TRAUMA



Introduction

Trauma is not the story of Aundrey Richard Hubbard who survived
because he was strong — it is the story of Aundrey Richard Hubbard
who survived because Jesus stepped into the fire with him.

This testimony begins in the places most people never speak about:
the hidden wounds, the silent battles, the nights when trauma felt
louder than breath. It traces the journey of a soul that was shattered,
silenced, and left to navigate the ruins of a life marked by pain. But
it does not end there. Because even in the darkest chapters, God was
already writing redemption between the lines.

This book is a witness to the God who rescues when no one else
sees, who heals what others call impossible, and who rebuilds what
life tried to burn to the ground. It is a story of ashes — but more
importantly, it is a story of rising.

Within these pages, you will encounter:

* The raw truth of trauma and the weight it leaves behind

* The quiet, persistent presence of Jesus in moments of despair

* The slow, sacred rebuilding of identity, faith, and hope

* The transformation that happens when divine love meets human
brokenness

This is not a polished narrative. It is a lived one — messy, holy, and
honest. It is a declaration that survival is possible, healing is real,
and Jesus still saves with a power that reaches deeper than trauma
and stronger than death.

[f you have ever felt buried beneath your past, suffocated by pain, or
convinced that your story 1s beyond repair, let this testimony remind
you:

God specializes in resurrection.

And what He raises, He restores.

From the ashes, I rose — and by His grace, so can you.
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Chapter 1 — The Silence That Stole My Childhood

I didn’t grow up with the luxury of innocence. Some children
remember playgrounds, birthday cakes, and warm hugs. My
earliest memories were shadows — heavy, suffocating, and far
too old for a child to carry. Trauma didn’t knock on my door; it
lived in the house with me. It breathed the same air. It shaped the
walls. It shaped me.

[ was molested for years, long before I even understood what the
word meant. There is a particular kind of confusion that settles
into a child’s bones when the people who should protect them
become the source of their nightmares. I learned early that silence
was both a shield and a prison. I learned how to disappear inside
myself. I learned how to survive by pretending I wasn’t there.

But the body remembers what the mind tries to bury. And the pain
grew with me.

By the time I was old enough to understand that what happened to
me was wrong, the damage had already carved deep trenches into
my spirit. [ didn’t have the language for trauma, depression, or
abuse. All I knew was that I hurt — constantly, endlessly — and
no one seemed to notice.

Home wasn’t a refuge. It was another battlefield. I was beaten,
sometimes until bones cracked, sometimes until the world blurred
into darkness. I learned to brace myself for impact before I
learned multiplication. I learned to read the temperature of a room
faster than I learned to read books. Survival was my curriculum.



School wasn’t much better. | was suspended from multiple
schools, not because I was a bad kid, but because I was a
wounded one. Pain has a way of leaking out sideways — through
anger, through silence, through rebellion, through anything that
distracts from the truth that you’re drowning. Teachers saw a
problem. No one saw a child begging for help without knowing
how to ask.

There were nights I didn’t sleep indoors. Homelessness wasn’t a
moment; it was a season. A long, cold, humiliating season. I slept
in places no child should ever have to sleep. I ate what I could
find. I trusted no one. I believed I was alone in the world.

And then came the darkest moments — the ones I rarely speak
about, even now. | attempted suicide more than ten times. Not
because | wanted to die, but because I couldn’t see a way to live.
The pain felt permanent. The world felt hostile. My existence felt
like a mistake.

Hospitals, juvenile detention centers, psychiatric wards — they
became revolving doors in my life. I was in and out of them so
often that the staff began to recognize my face. Some looked at
me with pity. Some with frustration. Some with indifference. But
none of them could reach the part of me that had already given

up.

[ didn’t know it then, but Jesus was watching me even in those
moments — especially in those moments. I didn’t feel Him. I
didn’t hear Him. But He was there, preserving me when I didn’t
want to be preserved. Holding me when I didn’t want to be held.
Protecting a future I didn’t believe I deserved.

[ should not be alive. Not by statistics. Not by circumstance. Not
by the weight of everything I endured.

But [ am.

And this book is the story of how.



Chapter 2 — A Child Carrying Adult-Sized Burdens

There’s a weight a child should never have to carry. A weight that bends
the spine and bruises the soul long before the body is fully grown. I
carried that weight everywhere — to school, to bed, to the streets, to the
places I hid when home became too dangerous to stay. It clung to me like
a second skin.

Most kids my age were learning how to ride bikes or tie their shoes. I was
learning how to read danger. I could sense a shift in the air before a storm
of violence hit. I could hear the change in footsteps, the tightening in a
voice, the silence that meant something terrible was coming. I lived in a
constant state of alertness, as if my life depended on it — because it did.

The beatings weren’t random. They were routine. Predictable in their
unpredictability. Sometimes it was a slap. Sometimes a punch. Sometimes
something worse. Bones broke. Skin split. Bruises bloomed like dark
flowers across my body. I learned to hide them. I learned to lie about
them. I learned to pretend everything was fine because telling the truth
felt more dangerous than the pain itself.

And yet, even in the middle of all that chaos, I still tried to be a child. 1
still tried to laugh sometimes. I still tried to imagine a world where I was
safe. But imagination can only carry you so far when reality keeps
dragging you back by the throat.

School should have been an escape, but it wasn’t. I was angry. Confused.
Exhausted. Teachers saw the outbursts but not the cause. They saw the
fights but not the fear. They saw the defiance but not the desperation. I
was suspended again and again, labeled a problem child, a troublemaker,
a lost cause.

No one asked what was happening at home. No one asked why I was
hurting. No one asked why I was breaking.

And so I kept breaking.

The streets became my classroom. Homelessness taught me lessons no
child should ever learn — how to sleep with one eye open, how to ignore
hunger, how to disappear into the background so no one would notice
you. | learned how to survive on scraps, how to stay warm with nothing
but determination, how to keep moving even when my legs felt like they
would give out.



There were nights | wondered if anyone would miss me if [ vanished.
Nights when the darkness felt like a friend because it didn’t judge me,
didn’t hit me, didn’t demand anything from me. Nights when I thought
about ending everything because I couldn’t imagine a future that looked
any different from my past.

But even then — even in the coldest, loneliest moments — something kept
me alive. | didn’t recognize it as Jesus at the time. I didn’t understand
grace or mercy or divine protection. But looking back, I know it was Him.
I know He was there, shielding me from dangers I didn’t even see,
whispering life into me when death felt easier.

I didn’t know it then, but God was already writing a story with my life. A
story of survival. A story of redemption. A story of a child who would one
day rise from the ashes of everything meant to destroy him.

This chapter of my life wasn’t the end — it was the beginning of a long,
painful journey toward healing, purpose, and faith. A journey I didn’t
choose, but one that shaped me into who I am today.



Chapter 3 — The Breaking Point

There comes a moment in every wounded child’s life when the pain
becomes too heavy to hide. Mine came slowly, like a storm gathering over
years, until one day it finally broke open. I didn’t explode outward — I
imploded. Quietly. Silently. Completely.

People think a breaking point is loud, dramatic, obvious. But mine wasn’t.
It was the moment I realized I couldn’t outrun the memories anymore. The
moment [ understood that the world I lived in wasn’t going to save me.
The moment I stopped believing I mattered.

[ was still young — too young to be carrying the kind of despair that
belonged to someone three times my age. But trauma ages you. It steals
childhood and replaces it with survival instincts. It teaches you to endure,
not to dream. It teaches you to brace for impact, not to hope.

The suicidal thoughts didn’t come out of nowhere. They were the natural
result of years of pain, silence, and fear. I didn’t want to die — I just
didn’t know how to live. I didn’t know how to breathe under the weight of
everything I had endured. I didn’t know how to ask for help. I didn’t know
help was even possible.

My first attempt wasn’t a cry for attention. It was a cry for escape. A
desperate attempt to stop the hurt. I didn’t understand the finality of death;
I only understood the finality of pain. And when it didn’t work, I felt like
even failure followed me.

The attempts continued — more than ten times. Each one was a reflection
of how deeply I believed I didn’t belong in this world. Each one was a
sign that I was drowning in silence. Each one was a moment where
darkness felt louder than hope.

