force it. I didn’t stress over it. I simply trusted.

Then, on January 7, 2006, after months of silence, God spoke again.

The time had come.

Sixth Pearl: A Divine Appointment with Women’s Ministry

During the 40 Days of Purpose study, our church hosted a Ministries Fair, an invitation for people to step into service aligned with their gifts and passions. For me, there was no question. With a background in women’s studies, I eagerly signed up to serve in the Women’s Ministry, never expecting that one small act of obedience would catapult me into something far greater.

Almost immediately, I was welcomed onto the Women’s Ministry Board. I felt a surge of excitement and purpose as I stepped into a role that would allow me to uplift and guide other women in faith. Our first major event was launching a study on an in-depth exploration of faith and obedience. At the time, I had only heard of Beth Moore, but I was eager to experience her teaching firsthand.

Little did I know, God wasn’t just leading me to study obedience. He was about to demand it from me.

Seventh Pearl: Where the Rubber Meets the Road

It was a Saturday, and my love interest and I had one of our usual “study dates” at Books-A-Million, poring over the first week’s lesson of the Beth Moore series. As I flipped to the final paragraph of the workbook, my eyes locked onto a passage about Abraham’s call, how God commanded him to leave his home, his family, and everything he knew... without revealing the destination.

Something inside me shifted.

I had spent four years working tirelessly to earn my Master’s degree, convinced it would lead me to the next step in my career. But after months of nationwide job searching, rejection after rejection had left me questioning why I had even bothered. Doors weren’t just closing; they were slamming shut.

Applications mysteriously vanished. Websites crashed mid-submission. When I did manage to land an interview, It was just a formality, the decision already made for someone else.

I was exhausted. Defeated. Wondering if I had wasted years chasing something that was never meant for me.

But now, here was Abraham, walking blindly in faith, trusting God without knowing what lay ahead.

The words weren’t just a lesson in the workbook. They were a command.

I knew what I had to do.

I had to leave my job.

Even though I had no backup plan. No next step. No safety net.

I had to step into the unknown, just like Abraham.

Eighth Pearl: My Favorite Television Pastor Delivers My Confirmation

The next morning, as I got ready for church, I did something out of the ordinary: I turned on the radio.

I wasn’t searching for anything in particular, but what I heard sent shivers down my spine.

This pastor’s voice filled the room, preaching on the exact same passage: Abraham leaving, stepping out without knowing the destination.

I froze.

He posed a question to his audience, and directly to me:

“What is it that God is asking you to do without knowing the next step? Is it a job? A move?”

My breath caught.

A job.

A job.

It was too specific. Too direct. This wasn’t a coincidence. This was God speaking, loud and clear.

I grabbed my phone, barely able to dial fast enough.

“You won’t believe what I just heard on the radio!”

Before I could even finish, my boyfriend cut me off.

“I know. I heard the same thing.”

We both sat there, stunned. God wasn’t just speaking to me, He was speaking to both of us. He was preparing him, too, because this leap of faith would require his unwavering support.

This wasn’t a moment to consider. It was a moment to obey.

Ninth Pearl: The Leap of Faith

Less than 24 hours later, I wrote my resignation letter.

I had no other job lined up. No safety cushion. No guarantees.

Just faith.

I turned it in, feeling a strange mix of terror and exhilaration.

I had never trusted God this radically before.

But I knew, deep in my soul, that I was finally walking in His purpose.

And somehow, that was enough.

More Pearls: The Power of Sharing My Story

When word started to spread about my decision to resign, the questions came flooding in: “Why are you leaving?” And with each inquiry, a door opened, a door to share the story that had been burning inside me for years. My testimony.

As I shared my journey over and over again, the reactions were overwhelming. It wasn’t just curiosity; it was a deeper connection. One woman, Tina, was moved to tears as she listened, confessing she, too, had a testimony but couldn’t yet find the strength to share it. The very next day, she came to me with an idea, a book cover design that she felt perfectly captured the heart of what I was about to write. It was as though the creative pieces were aligning in ways I couldn’t explain, but I knew they were from God.

One of the most poignant moments during this stage of my journey happened one day in the lunchroom. I sat down with a colleague I had worked alongside for the past two years. We began talking about my resignation and the book I was writing. As I shared my story, one by one, more women gathered around. Lena, Mona, and Joyce, each of them listening intently as if my words were threading together a narrative that somehow resonated with their own. The room fell silent as I shared every detail, every hardship, every breakthrough, until the entire story was laid bare. I felt like I was rambling, but their rapt attention told me otherwise. They were captivated by my testimony, and it was in that moment I realized: my story wasn’t just mine to tell, it was meant for others.

These three women, Lena, Mona, and Joyce, were more than just listeners. They were encouragers, giving me the strength I needed to continue. They might not have even realized how their support was lifting me up, but I will never forget their quiet encouragement during those early days.

Then, the ripple effect continued. Another woman from work approached me, having heard through the grapevine about my book project. She shared that she, too, had a testimony, one that could help others, but had never found the courage to share it. She encouraged me to keep writing, to keep trusting that our stories could make a difference.

And then came Gail, a woman I will forever hold dear. Gail is one of those people who exude strength and grace without even trying. At over 70 years old, she’s spry, vibrant, and as full of life as anyone half her age. She’s a caregiver to her 90-year-old mother, working six hours a day, five days a week, and still finds the energy to spread love wherever she goes.

Gail had heard about my book and had offered words of encouragement in passing, but it wasn’t until one particular day that her story would leave an indelible mark on me. As I sat with Tina, Gail walked into the room and, without hesitation, began to share a deeply painful chapter of her life.

Her story was nothing short of astonishing. Gail’s mother had abandoned her when she was just six years old, leaving her to be raised by her father. But Gail’s pain didn’t stop there. She spent her childhood running away, trying to escape an unimaginable heartache. When her father remarried, things grew even darker. Desperate for a sense of belonging, Gail eventually decided to reach out to her estranged mother, who had been writing to her for years, though Gail had never received the letters.
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