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The Bruising of the Victor – Chapter 7, Verses 1-3

Awakening: The Wound
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The wound arrives without warning, betrayal, a loss, a death, leaving an invisible bruise we pretend isn’t there. We minimize. ‘I’m fine.’ Time heals. Strength is silence. But unacknowledged pain only deepens. This bruise marks where innocence ends and awareness begins, the moment we realize something precious is gone forever. Our chapter starts when denial fails and the wound finally demands recognition.

The wound shatters our illusion of control. Our minds build defenses – anger, numbness, distraction – while we obsessively replay events, searching for impossible alternate endings. This isn’t weakness, but the brain’s desperate attempt to restore order. Unexamined, the wound migrates from heel to head, governing our thoughts and identity. We freeze not from brokenness, but from carrying nameless pain without permission to grieve.

Spiritually, the wound invites rather than punishes. Scripture tells us, “He will bruise your heel, but you will bruise his head.” Victory begins in vulnerability. The wound signals not our defeat, but resilience in battle. Facing it honestly leads to truth where God redeems, rather than erases, pain. Healing comes not from forgetting loss but from finding meaning in what remains. The victor walks forward despite limping, guided by faith instead of fear.


Dr. Ameila Murphy
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Chapter 1 – The Peace in the Eye of the Storm
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September 26th, 2025, 8:38 p.m.

The Douglas Building buzzed with anticipation, the air thrumming with murmurs and soft laughter as a diverse crowd gathered in Winston Salem, North Carolina. This architectural marvel gleamed under the lights, its grand halls capable of seating around a thousand eager souls. Royal hues of purple and gold draped the furnishings, whispering elegance and power through their rich tones. 

“Thank you again for this prestigious honor,” said Mr. Bell, his voice wavering slightly with emotion, the golden award gleaming against his charcoal suit. As he descended the mahogany steps, the master of ceremony, Dr. Mitchell Jackson, a tall man with silver-streaked temples and piercing blue eyes, ascended to the podium. Jackson’s resonant baritone filled the domed auditorium, bouncing off marble columns and crystal chandeliers. “Ladies and gentlemen, I want to take a moment to truly honor Mr. Bell’s achievement. His pioneering work in Dream Visualization Technology is simply unparalleled. I recently had the privilege of witnessing a demonstration of his breakthrough, and I stood mesmerized as I had the honor to witness the beta version of this masterpiece. It was truly stunning, and I stood in awe. Just imagine the frontiers this technology will open, from medical treatments to sleep alternation. Thank you again, Mr. Bell, for expanding the boundaries of human possibility.”

Dr. Jackson paused with excitement, then continued, “I would like everybody under the sound of my voice to look at the titantrons.” The video started with a logo, a triangle with electricity shooting from one diamond end to another with Mind, Body, and Soul productions.

A testimonial flashed onto the big screens.

“Hello, everyone.”

The crowd seen the face of the man and let out with a series of standing ovations.

“It’s really him!”

“Marcellous!”

Murmurs filtered through the crowd as the applause died down.

Marcellous said, “I’m sure you all know the story, Tuesday, 4:13 am, October the 15th, 2024. I worked for a bread distribution company called Seeds of Life. I’d started my normal route that morning. Out of nowhere a plane had lost control and crashed in Mecklenburg, Charlotte, North Carolina, like, three miles down the road.”

The titantrons then shifted to the video that Marcellous recorded on a website called Acebook Live. Marcellous taped his phone to the top of his head and commenced recording. He was so terrified that he cried, but he knew what he had to do.

“Father God, give me strength to do what needs to be done. You said in your word that you haven’t given us a spirit of fear but of a sound mind. But Lord, I am terrified, I know I haven’t done everything right, but I am your son,” Marcellous hands shook profusely.

Marcelous hurried and took off all the bread racks and cleaned out the back of his truck, the continual struggle of heroism and self-preservation written all over his face. In his mind, there was a constant war waged between faith and fear.’