But even then, even in the moments when I tried to end my life, something
stopped me. Something intervened. Something — or Someone — refused
to let me go.

I didn’t know it was Jesus at the time. I didn’t understand grace. I didn’t
understand mercy. I didn’t understand why I kept waking up when I didn’t
want to. But now I know: He was fighting for me long before I knew how
to fight for myself.



The breaking point wasn’t the end of my story. It was the turning point. The
moment when everything shattered so something new could eventually be
built. The moment when survival became more than instinct — it became
destiny.

[ didn’t realize it then, but God was already preparing a way out. A way
forward. A way toward healing. A way toward purpose. A way toward Him.

This chapter of my life was dark, but it wasn’t final. It was the valley before
the climb. The night before the dawn. The breaking before the blessing.



Chapter 4 — The System That Never Saw Me

The world has a way of labeling children like me long before it ever
listens to them. [ wasn’t seen as a kid in pain — [ was seen as a problem to
be managed. A file to be processed. A case number to be shuffled from one
office to another. Every time I entered a hospital, a juvenile facility, or a
psychiatric ward, I hoped someone would finally look past the behavior
and see the brokenness underneath. But most didn’t.

Hospitals were supposed to be places of healing, but for me they were
holding cells between crises. | remember lying in beds that weren’t mine,
staring at ceilings that felt colder than the rooms themselves. Nurses came
and went. Doctors asked questions that skimmed the surface but never
touched the truth. They treated symptoms, not stories. They patched
wounds but never asked where they came from.

Juvenile detention was worse. It wasn’t a place for rehabilitation — it was
a warehouse for kids society didn’t know what to do with. [ wasn’t a
criminal. I was a child trying to survive trauma no one bothered to
uncover. But the system didn’t care about the difference. It cared about
control, compliance, and consequences. I learned quickly that the world
punished pain when it didn’t understand it.

Psychiatric wards were a different kind of cold. Sterile. Quiet. Heavy. The
kind of quiet that makes you feel like your thoughts are echoing too
loudly. I sat in group sessions with other kids who were hurting in ways I
recognized but couldn’t name. We were all broken in different shapes, but
broken just the same. Some cried. Some shut down. Some lashed out. I
floated somewhere in between — numb, exhausted, and unsure if healing
was even possible.

The adults in those places weren’t cruel. Many were trying. But trying
isn’t the same as seeing. And no one saw me. Not fully. Not deeply. Not in
the way a child drowning in trauma needs to be seen.



I didn’t need medication alone. I didn’t need punishment. I didn’t need another
suspension, another diagnosis, another temporary fix. | needed safety. | needed love. |
needed someone to tell me I wasn’t crazy for hurting. I needed someone to tell me |
mattered.

But I didn’t hear those words.
Not then.

Instead, I learned how to navigate the system the same way I navigated the streets —
quietly, cautiously, and with the understanding that no one was coming to save me. |
learned how to answer questions the way they wanted. I learned how to hide the truth
so | could get out faster. I learned how to survive institutions the same way I survived
everything else: alone.

But even in those places — the hospitals, the cells, the wards — something kept me
alive. Something kept whispering that my story wasn’t over. Something kept pulling
me back from the edge.

I didn’t know it was Jesus. I didn’t know He was the one holding me together when
everything else was falling apart. I didn’t know He was the reason I kept waking up
after nights I shouldn’t have. I didn’t know He was the one shielding me from dangers
[ didn’t even see.

But He was.

And one day, I would understand that the system didn’t save me because it couldn’t.
Only He could.



Chapter 5 — Learning to Live in the Shadows

There’s a strange skill that trauma teaches you: how to live in the shadows even when
you're standing in the middle of a room. I became an expert at it. I learned how to
shrink myself so small that people barely noticed me unless I caused trouble — and
even then, they only saw the behavior, not the boy behind it.

[ didn’t trust anyone. How could I? The people who were supposed to protect me had
hurt me. The people who were supposed to help me had overlooked me. The people
who were supposed to guide me had given up on me. Trust wasn’t just difficult — it
felt dangerous.

So I built walls. High ones. Thick ones. Walls made of silence, anger, and distance. |
didn’t let anyone close enough to see the truth. I didn’t let anyone close enough to hurt
me again. [ didn’t let anyone close enough to love me, because love felt like a trap.

I became a ghost in my own life.

At school, I sat in the back of classrooms, pretending not to care. [ avoided eye
contact. | avoided conversations. I avoided anything that required vulnerability.
Teachers saw a kid who didn’t try. They didn’t see the kid who was trying just to stay
alive.

On the streets, I moved like a shadow — quiet, cautious, invisible. I learned which
corners were safe and which weren’t. I learned how to blend in with crowds and how
to disappear when danger approached. I learned how to sleep lightly, how to listen for
footsteps, how to read people’s intentions before they spoke.



At home — when I had one — I walked on eggshells. I learned how to predict moods,
how to avoid triggers, how to stay out of the way. I learned how to brace myself for
impact long before it came. I learned how to pretend I was fine even when I was
falling apart.

The shadows became my refuge. My hiding place. My armor.
But they were also my prison.

Living in the shadows meant I never felt safe. Never felt seen. Never felt known. It
meant | carried my pain alone, in silence, with no one to help me shoulder the weight.
It meant | was surviving, but not living.

And yet, even in the shadows, something was happening that I didn’t understand at the
time. Jesus was watching me. Not from a distance, but from right beside me. He was
there in the moments when I felt invisible. He was there in the moments when I felt
abandoned. He was there in the moments when I felt like giving up.

[ didn’t know Him yet. Not truly. Not personally. But He knew me. He saw me. He
understood me in ways no one else did. He was the light waiting on the other side of
my darkness, the hope waiting on the other side of my despair, the love waiting on the
other side of my fear.

I didn’t know it then, but the shadows I lived in weren’t permanent. They were
temporary shelters on the way to something greater. Something brighter. Something
holy.

One day, the light would break through.

But first, I had to survive the night.



Chapter 6 — Anger: The Armor I Didn’t Know [ Was Wearing

Anger became my closest companion long before I understood what it really was. It
wasn’t just an emotion — it was armor. It was the shield I used to protect myself
from a world that had already taken too much. When you grow up in chaos, anger
feels like control. It feels like power. It feels like the only thing that belongs to you.

[ wasn’t angry because | wanted to be. I was angry because I didn’t know how to be
anything else.

Every time someone looked at me the wrong way, I flinched — not because I was
scared, but because I was ready. Ready to defend myself. Ready to strike first. Ready
to prove that [ wasn’t weak, even though weakness was all I felt inside.

Teachers called it “behavioral issues.” Counselors called it “defiance.” The system
called it “aggression.” But none of them understood that anger was the language of a
child who had never been taught how to speak his pain.

I lashed out because I didn’t know how to cry.
I fought because I didn’t know how to ask for help.
I yelled because silence had suffocated me for too long.

Anger kept people at a distance, and distance felt safe. If no one got close, no one
could hurt me. If no one saw the real me, no one could reject me. If no one knew my
story, no one could use it against me.

But anger is a heavy thing to carry. It burns hot, but it burns you too. It isolates you.
It drains you. It convinces you that you don’t need anyone, even when you
desperately do.

There were moments when the anger scared me. Moments when 1 felt it rising like a
wave | couldn’t control. Moments when | wondered if | was becoming the very thing
[ feared. Moments when [ saw myself in the mirror and didn’t recognize the person
staring back.



But even in those moments, something held me back from going too far. Something
softened the edges just enough to keep me from losing myself completely. Something
whispered that I wasn’t defined by my rage, even when it felt like the only thing I had
left.

[ didn’t know it then, but Jesus was already working on my heart. He was already
planting seeds of peace in soil that had only ever known violence. He was already
preparing a future where anger wouldn’t be my identity, but a chapter I overcame.

He didn’t condemn me for my anger. He understood it. He saw the child behind it. He
saw the wounds behind it. He saw the fear behind it. And He loved me anyway.

Anger may have been my armor, but it wasn’t my destiny. It was a survival tool — not
a life sentence. One day, | would learn how to lay it down. One day, [ would learn
how to feel without fighting. One day, I would learn how to heal.

But first, I had to face the fire inside me.



Chapter 7 — When the World Felt Too Big

There were days when the world felt impossibly large — too loud, too unpredictable,
too dangerous for someone who had already lived through more than most adults
ever will. I felt like a small figure standing in the middle of a storm, trying to hold
my ground while everything around me threatened to sweep me away.

Everywhere | went, I carried the weight of my past like a shadow that refused to let
go. It followed me into classrooms, into shelters, into detention centers, into hospital
rooms. It followed me into conversations, into silence, into sleep. It followed me
even when I tried to run.

The world didn’t slow down for kids like me. It didn’t pause to ask what I needed. It
didn’t offer a hand unless it came with conditions. I learned early that [ had to
navigate life on my own, even when I didn’t know how.

[ felt small — not because I lacked potential, but because trauma shrinks you from
the inside out. It convinces you that you don’t belong. It convinces you that you’re
too broken to fit anywhere. It convinces you that the world is too big for someone
like you.

I remember walking through crowds and feeling invisible. [ remember sitting in
classrooms and feeling like an outsider. | remember lying in hospital beds and
wondering if anyone even knew I was there. | remember being surrounded by people
and still feeling completely alone.

But loneliness wasn’t the only thing I felt. I also felt fear — a constant, humming fear
that lived in my chest. Fear of being hurt again. Fear of being abandoned. Fear of
being seen. Fear of being forgotten. Fear of the future. Fear of the past. Fear of
myself.

And yet, even in the middle of all that fear, something inside me refused to give up.
Something kept me moving. Something kept me breathing. Something kept me alive.

I didn’t recognize it then, but that “something™ was Jesus.



He was the quiet strength in moments when I felt too weak to stand.

He was the whisper of hope when despair felt louder.

He was the unseen hand guiding me through places I shouldn’t have survived.
He was the reason I kept waking up, even when I didn’t want to.

The world felt too big for me — but it wasn’t too big for Him.

[ didn’t know it yet, but He was preparing me for a future where the world wouldn’t
feel so overwhelming. A future where I wouldn’t feel small anymore. A future where |
would stand tall, not because the pain disappeared, but because He would teach me
how to rise above it.

This chapter of my life was filled with fear, but it was also filled with a quiet, hidden
strength I didn’t understand at the time. A strength that didn’t come from me — but
from the One who was carrying me even when I didn’t know He was there.



Chapter 8 — The Moments No One Saw

Some of the hardest moments in my life weren’t the ones people witnessed. They
were the quiet ones — the ones that happened behind closed doors, in empty rooms,
in the corners of my mind where no one else could reach. Pain doesn’t always
scream. Sometimes it whispers. Sometimes it hides. Sometimes it sits so silently
inside you that even you forget it’s there until it rises again.

There were nights when I lay awake staring at the ceiling, wondering why I had
been born into a world that seemed determined to break me. Nights when the
darkness felt like a blanket I couldn’t push off. Nights when I prayed — not because
I knew how to pray, but because I didn’t know what else to do.

[ didn’t pray for miracles. I prayed for relief.
[ didn’t pray for blessings. | prayed for the pain to stop.
[ didn’t pray for a future. I prayed to survive the night.

There were mornings when I woke up and felt disappointed that 1 had. Not because |
wanted to die, but because living felt like a punishment I didn’t understand. I carried
that feeling quietly, like a secret I was ashamed of. No one knew how heavy it was.
No one knew how often it returned.

There were days when I walked through the world feeling like a ghost — present
but unseen. I sat in classrooms where teachers talked at me but never to me. |
walked hallways where kids laughed around me but never with me. I sat at lunch
tables alone, pretending I didn’t care, pretending I preferred the silence.

There were moments when I tried to speak up, but the words got stuck in my throat.
Trauma teaches you that your voice doesn’t matter. That your truth is too heavy for
others. That your pain is an inconvenience. So I swallowed my words. I buried my
feelings. I hid my wounds.

But even in those hidden moments, something was happening inside me. Something
small. Something quiet. Something holy.



Jesus was planting seeds in the soil of my suffering.

[ didn’t know it then. I didn’t feel it. I didn’t understand it. But He was there in every
unseen moment:

* When I cried silently into my pillow

* When [ walked the streets alone

* When [ sat in hospital beds feeling forgotten

* When [ stared at walls trying to hold myself together
* When I felt like giving up

He was there.

Not judging me.
Not abandoning me.
Not disappointed in me.

Just present.

There were moments when I felt a strange peace for no reason. Moments when I felt a
little stronger than the day before. Moments when I felt a flicker of hope I couldn’t
explain. Those moments didn’t come from me — they came from Him.

The world didn’t see those moments.
People didn’t see them.
But Jesus did.

And He was using them to prepare me for the day I would finally step out of the
shadows and into the light He had been holding for me all along.



Chapter 9 — The Weight of Being “Too Much”

There’s a certain kind of exhaustion that comes from constantly feeling like you're
“too much” for the world. Too angry. Too broken. Too emotional. Too quiet. Too loud.
Too complicated. Too damaged. Too everything. I carried that weight for years,
believing I was a burden to everyone around me.

It wasn’t that people said it outright — it was the way they looked at me, the way they
sighed when I walked into a room, the way they talked about me like I was a problem

to solve instead of a person to understand. I learned to read disappointment in people’s
eyes long before [ learned to read books.

Every time [ was suspended from school, I felt like I was proving them right.

Every time I ended up in a hospital or a juvenile facility, I felt like I was confirming
their expectations.

Every time I broke down, I felt like I was failing at being human.

I didn’t understand that trauma changes how you move through the world. I didn’t
understand that my reactions were symptoms, not character flaws. I didn’t understand
that I wasn’t “too much” — I was carrying too much.

But the world didn’t see that.
And I didn’t know how to explain it.

So I internalized it.
I believed it.
I lived it.



[ tried to shrink myself to make others comfortable. I tried to silence myself to avoid
being a burden. [ tried to hide my pain so no one would think I was weak. I tried to
pretend I was fine so no one would see how deeply I was hurting.

But pretending is exhausting.
Hiding is exhausting.
Surviving without support is exhausting.

There were days when I felt like I was holding myself together with nothing but
willpower. Days when I felt like one wrong word, one wrong look, one wrong moment
would make everything collapse. Days when I felt like I was walking on a tightrope
with no safety net.

And yet, even in those moments, something kept me from falling completely.
Something held me up when I didn’t have the strength to stand. Something whispered
that I wasn’t “too much” — I was loved more than I could ever understand.

That “something™ was Jesus.

He didn’t see me as a burden.

He didn’t see me as broken beyond repair.
He didn’t see me as a problem.

He saw me as His child.

He saw the pain behind my anger.

He saw the fear behind my silence.

He saw the wounds behind my behavior.
He saw the heart behind the hurt.

And He loved me anyway.

[ didn’t know it then, but He was preparing me for a future where | would no longer
feel like “too much.” A future where I would understand that my story had purpose. A
future where I would realize that everything I survived was shaping me into someone
stronger, wiser, and more compassionate.

The world may have seen me as a burden, but Jesus saw me as a testimony in the
making.



Chapter 10 — The Days I Wanted to Disappear

There were days when I didn’t want to be seen at all. Days when the weight of
everything I carried felt too heavy for my chest. Days when I wished I could disappear
into the background and never be noticed again. It wasn’t that I wanted to stop existing
— I just wanted the pain to stop existing inside me.

I walked through life feeling like a shadow of myself. I didn’t know who I was
supposed to be. I didn’t know what my purpose was. I didn’t know why I kept waking
up in a world that felt so hostile. I didn’t know why I was still here when so many
moments had pushed me to the edge.

I felt like a mistake.
[ felt like a burden.
[ felt like a ghost.

And the hardest part was that no one around me knew. I had become so good at hiding
my pain that people assumed I was fine. They saw the anger, the silence, the distance
— but they didn’t see the exhaustion underneath. They didn’t see the nights I cried
quietly. They didn’t see the mornings I struggled to get out of bed. They didn’t see the
moments when [ felt like I was barely holding myself together.