He asked himself frantically, “Oh God, Marcellous Smith, what are you doing?”

It was like his mind was everywhere, but his heart and actions were instinctual. There was a female whose leg was cut by flying debris from the plane. Marcelous took his first aid kit out of his truck, cleaned the wound, and bandaged it.

Marcellous’ phone caught every detail of this terrifying and miraculous event for all to see. Within thirty minutes, Acebook had over a million views, watching as he packed as many people as possible in his truck and took them to safety.

As Marcelous drove down the now rocky terrain, he assured his passengers that everything would be alright, even though he wasn’t certain it would be. Nevertheless, he spoke with the assurance of someone whose actions were executed with confidence.

“Hey, hey, no need to cry! God has everything safely in his hands. Do you believe that Jesus is our lord and savior? If you believe with your heart and confess with your mouth the Bible declares you shall be saved,” Marcellous said to the survivors as he drove back to safety.

“That day changed my life! It put me in a position to receive accolades after accolades. I was the recipient of the key to the city of Mecklenburg. But with the highest highs came the lowest lows. My psyche broke. It felt unnatural to be the beneficiary of all this fame and attention. My faith withered. I was introduced to things I thought I wanted but, when I got them, made me a shell of myself. My pillar of hope lost its morals. I became the terrible embodiment of everything my faith spoke ill about.”

Marcellous shed tears as he asked a question that would sift the air out the Douglas Building, “Who helps the helper? Who redeems the redeemer? Those questions made me realize I needed help. And that’s when I found the profound assistance of Dr. Ameila Murphy.”

The screens flickered, then resolved into a series of candid, quietly powerful scenes: Dr. Murphy sat in a circle with a half-dozen men and women, the light in the room subdued but clear. She spoke softly, hands open on her lap, as the group’s eyes flickered between her and each other. A soldier, with a prosthetic arm, who’d been silent in the beginning, leaned forward and listened intently.

A young woman with a hardened face covered by cropped hair gave the impression of someone tough on the outside, but emotions stirred inside her. She’d fought her trembling lips to recount that night and feared it would break her. An older man in a faded blue work shirt confessed that he’d lost his sense of purpose after retirement, and Dr. Murphy nodded, catching his gaze, anchoring him with just a glance and the silent assurance that he’d been heard.

Marcellous continued, “The book, The Bruising of the Victor, by Dr. Ameila Murphy, was life changing. The doctor’s methods of transformation are extraordinary. How she’s able to talk to, interact, and understand her patients. Dr. Murphy’s ability to sympathize with a person’s needs is remarkable.

But this book takes everything to a whole different level. It teaches you to search for stability even in your darkest time.”

Marcellous’ emotions roared, his tears becoming evident. He tried to force the words out, to explain the joy and happiness in his life that had brought about so immaculate a change.

“The peace in the eye of the storm,” he said, as though it was the last thing he could force out.

The Mind, Body, and Soul logo resurfaced back on the screen in all its glory as the video faded to black. 

Mr. Bell came back to the mic. “This very special woman is not only our guest of honor but also our Lifetime Achievement recipient. Could you give a mighty applause for Dr. Ameila Murphy!”

The applause was thunderous as Dr. Murphy’s slender figure elegantly made her way to the podium. She was smart and well-spoken, and, with her Spanish and African American heritage, gorgeous. People stared in awe at her illustrious, sparkling silver gown and glass slippers that screamed beauty with every step she took. Last but not least, Dr. Murphy had an exquisite diamond choker that brought the entire ensemble together. 

“Thank you, thank you for this prestigious award and phenomenal recognition. I am honored to be chosen for this monumental gift. All of these feats and accolades are a direct result of agony and suffering that had to be endured. We, as people, only magnify a person’s achievements, but we must understand that failures and success are one entity. You can’t have one without the other.”

* * *
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EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, at the Wilsons’ house, was the exact opposite of a celebration. Mathew struggled. Not with his early morning attire. Not with the simple question of what to eat for breakfast. Not even waking up on time, for he was way ahead of schedule. No, what Mathew struggled with was living.

He stood in his daughter’s room, twisting his wedding ring, unable to take it off, yet unable to bear its weight. Two months ago, an intruder entered their well-protected house and brutally murdered his wife, Katherine and his daughter, Hope, while Mathew was out of town. This warped inception of a tragedy made Mathew a broken man. The foundation of his very life had been ripped away, leaving thoughts of suicide to assault him constantly., all the while, thoughts of suicide flooded every aspect of his mind.

Mathew held a silver-plated nine-millimeter in his hand, muzzle pointing down towards the pink, furry carpet. He glared at the television. Hope was afraid of the dark, so they let her keep the television on. Ever since that dreadful day, he just couldn’t bring himself to turn it off.

Mathew’s eyes were bloodshot. Dried tear trails dominated his face, alongside fresh tears. His sniffles and irregular breathing, the pain that bored into his mind, summed towards unlimited suffering. There wasn’t a place he could go that wouldn’t remind him of them. Mathew’s humble abode was once a place filled with peace and love, now tormenting him in every facet.

Loving memories, fun encounters, were a war that confused his mind. How did you battle with hopelessness? Each happy memory was both treasure and torture. He’d catch himself smiling at the thought of Katherine’s embrace, or his daughter’s laugh, then hate himself for experiencing even that momentary relief. Was remembering or forgetting an act of love or betrayal?

Mathew turned to the bed where Hope’s favorite doll sat. He heard the stuffed animal imitating her voice.

“Dad, why are you crying?”

Mathew’s eyes widened, his face caught between disbelief and terror. Was this madness finally claiming him? His hand trembled forward, then jerked back, as if the doll might burn him. He wanted desperately to believe, yet feared what comfort his belief might bring. What kind of father finds solace when his child is gone? Still, his fingers inched toward it, tears streaming down his face, not knowing if they came from hope or despair.

The doll walked slowly toward Mathew. “It’s alright daddy, please don’t cry,” the fluffy toy said, mimicking his daughter’s voice.

“My love, oh my baby,” Mathew cried out as he reached his outstretched arms for the doll.

Could it really be her? he wondered. No. His grief had taken over his mind. What a cruel trick his hurt had played. Or was this what his heart longed for? For one suspended moment, he wanted both to cradle the doll against his chest and hurl it across the room. To surrender to the comfort of his hallucination, and to rage against the cruelty of faith.

He stumbled in the loft, like a drunken man, passing his many decorated awards in law enforcement that hung on the wall. If the frames could talk, they’d look upon his current state with disappointment and disdain.

Mathew dragged his slumped body towards the bedroom. Knowing that he wasn’t prepared. He’d become totally unhinged, tearing at the frame. Making impulsive decisions and fabricating indecisive choices. All of his actions have brought him to this point. Today marked the day that Mathew came off of his month suspension.

The Greensboro Seven O’clock news came on Hope’s television. The local anchor, with her perfect teeth and practiced compassion, introduced a segment on last night’s gala. The camera panned across the glittering ballroom before settling on Dr. Murphy’s radiant face as she accepted the crystal Lifetime Achievement trophy.

Mathew desperately tried to enter the bedroom and not recount his life with his wife. He hid with his back toward the door, hands shaking. Fear enveloped his entire demeanor with a chill. In Mathew’s mind, he knew he’d lost his family.

“Baby? My love? I can see you hiding beside the door,” Katherine giggled.

But his heart, his heart breathed a sense of life into their bodies. He knew if he looked into the bedroom; she wasn’t going to be there like so many times before. The recurring scene resembled a mirage, like a person in the desert who lusted for a drop of water, dehydrated. Their minds played a dire trick on them. Even now, Mathew’s soul longed for revitalization.

The news played Dr. Murphy’s speech on Hope’s television. “You see, loss changes you, whether it’s strengthening your resolve or dampening your emotions. Change is inevitable but loss expedites that process.”