I didn’t talk about what I was going through. I didn’t know how. Trauma teaches you to
keep secrets — not because you want to, but because you’re afraid of what will happen
if you don’t. I learned early that speaking up didn’t guarantee safety. Sometimes it
made things worse. So [ stayed silent.



But silence is a heavy thing to carry. It fills your lungs. It tightens your throat. It sits
on your chest like a weight you can’t lift. I carried that silence everywhere, and it
slowly drained the life out of me.

There were moments when [ felt like [ was fading — not physically, but emotionally.
Like parts of me were disappearing piece by piece. My joy. My hope. My sense of
self. My belief that things could ever get better. I felt like | was dissolving into the
background of my own life.

But even in those moments, something kept me from disappearing completely.
Something held onto me when I couldn’t hold onto myself. Something whispered that
[ wasn’t alone, even when I felt like I was.

That “something” was Jesus.

He didn’t force Himself into my life.
He didn’t shout over my pain.
He didn’t demand that I be strong.

He simply stayed.

Quietly.
Patiently.
Faithfully.

He stayed when I felt invisible.

He stayed when I felt unworthy:.

He stayed when I felt like giving up.

He stayed when I didn’t know how to stay myself.

[ didn’t understand it then, but He was protecting the parts of me that trauma tried to
destroy. He was guarding the pieces of my identity that I thought were gone forever.
He was keeping me alive for a future I couldn’t see yet.

The days I wanted to disappear were some of the darkest days of my life — but they
were also the days when Jesus held me the closest. I didn’t know it, but He was
preparing me for the moment when [ would finally step into the light He had been
saving for me all along.



Chapter 11 — The Fight Inside Me

There were battles happening inside me long before I ever understood what they were.
Battles between who I was and who [ wanted to be. Between the pain I carried and the
hope I didn’t know I had. Between the darkness that tried to swallow me and the light
that refused to let me go.

[ didn’t have the language for it back then. I didn’t know words like “trauma,”
“healing,” or “resilience.” All I knew was that something inside me was constantly at
war. Some days I felt strong enough to stand. Other days I felt like I was collapsing
under the weight of everything I had survived.

The fight wasn’t just emotional — it was spiritual. Even before I knew Jesus, something
in me sensed that there was more to life than what I had seen. More than the violence.
More than the loneliness. More than the fear. More than the pain. Something in me
refused to believe that my story ended in darkness.

But the darkness didn’t give up easily.

There were days when it felt like it was winning. Days when the memories were too
loud. Days when the anger was too heavy. Days when the sadness felt like it was pulling
me under. Days when | questioned why | was still here.

[ didn’t talk about those battles. I didn’t know how. I didn’t think anyone would
understand. I didn’t think anyone cared. So I fought silently, carrying wounds no one
could see.

But even in the silence, something was shifting.

[ started noticing moments — small ones — where [ felt a strange strength rise up
inside me. Moments when [ felt calmer than I should have. Moments when [ felt
protected in situations that should have broken me. Moments when [ felt a flicker of

hope I couldn’t explain.

[ didn’t know it then, but that was Jesus fighting for me.



He fought for my mind when it was overwhelmed.
He fought for my heart when it was shattered.

He fought for my life when I didn’t want it anymore.
He fought for my future when [ couldn’t see one.

He fought for me long before I ever knew His name.
The fight inside me wasn’t just mine — it was His. He was strengthening me in ways I
didn’t understand. He was preparing me for a future I couldn’t imagine. He was

shaping me into someone who would one day look back and see purpose in the pain.

[ didn’t win every battle. Some days [ lost. Some days [ fell. Some days I barely made
it through. But I survived — not because | was strong, but because He was.

The fight inside me was real, but so was the One who fought beside me.



Chapter 12 — The First Glimpse of Hope

Hope didn’t come to me in a dramatic moment. It didn’t arrive with trumpets or bright
lights or sudden transformation. It came quietly — almost shyly — like a small flicker
in a dark room. A flicker I didn’t trust at first. A flicker [ didn’t believe could survive
the storm inside me.

But it came anyway.

I remember the first time I felt something shift. I was sitting alone, the kind of alone
that feels deeper than silence. My mind was heavy, my heart even heavier. I didn’t
know what to do with myself. [ didn’t know how to keep going. I didn’t know how to
breathe through the weight pressing on my chest.

And then, out of nowhere, I felt... calm.

Not joy. Not excitement. Not relief. Just a small, steady calm that didn’t match the
chaos around me. It didn’t make sense. It didn’t belong. But it was there.

At the time, I didn’t recognize it as God. I didn’t understand that peace can show up
even when nothing around you has changed. I didn’t know that Jesus sometimes
whispers before He speaks loudly. I didn’t know that He was already reaching for me
long before I reached for Him.

But that moment stayed with me.
It was the first time [ wondered if maybe — just maybe — my life didn’t have to stay

the way it was. The first time | questioned the belief that | was destined for nothing but
pain. The first time | felt something other than despair.



Hope didn’t fix everything. It didn’t erase the trauma. It didn’t stop the struggles. It
didn’t magically heal the wounds I carried. But it gave me something I hadn’t had
before: a reason to keep going.

[ started noticing more moments like that — small, quiet moments that didn’t match
the darkness around me:

* A stranger offering kindness when I expected judgment

* A teacher showing patience when I expected anger

* A moment of safety in a place that usually felt dangerous

* A feeling of strength on a day when I thought I had none

* A sense of being protected when I should have been vulnerable

These moments didn’t feel random. They felt intentional. They felt like someone was
watching over me, even if I didn’t know who.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was planting hope in the cracks of my brokenness.
He was showing me glimpses of a future I couldn’t imagine. He was proving, little by
little, that darkness doesn’t get the final say.

Hope didn’t come all at once. It came in pieces — small enough for me to carry, gentle
enough not to scare me away. It came like a whisper saying, “You're not alone. You’re
not forgotten. You’'re not beyond saving.”

[ didn’t know it yet, but hope was the beginning of my healing.
The first step toward a life I never thought 1'd have.
The first sign that Jesus was closer than I realized.

The first light in a long, dark tunnel.



Chapter 13 — When Survival Became a Habit

Survival wasn’t something I chose — it was something I learned. It became a habit, a
reflex, a way of moving through the world without thinking. I didn’t wake up each
day with a plan. I woke up with a mission: stay alive. That was it. That was the whole
goal.

I didn’t realize how much of my life was built on survival until much later. Back then,
it was all I knew.

[ learned how to read danger before it arrived.

[ learned how to disappear when things got bad.

I learned how to protect myself when no one else would.

I learned how to keep going even when everything in me wanted to stop.

Survival became my identity.

People saw the anger, the outbursts, the suspensions, the trouble — but they didn’t see
the strategy behind it. They didn’t see the child trying to navigate a world that had
never been safe. They didn’t see the fear behind the behavior. They didn’t see the
exhaustion behind the silence.

[ wasn’t trying to be difficult.
[ was trying to stay alive.

There were days when I didn’t know where [ would sleep. Days when I didn’t know
where my next meal would come from. Days when I didn’t know if [ would make it
through the night. But somehow, I always did.

Looking back, I know it wasn’t luck.

It wasn’t chance.

It wasn’t coincidence.

It was Jesus.

Even when I didn’t know Him, He knew me.
Even when I didn’t call on Him, He covered me.

Even when I didn’t believe in Him, He believed in my future.

He kept me alive when survival felt impossible.



But survival comes with a cost. It teaches you how to endure, but not how to live. It
teaches you how to fight, but not how to rest. It teaches you how to hide, but not how
to heal. It teaches you how to protect yourself, but not how to trust anyone else.

[ didn’t know how to dream.
I didn’t know how to hope.
I didn’t know how to imagine a life beyond pain.

All I knew was how to survive.

And yet, even in that survival mode, something inside me was shifting. Slowly.
Quietly. Almost imperceptibly. | started to feel a pull — a gentle tug toward something
more. Something better. Something brighter.

I didn’t know it then, but Jesus was preparing me to move from survival to purpose.
From endurance to healing. From darkness to light. From barely existing to truly
living.