Katherine let out a hearty laugh. “Come on honey, we don’t have any time to play these games.”

Mathew stood at the door remembering when he and Katherine used to play loving and silly little games. Their very first time of intimacy, Katherine was afraid. She’d stood where Mathew was standing now, fully unclothed. Her palms were sweaty, throat was dry – a chill had enveloped her entire body. When she was in court, her confidence sky-rocketed. Katherine could effortlessly take complete control, like a masterful musician making beautiful music. 

Now she was afraid to move. But Mathew went and stood right beside her. And began to give her loving whispers that calmed her nerves. But now, it was Mathew struggling, wanting this figment of his loving wife’s playful voice to be an inkling of truth. But Mathew’s mind told him that this version of his wife and daughter were imposters.

“In the book, The Bruising of the Victor, it talks specifically about loss. During this terrible but frequent event, it puts our mind and our heart at war with each other. It not only attacks our faith but the very constructs of reality. Loss places you in a very vulnerable and dark existence. And that’s just the beginning.”

Mathew’s memories were like shards of glass puncturing his skin. His lips trembled as he wanted to respond to Katherine. His hands shook sporadically, his crying redoubled and flowing immensely as Katherine continued to playfully call his name. Hope’s stuffed animal stood at the entranceway of her room.

“Daddy, don’t be sad, please,” the doll said while hugging the door frame.

“Everything starts closing in around you,” she continued as she cried. “It is, it’s human nature to gravitate towards pain and suffering, instead of lifting ourselves out of the shadows of hopelessness,” she scuffs, but still with a slew of sadness continued, “When the darkness overtakes you, your only way out is to take your own life...”

With hope oozing out of his pores, the only verdict was death. Mathew pulled up his nine-millimeter and started gasping for air. He put the gun to his temple, his body, especially his hands were twitching, yearning for just a level of peace. Mathew closed his eyes and a memory of his family.

“God help me.” Everything went quiet.

NOOOOO! Don’t do it!”

The voice from Hope’s television roared, it startling Mathew to where he wanted to go see what was happening. The gun dropped back to Mathew’s side as he staggered into Hope’s room and saw Dr. Murphy’s highlights on the news. 

“Don’t let death be the final chapter in your life. You have so much more to offer to the living, but you owe it to the dead. Just take it day by day. Thank you and I love you all,” Dr. Murphy said as she walked off the stage.

He took the gun in both hands and put it back to his head. His morning alarm buzzed, startling him. Mathew let out a deep sigh and put the gun down, defeated. Made his way to his room to shut off the alarm clock and began getting his clothes ready for work.
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The Bruising of the Victor – Chapter 11, Verses 8 and 9

Awakening: Loss Identity
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Loss arrives without permission, shattering the self you once were. Grief fractures identity more than it simply saddens. When someone says, ‘I don’t know who I am anymore,’ they mean it literally. Your routines, relationships, and even memories transform as your mind struggles to preserve what it was while adapting to what is. This impossible balancing act and clinging to yesterday while being dragged into today is why grief exhausts. You mourn not just what vanished, but who you were when you still had it.

Scripture acknowledges grief’s necessity. “A time to weep and a time to mourn,” the Bible says, validating sorrow as love’s natural response to loss. Yet this permission carries a gentle warning: feel grief, but don’t let it consume you. When sorrow becomes identity, it imprisons. Faith doesn’t demand we suppress pain, it anchors us against being swept away by it. God permits grief but doesn’t intend it as our permanent definition. Healing comes when grief speaks without becoming who we are.

Dr. Ameila Murphy
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Chapter 2 – Ready or Not
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Mathew pulled into the lot of the Winston-Salem Police Department, the sky still bruised purple with the last remnants of night. His 2020 Grand Cherokee eased into the same parking space he’d used for years, though it felt unfamiliar now, as if it belonged to someone else. He sat still for a moment, hands gripping the steering wheel, eyes empty. His body was present, but the man inside moved like a ghost wearing his own skin.