Survival had kept me alive.
But Jesus would teach me how to live.



Chapter 14 — The Turning of the Tide

There comes a moment in every survivor’s life when the tide begins to turn — not all
at once, not dramatically, but slowly, quietly, like the first hint of dawn after a long
night. For me, that moment didn’t look like a miracle. It didn’t look like a
breakthrough. It didn’t look like anything special at all. But it was the beginning of
everything.

I didn’t wake up one day healed.
I didn’t suddenly feel whole.
[ didn’t magically forget the pain I had carried for years.

But something inside me began to shift.

[t started with small realizations — tiny sparks of awareness that maybe, just maybe, I
didn’t have to stay trapped in the life I had been given. I began to notice things I had
ignored before:

* The way my heart felt a little lighter on certain mornings

* The way I could breathe a little deeper on certain days

» The way [ felt a strange sense of protection in moments that should have broken me
» The way [ sensed a presence with me even when I was alone

[ didn’t understand it yet, but Jesus was drawing me closer.

Not forcefully.
Not loudly.
Not dramatically.

Gently.
He knew | wasn’t ready for a sudden transformation. He knew my heart was fragile,

bruised, and cautious. He knew trust didn’t come easily for someone who had been
betrayed so many times. So He came to me in ways that didn’t scare me away.



In the quiet.
In the stillness.
In the moments between the chaos.

I began to feel a pull — a subtle tug toward something greater than survival. A tug
toward meaning. Toward purpose. Toward healing. Toward Him.

At first, I resisted it.

Not because I didn’t want hope, but because I didn’t trust it.
Hope had disappointed me before.

People had disappointed me before.

Life had disappointed me before.

But Jesus wasn’t like any of those things.

He didn’t demand anything from me.
He didn’t shame me for my past.

He didn’t rush my healing.

He didn’t expect perfection.

He simply waited.

And little by little, I found myself wanting more — more peace, more strength, more
understanding, more life than the one I had been living. I didn’t know how to get there,
but I knew I didn’t want to stay where I was.

The tide was turning.

[ wasn’t healed yet.
[ wasn’t whole yet.
[ wasn’t free yet.

But 1 was moving.

For the first time, I felt like my story wasn’t just a series of tragedies. It was a journey
— one that was leading somewhere. One that had meaning. One that had direction.
One that had a destination I couldn’t see but could somehow feel.

Jesus was guiding me, even when I didn’t know His voice.
He was strengthening me, even when I felt weak.

He was protecting me, even when [ felt vulnerable.

He was loving me, even when 1 felt unlovable.

The tide had begun to turn — and nothing would ever be the same again.



Chapter 15 — The Quiet Strength I Didn’t Know | Had

Strength is a strange thing. When you grow up in chaos, you don’t recognize it in
yourself. You don’t see the courage it takes just to wake up. You don’t see the
resilience it takes to keep going. You don’t see the bravery in surviving what should
have destroyed you. You don’t see any of it — because you’re too busy trying to make
it through the day.

For most of my childhood, I didn’t think I was strong at all. I thought I was weak. I
thought I was broken. I thought I was barely holding on. I thought strength belonged to
other people — people who had stable homes, loving families, safe childhoods, and
lives that made sense.

But [ was wrong.

My strength didn’t look like theirs.
It didn’t look polished.

It didn’t look confident.

It didn’t look loud.

It looked like survival.

It looked like getting up after being knocked down.

It looked like enduring pain no child should ever face.

It looked like walking through life with wounds no one could see.

It looked like refusing to give up even when giving up felt easier.

I didn’t realize it then, but every day I survived was an act of strength.

There were moments when [ felt like I was made of glass — fragile, breakable, one
wrong move away from shattering. But somehow, I didn’t break. I bent. I cracked. |

struggled. But I didn’t break.

And that wasn’t because of me alone.



Jesus was strengthening me long before [ knew His name.

He was holding me together when everything else was falling apart.
He was giving me endurance when I had none left.

He was protecting me when [ didn’t know how to protect myself.

He was the quiet strength inside me.

I didn’t hear His voice yet.
I didn’t understand His presence yet.
I didn’t know He was the source of the resilience [ carried.

But He was there.

In the moments when [ felt like collapsing, He steadied me.
In the moments when I felt like disappearing, He anchored me.
In the moments when I felt like I had nothing left, He gave me just enough to keep

going.

My strength wasn’t loud — it was quiet.
It wasn’t obvious — it was hidden.
It wasn’t celebrated — it was overlooked.

But it was real.
And it was growing.

Little by little, I began to see glimpses of it.

In the way [ kept fighting.

In the way I kept surviving.

In the way I kept moving forward even when everything in me wanted to stop.

[ didn’t know it yet, but Jesus was preparing me for a future where my strength wouldn’t
just be about survival — it would be about purpose. A future where the same strength
that kept me alive would help me help others. A future where my story would become a
testimony of what God can do with a life the world tried to destroy.

The quiet strength I didn’t know I had was never mine alone.
It was His — living in me, carrying me, shaping me.

And it was only the beginning.



Chapter 16 — The Moment [ Realized I Wanted More

There comes a point in every survivor’s life when the question shifts from “How do |
get through this?” to “Is there something more for me than this?”

For a long time, I didn’t believe there was. I thought my life would always be defined
by pain, chaos, and survival. I thought my story was already written — and not in my
favor.

But then something changed.

It didn’t happen in a dramatic moment. It wasn’t a movie scene. It wasn’t a sudden
revelation. It was subtle — so subtle I almost missed it. But it was real.

I remember sitting alone, thinking about everything [ had been through. Not in a
hopeless way, but in a reflective one. For the first time, | wasn’t drowning in the
memories. | was observing them. | was seeing them from a distance instead of being
swallowed by them.

And in that moment, a thought came to me — quiet, gentle, unexpected:
“I want more than this.”

Not more pain.
Not more struggle.
Not more survival.

More life.

I didn’t know what “more”™ looked like. I didn’t know how to reach it. I didn’t know if
I deserved it. But I knew I wanted it. And that desire alone was a sign that something
inside me was waking up.

[t was the first time [ allowed myself to imagine a future that wasn’t defined by
trauma. A future where I wasn’t just surviving — [ was living. A future where I wasn’t
running from my past — I was walking toward something better.



That desire didn’t erase the pain.
It didn’t fix everything.
It didn’t make the road easier.

But it gave me direction.

[t gave me a reason to keep going.
It gave me a reason to fight.
It gave me a reason to hope.

And I didn’t realize it then, but that desire was planted by Jesus Himself.

He was stirring something in me — a hunger for healing, a longing for purpose, a
spark of destiny. He was showing me that my story wasn’t over. He was showing me
that everything | had survived wasn’t wasted. He was showing me that there was a life
waiting for me beyond the pain.

I didn’t know how to reach it yet.
I didn’t know what steps to take.
I didn’t know what it would cost.

But I knew I wanted more.
And wanting more was the first step toward becoming more.

Jesus was calling me — not loudly, not forcefully, but gently. He was calling me out of
the darkness I had lived in for so long. He was calling me toward a future [ couldn’t
see but could feel. He was calling me to rise.

This chapter wasn’t about transformation.
[t was about awakening.

[t was about desire.

[t was about possibility.

It was the moment I realized that survival wasn’t the end of my story — it was the
beginning of a new one.



Chapter 17 — The First Time | Saw God in the Details

For most of my early life, I didn’t think God cared about me. I didn’t think He noticed
me. | didn’t think He had time for someone like me — someone who felt forgotten,
abandoned, and invisible. I thought God was for other people. Better people. People
who had families, stability, and lives that made sense.

But then something happened that changed everything.

It wasn’t a miracle.
It wasn’t a vision.
It wasn’t a dramatic encounter.

It was something small — so small that if I hadn’t been paying attention, I would
have missed it.

[ was walking alone one day, weighed down by thoughts I didn’t know how to escape.
My mind was racing. My chest was tight. I felt like I was sinking into myself. And
then, out of nowhere, I noticed something — a moment of protection I couldn’t
explain.

A situation that should have gone wrong... didn’t.
A danger I didn’t see coming... never reached me.
A threat I didn’t recognize... passed me by.

It was subtle, but unmistakable.

For the first time, | wondered if maybe — just maybe — someone was watching over
me.

I didn’t know how to process that thought. I didn’t know what to do with it. I didn’t
know if I believed it. But I couldn’t shake it. It stayed with me, echoing in the back of
my mind.

And once I noticed that moment, I started noticing others:

* Times when I should have been hurt but wasn’t

* Times when I should have been alone but wasn’t

* Times when I should have fallen apart but somehow held on

* Times when I felt a peace that didn’t match my circumstances
* Times when [ sensed a presence even in my darkest moments



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t luck.
They weren’t random.

They were fingerprints.
God’s fingerprints.

[ didn’t understand Him yet.
[ didn’t trust Him yet.
I didn’t know Him personally yet.

But | couldn’t deny what | was seeing.

God wasn’t just in the big things — He was in the details.
He was in the timing.

He was in the protection.

He was in the moments that didn’t make sense.

He was in the strength I shouldn’t have had.

He was in the peace I couldn’t explain.

He was there.

Quietly.
Patiently.
Faithfully.

I didn’t know it then, but God was introducing Himself to me in the only way I could
receive Him — gently, through the details of my life. He knew I wasn’t ready for
sermons or scriptures or spiritual conversations. He knew my heart was guarded. He
knew trust didn’t come easily for me.



So He spoke through moments.
Through protection.

Through peace.

Through survival.

Through the details.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.

It was about recognition.

It was about awareness.

It was about the first spark of understanding that I wasn’t alone.

For the first time, [ saw God not as a distant figure in the sky, but as Someone who was
already woven into my story — Someone who had been there all along, even when |
didn’t know His name.



Chapter 18 — The People Who Tried, Even When They Didn’t Understand

Not everyone in my life failed me. Some people genuinely tried — even if they didn’t
fully understand what I was going through. They weren’t perfect. They didn’t always
say the right things. They didn’t always know how to help. But they showed up in
ways that mattered, even if I didn’t recognize it at the time.

Looking back, I can see their efforts more clearly.

There was the teacher who didn’t give up on me, even when I gave her every reason
to. She didn’t know the details of my life, but she knew enough to see that my anger
wasn’t just anger — it was pain. She didn’t fix me. She didn’t save me. But she saw
me. And sometimes, being seen is the first step toward healing.

There was the counselor who sat with me in silence when I didn’t want to talk. He
didn’t push. He didn’t pry. He didn’t force me to open up before | was ready. He just
sat there — steady, patient, present. At the time, I thought it didn’t matter. But now |
know that presence can be a form of love.

There was the neighbor who offered me food without asking questions. She didn’t
know what was happening behind closed doors. She didn’t know the battles I was
fighting. She just knew I was a kid who needed a meal. And she gave it freely.

There were strangers who showed kindness in moments when I expected judgment. A
smile. A gentle tone. A small act of compassion. Things that seemed insignificant to
them but meant everything to me.

None of these people knew the full story.
None of them knew how close I was to breaking.
None of them knew how much their small acts mattered.

But Jesus knew.

He used them — every single one — to keep me going.

To remind me that goodness still existed.

To show me that not everyone would hurt me.

To plant seeds of trust in a heart that had forgotten how to trust.



These people weren’t perfect, but they were placed in my life with purpose.

At the time, I didn’t see it.
[ didn’t appreciate it.
I didn’t understand it.

But now I know that God often works through ordinary people doing ordinary things.
He uses their kindness to soften hardened hearts. He uses their patience to calm
anxious minds. He uses their presence to remind us that we’re not alone.

These people didn’t save me — Jesus did.

But He used them to guide me toward the light.

He used them to show me glimpses of the love I didn’t yet believe in.

He used them to prepare me for the day [ would finally meet Him for myself.

This chapter of my life wasn’t about transformation — it was about foundation.

It was about the small acts of kindness that kept me afloat.

It was about the people who tried, even when they didn’t understand.

It was about the quiet ways God was already working through others to reach me.

And it was only the beginning.



Chapter 19 — The Day I Realized 1 Was Still Here

There’s a moment in every survivor’s life when you stop and realize something you’ve
never truly acknowledged before:
You're still here.

Not just breathing.
Not just existing.
Not just getting through the days.

But here — alive, present, standing in a world that tried to erase you.

For a long time, I didn’t see my survival as anything special. I thought it was just what
[ had to do. I didn’t celebrate it. I didn’t honor it. I didn’t even think about it. I was too
busy fighting, too busy surviving, too busy trying to make sense of a life that rarely
made sense at all.

But then one day, something shifted.

[ woke up — not in a hospital, not in a shelter, not in a place filled with fear — but in a
moment of quiet. A moment where nothing was falling apart. A moment where I wasn’t
bracing for impact. A moment where I wasn’t running from anything.

And for the first time, I felt it.

[’m still here.

It wasn’t pride.

[t wasn’t arrogance.
It wasn’t denial.



It was awareness.

Awareness that everything I had survived should have broken me — but it didn’t.
Awareness that every moment I thought would be my end... wasn’t.
Awareness that every time I felt like I couldn’t go on... I did.

[ didn’t understand it then, but that realization was spiritual. It was divine. It was Jesus
revealing something to me that I had been too wounded to see:

My survival wasn’t an accident.

I wasn’t here because I was lucky.
I wasn’t here because | was strong enough on my own.
[ wasn’t here because the world suddenly became kind.

[ was here because God had been carrying me the entire time.

He carried me through the nights when I cried quietly into my pillow.
He carried me through the days when I felt invisible.

He carried me through the moments when | wanted to disappear.

He carried me through the chaos, the fear, the loneliness, the pain.

He carried me when I didn’t know Him.

He carried me when I didn’t trust Him.

He carried me when I didn’t believe in anything at all.
And now, standing in that quiet moment, I finally saw it.
[ wasn’t just surviving — | was being preserved.
Preserved for a purpose.

Preserved for a future.
Preserved for a calling I couldn’t yet understand.



That realization didn’t fix everything.
It didn’t erase the trauma.
It didn’t make the road ahead easy.

But it changed the way I saw myself.

[ wasn’t a mistake.
[ wasn’t forgotten.
[ wasn’t abandoned.
[ wasn’t disposable.

I was chosen.
Protected.
Carried.
Kept.

Still here — not by chance, but by grace.
This chapter wasn’t about healing — not yet.
It was about recognition.

It was about awakening.

It was about understanding that my survival had meaning.

[t was the day [ realized that if I was still here, then God wasn’t finished with me yet.



Chapter 20 — The First Time I Wondered If God Had a Plan

For most of my life, the idea that God had a plan for me felt impossible. How could
there be a plan in the middle of chaos? How could there be purpose in the middle of
pain? How could there be meaning in a life that felt like one long series of battles?

But then something happened — not dramatic, not loud, not miraculous — just a
moment. A moment that made me pause. A moment that made me question everything
[ thought I knew.

I was sitting alone, thinking about the things I had survived. Not in a hopeless way, but
in a reflective one. I started replaying memories I usually tried to avoid. But instead of
feeling overwhelmed, I felt something different.

Curiosity.

Why did I survive that?

Why did I make it through when others didn’t?

Why did certain doors close and others open?

Why did [ feel protected in moments when I should have been vulnerable?

These weren’t questions of despair — they were questions of wonder.

For the first time, I wasn’t asking, “Why me?”
[ was asking, “Why am I still here?”

And that shift changed everything.
[ didn’t have answers.
[ didn’t have clarity.

[ didn’t have understanding.

But I had a question — a question that pointed toward something bigger than me.



What if God had a plan?

Not a plan to hurt me.
Not a plan to punish me.
Not a plan to abandon me.

But a plan to use everything I had survived for something greater.

[ didn’t know what that “something™ was.
[ didn’t know how to reach it.
[ didn’t know if | was ready for it.

But the possibility alone stirred something inside me.

It made me look at my life differently.

It made me see patterns | had missed.

It made me recognize protection | had ignored.

[t made me acknowledge strength I didn’t know I had.

It made me wonder if maybe — just maybe — none of this was random.