The air in the SUV was cold from the heater he’d never bothered adjusting. He didn’t feel it. He didn’t feel much of anything these days. Everything that once mattered had been torn away in a single night, his wife Katherine’s laugh, the warmth of Hope climbing into his lap, the small ordinary moments that stitched a life together. Gone, stolen, replaced by a void that clawed at him every waking second.

Mathew finally forced himself to move. He opened the door and stepped out, boots crunching on the gravel as if they were weighted with concrete blocks. He adjusted the collar of his jacket, a pointless habit he’d carried from years of trying to look sharp, crisp, put together. Today he looked anything but.

Mathew’s emotions churned underneath the surface – grief, anger, fear, exhaustion, and something darker he refused to name. They all twisted inside him, a silent storm threatening to break the moment he lost focus. Now he was back, but he didn’t feel ready. Mathew didn’t know if he ever would be.

He approached the glass entrance, the reflection in the door startling him. Mathew saw the shaking before he felt it. His hand trembled violently as he reached for the handle. He stopped, staring at his fingers as if they belonged to a stranger. He curled them into a tight fist, forcing the tremor away, then exhaled through clenched teeth.

“Get it together,” he whispered to himself.

The doors parted, and he stepped into the station.

The familiar scent hit him first. Old coffee, copier toner, the faint bite of cleaning chemicals. Underneath it all was the smell of tension. The building buzzed with hurried footsteps, clipped conversations, and the metallic clatter of equipment. Something big was happening today. 

“Good morning, Susan,” Mathew murmured as he passed the front desk.

The clerk jumped slightly, turning with wide eyes. “Oh, Detective Wilson. Good morning! I... I didn’t know you were coming back today.”

Mathew gave a faint nod, but the fog in his mind swallowed her voice as if he hadn’t heard her at all. He kept walking. Officers along the hallway paused, subtle glances following him like shadows. Some looked sympathetic. Others looked nervous. A few looked like they didn’t know what to think.

He didn’t blame them.

Mathew’s suspension wasn’t a secret. Everyone had heard about the case. How he and Maxwel responded to that domestic homicide last month. How the husband had butchered his wife in front of his daughter. How the girl’s screams echoed through the house like something torn from a nightmare. How Mathew snapped.

No matter how many times he replayed it in his mind, it always came back the same way. The girl’s trembling voice, the blood on the walls, the way the husband still had the nerve to breathe. Something inside Mathew broke that day. He beat the man until his knuckles split. Until Maxwel and two other officers dragged him off.

He might have killed him if they hadn’t.

The department had to suspend him. If it weren’t for Maxwel stepping in and fighting for him, along with the Chief advocating for the detective, he wouldn’t even be walking through these halls right now. Mathew would be packing up his desk under escort.

The memories crawled across his skin. He inhaled sharply and forced himself forward.

He was back. Whether he was ready or not.

The operations board dominated the corridor wall near the briefing room. Officers clustered around it, swapping intel, checking equipment, loading magazines, strapping on tactical vests. The entire station hummed with anticipation. This was no routine operation.

Rumors whispered around the department said today was about some major organized crime ring operating out of an abandoned textile warehouse. Intel suggested trafficking, weapons, illicit substances – a cesspool of activity the department had been watching for months.

Mathew turned a corner, nearly colliding with a figure leaning casually against the wall.

The light complexion African American straightened instantly. His eyes widened in surprise.

“Mat...” the man breathed. “Man... it’s really you.”

Mathew tried to force a smile, but it collapsed halfway. “Max.”

Maxwel looked him over, slowly, carefully, like he was studying a wound he wasn’t sure he had permission to touch. “You look... different.”

Mathew shrugged dismissively, his voice hollow. “It’s nothing.”

Maxwel shifted his weight, his left hand shook like a nervous tick. “Now, we’ve been partners for six years—” He stopped himself and got right to the point. “Look... I’ve been calling and calling. I’m worried...”
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