I didn’t suddenly become a believer that day.
I didn’t fall to my knees.
I didn’t have a spiritual awakening.

But I had a spark.

A spark of curiosity.
A spark of hope.
A spark of possibility.

And that spark was enough.

Because Jesus doesn’t always start with revelation.

Sometimes He starts with a question.

Sometimes He starts with a whisper.

Sometimes He starts with a moment that makes you pause long enough to consider
Him.



This chapter wasn’t about faith — not yet.
It was about the beginning of faith.

The seed.

The spark.

The first gentle tug on my heart.

It was the moment I realized that maybe my life wasn’t just a series of accidents.
Maybe I wasn’t just surviving for no reason.
Maybe God had been writing a story all along — and [ was finally beginning to read it.



Chapter 21 — The First Time I Felt Safe Enough to Breathe

Safety is something most people don’t think about. They assume it. They
expect it. They live inside it without even realizing it’s there. But when you
grow up without safety, you learn to breathe differently. You learn to sleep
lightly. You learn to watch everything and trust nothing. You learn to survive
in a world that feels like it’s always waiting to hurt you.

For most of my childhood, I didn’t know what safety felt like.
Not real safety.

Not the kind that settles your spirit.

Not the kind that lets your shoulders drop.

Not the kind that lets your mind rest.

But then came a moment — small, quiet, almost unnoticeable — when
something inside me shifted.

I was sitting in a room that wasn’t chaotic.
No yelling.

No threats.

No tension in the air.

No fear creeping up my spine.

Just stillness.

At first, the stillness felt strange. Unfamiliar. Uncomfortable. When you’re
used to danger, peace feels suspicious. I kept waiting for something to go
wrong. I kept waiting for the moment to shatter. I kept waiting for the chaos to
return.

But it didn’t.

Minute by minute, the silence stayed.
The calm stayed.
The peace stayed.



And slowly — very slowly — I felt my body respond.

My shoulders loosened.
My breathing deepened.
My mind quieted.

My heart slowed down.

For the first time in a long time, I felt safe enough to breathe.

Not the shallow, guarded breaths of survival.
But real breaths — deep, steady, grounding breaths.

It was such a simple moment, but it felt like a miracle.

[ didn’t understand it then, but that moment was holy.
It was sacred.
It was divine.

Because safety isn’t just a physical experience — it’s a spiritual one.
And Jesus was the One giving it to me.

He was showing me what peace felt like.

He was showing me what rest felt like.

He was showing me what protection felt like.

He was showing me what it meant to be held, even when no one was
physically holding me.

That moment didn’t erase my trauma.
It didn’t fix my life.
It didn’t make everything easy.

But it gave me a reference point.
A memory of peace.

A taste of safety.
A glimpse of what life could be.



And once you’ve felt real safety — even for a moment — you can’t forget it.
You can’t go back to believing danger is the only thing you deserve.

You can’t go back to thinking chaos is normal.

You can’t go back to living like survival is the only option.

That moment planted something in me.

A longing.

A hunger.

A quiet expectation that maybe — just maybe — I was meant for more than
fear.

I didn’t know it yet, but Jesus was preparing me for a life where safety
wouldn’t be a rare moment — it would be a foundation.

A promise.

A gift.

This chapter wasn’t about healing — not yet.

It was about recognition.

It was about the first breath of peace after years of suffocating.
It was about the first time I felt safe enough to simply exist.

And it was the beginning of learning what it meant to be protected by God
Himself.



Chapter 22 — The First Time I Felt Like I Belonged Somewhere

Belonging is one of the deepest human needs, but when you grow up in
instability, you learn to live without it. You learn to adapt to new environments
quickly. You learn to keep your guard up. You learn not to get attached. You
learn to expect that every place i1s temporary and every connection is fragile.

For most of my early life, I didn’t feel like I belonged anywhere.
Not in my home.

Not in my school.

Not in my neighborhood.

Not even in my own skin.

[ felt like a visitor in every space | entered — tolerated, but not welcomed.
Present, but not connected. Seen, but not understood.

But then came a moment — small, quiet, and unexpected — when something
shifted.

[ was in a room with people who weren’t judging me.
They weren’t staring at me like I was a problem.
They weren’t waiting for me to mess up.

They weren’t treating me like a burden.

They were just... there.
And they let me be there too.

At first, I didn’t trust it.

I didn’t trust the calm.

I didn’t trust the kindness.

[ didn’t trust the feeling rising in my chest.



Belonging felt dangerous.
Belonging felt temporary.
Belonging felt like something that could be taken away.

But the moment didn’t break.
The peace didn’t disappear.
The acceptance didn’t fade.

And slowly, I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time — maybe ever.

I felt like I belonged.

Not because I earned it.
Not because I performed for it.
Not because I pretended to be someone else.

But because, for once, I was allowed to simply exist.

It wasn’t a perfect place.
It wasn’t a perfect group of people.
It wasn’t a perfect moment.

But it was safe.
It was calm.
It was real.

And that was enough.
[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was using that moment to show me

something important:
I was never meant to walk through life alone.



He was showing me that belonging wasn’t a luxury — it was part of His
design.

He was showing me that community wasn’t a threat — it was a gift.

He was showing me that connection wasn’t weakness — it was healing.

That moment didn’t fix everything.
It didn’t erase the loneliness I had carried for years.
It didn’t undo the damage of feeling unwanted.

But it planted a seed.

A seed that whispered:

“You are not an outsider.

You are not forgotten.

You are not alone.

You are not unworthy of connection.”

That seed would grow slowly, over time, as Jesus continued to place the right
people in my life — people who reflected His love, His patience, His
acceptance.

This chapter wasn’t about finding a permanent home — not yet.

It was about discovering that belonging was possible.

That I wasn’t destined to be a wanderer forever.

That God was preparing spaces for me long before I knew how to step into
them.

It was the first time [ felt like I wasn’t just surviving in the world — I was part
of it.



Chapter 23 — The First Time I Saw Myself Differently

For most of my life, I saw myself through the lens of what I had survived.
Broken.

Damaged.

Unwanted.

Too much.

Not enough.

I didn’t see strength — I saw struggle.
I didn’t see resilience — 1 saw failure.
[ didn’t see survival — I saw shame.

But then came a moment — quiet, unexpected, and almost confusing — when
something shifted inside me.

I was looking at myself, not in a mirror, but in my own thoughts.
And for the first time, I didn’t see a burden.

[ didn’t see a mistake.

[ didn’t see a problem.

[ saw a person.

A real person.

A person who had endured more than most people knew.

A person who had survived things that would have crushed others.
A person who was still standing, still breathing, still fighting.

[ didn’t know what to do with that realization.

It felt foreign.

It felt uncomfortable.

It felt almost wrong to see myself with compassion instead of criticism.



But it was real.

It was the first time I saw myself not as what happened to me, but as someone
who had lived through it.

Someone who had value.

Someone who had purpose.

Someone who had potential.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was reshaping the way [ saw myself.

He wasn’t just healing my circumstances — He was healing my identity.
He was peeling back the lies I had believed for years.
He was revealing the truth beneath the trauma.

The truth that [ was loved.

The truth that I was chosen.

The truth that I was created with intention.
The truth that I was more than my wounds.

This shift didn’t happen all at once.
[t didn’t erase the insecurities.

[t didn’t silence the doubts.

It didn’t magically fix my self-image.

But it planted something.

A seed of self-recognition.

A seed of dignity.

A seed of worth.

And once that seed was planted, it began to grow — slowly, quietly, steadily.
[ started noticing things about myself I had never acknowledged:

* The way I kept going even when I was exhausted

* The way I protected others even when [ felt unprotected

» The way I cared deeply even after being hurt
* The way I learned to adapt, survive, and rise



These weren’t flaws.
They were strengths.
They were evidence of a resilience I didn’t know I had.

Jesus was showing me that [ wasn’t defined by my past — I was defined by
His purpose.

He was showing me that [ wasn’t the labels people put on me — I was who He
created me to be.

He was showing me that I wasn’t broken beyond repair — I was being rebuilt.

This chapter wasn’t about confidence — not yet.

It was about recognition.

[t was about seeing myself through a new lens.

[t was about the first glimpse of the person God was shaping me into.

[t was the moment I realized that maybe — just maybe — I was worth saving.



Chapter 24 — The First Time I Believed Change Was Possible

For most of my early life, “change” felt like a word that belonged
to other people.

People with stable homes.

People with support systems.

People with choices.

People whose lives didn’t feel like a constant storm.

[ didn’t think change was for someone like me.
[ thought my story was set in stone — carved by trauma, shaped
by survival, and sealed by circumstances I couldn’t control.

But then came a moment — quiet, subtle, almost fragile — when
something inside me shifted.

[ was sitting alone, thinking about everything I had endured. Not
in a defeated way, but in a reflective one. I wasn’t drowning in the
memories. | wasn’t overwhelmed by the pain. [ wasn’t spiraling
into fear.

[ was... thinking.

And in that stillness, a thought rose up inside me — gentle,
unexpected, almost unbelievable:

“Maybe my life doesn’t have to stay this way.”

[t wasn’t a loud thought.
It wasn’t a confident thought.
It wasn’t even a fully formed thought.

But it was real.

[t was the first time I allowed myself to imagine a future that
looked different from my past.

A future where I wasn’t defined by what I had survived.

A future where I wasn’t trapped in the same cycles.

A future where healing wasn’t a fantasy — it was a possibility.



I didn’t know how to get there.
I didn’t know what steps to take.
I didn’t know what it would cost.

But I knew [ wanted it.
And wanting change 1s the first step toward becoming changed.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was the One stirring that
desire in me.

He was the One whispering that my story wasn’t over.

He was the One planting hope in places that had been barren for
years.

He was the One showing me that transformation wasn’t just
possible — it was promised.

Not because I was strong.

Not because | was deserving.

Not because I had earned it.

But because He loved me.

This moment didn’t erase my pain.
[t didn’t fix my circumstances.

[t didn’t magically heal my wounds.
But it opened a door.

A door to possibility.

A door to hope.

A door to a future I had never allowed myself to imagine.

And once that door opened — even a crack — I couldn’t unsee it.

[ started noticing things differently:



* The way | handled situations that used to break me

* The way I thought before reacting

« The way I felt a little stronger, a little calmer, a little more
grounded

» The way I sensed something guiding me, even when I didn’t
know what it was

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were signs.

Signs that Jesus was already working in me.

Signs that change had already begun.

Signs that my life was shifting, even if I couldn’t see the full
picture yet.

This chapter wasn’t about transformation — not yet.
It was about permission.

Permission to hope.

Permission to imagine.

Permission to believe that change was possible.

It was the moment I realized that my story didn’t have to end
where it started — and that God was preparing me for a life far
greater than the one I had survived.



Chapter 25 — The First Time I Felt a Pull Toward Something
Greater

There are moments in life that don’t make sense until years later.
Moments that feel small at the time but end up being turning points.
Moments that whisper instead of shout. Moments that don’t look
like destiny, but are.

This was one of those moments.

[ didn’t know what to call it then.
I didn’t have the language for it.
I didn’t understand what was happening inside me.

All T knew was that something — something I couldn’t see, couldn’t
touch, couldn’t explain — was pulling me.

Not away from something.
Toward something.

Toward what, I didn’t know.
Toward who, I didn’t know.
Toward where, I didn’t know.

But the pull was real.

It wasn’t dramatic.
It wasn’t emotional.
It wasn’t overwhelming.

It was gentle.
Steady.
Persistent.



Like a quiet tug on the deepest part of me.

[ felt it when I was alone.

I felt it when I was thinking.

[ felt it when I was tired of surviving.

[ felt it when I wondered if there was more to life than pain.

It was a pull toward hope.

A pull toward healing.

A pull toward purpose.

A pull toward Someone who had been with me all along.

[ didn’t know it then, but Jesus was drawing me.

Not forcing me.

Not pushing me.

Not demanding anything from me.

Just drawing me — the way light draws someone out of darkness.
I didn’t recognize His voice yet.

I didn’t understand His presence yet.

I didn’t know His love yet.

But I felt the pull.



And that pull began to change the way I moved through the world.
| started paying attention to things I used to ignore:

* The moments of peace that didn’t match my circumstances
* The protection I couldn’t explain

* The strength that showed up when I had none

* The kindness of strangers at just the right time

* The way certain doors closed and others opened

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t luck.

They were signs.

Signs that something greater was happening behind the scenes.
Signs that my life wasn’t just a series of accidents.

Signs that I was being guided, even when I didn’t know where |
was going.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.

It was about awareness.

[t was about awakening.

It was about the first gentle pull toward the One who had been
fighting for me long before I ever knew Him.

It was the moment I realized that maybe — just maybe — I wasn’t
wandering aimlessly.

Maybe I was being led.

And that realization changed everything.



Chapter 26 — The First Time I Realized I Was Changing

Change doesn’t announce itself.
[t doesn’t knock on the door.
It doesn’t send a warning.

It happens quietly — so quietly that you don’t notice it at first.

For most of my life, I felt stuck.

Stuck in survival mode.

Stuck in fear.

Stuck in patterns I didn’t choose but couldn’t escape.

Stuck in a version of myself shaped by trauma instead of truth.

But then came a moment — subtle, almost invisible — when [
realized something was different.

[ was in a situation that would have normally triggered me.
A situation that would have made me shut down.

A situation that would have made me lash out.

A situation that would have made me feel small, scared, or
powerless.

But this time... I didn’t react the same way.

[ didn’t panic.

[ didn’t shut down.
[ didn’t explode.

I didn’t crumble.

[ breathed.

[ thought.

[ stayed present.

[ stayed grounded.

It wasn’t perfect — but it was different.

And that difference stopped me in my tracks.



For the first time, I saw evidence that I wasn’t the same person I
used to be.

Not because my circumstances had changed — they hadn’t.

Not because life had suddenly become easier — it hadn’t.

Not because everything was healed — it wasn’t.

But because I was changing.

Slowly.

Quietly.
Steadily.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been working in me long
before I recognized the results.

He had been softening my heart.

He had been strengthening my mind.

He had been reshaping my reactions.

He had been healing wounds I didn’t even know were healing.

Change wasn’t loud — it was gentle.
Change wasn’t dramatic — 1t was consistent.
Change wasn’t instant — it was gradual.

And it was happening inside me.
[ started noticing other signs too:

* [ didn’t feel as angry as [ used to

* | didn’t feel as hopeless as I used to

* [ didn’t feel as alone as I used to

* [ didn’t feel as trapped as I used to

* | didn’t feel as defined by my past as I used to



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were the fingerprints of God.

Jesus was changing me from the inside out — not by force, not by
pressure, but by love.

A love that was patient with my process.

A love that didn’t rush my healing.

A love that didn’t demand perfection.

A love that met me exactly where I was and gently pulled me
forward.

This chapter wasn’t about transformation being complete — far
from it.

It was about recognizing that transformation had begun.

It was about seeing the first signs of growth.

It was about realizing that I wasn’t stuck — I was evolving.

It was the moment I understood that healing wasn’t a destination
— 1t was a journey.
And I was finally on it.



Chapter 27 — The First Time I Felt Hope on Purpose

Hope used to feel accidental to me.

A moment here, a moment there — a flicker that showed up
without warning and disappeared just as fast. I never trusted it. I
never held onto it. I never believed it was something I could
choose.

Hope felt like something that happened to other people.

But then came a moment — quiet, simple, almost ordinary —
when [ felt something different.

Not a random spark.

Not a passing feeling.

Not a temporary lift.

Something intentional.

[ was thinking about my life — not the pain, not the trauma, not
the chaos — but the small shifts that had been happening inside
me. The moments of peace. The moments of clarity. The moments
of strength. The moments when I reacted differently than I used
to.

And for the first time, I didn’t just notice the change.
[ believed in it.

Not because everything was fixed.
Not because everything was healed.
Not because everything made sense.

But because something inside me whispered:
“This 1s not the end of your story.”

[t wasn’t loud.

[t wasn’t dramatic.

[t wasn’t emotional.

It was steady.

It was grounded.
It was real.



And for the first time, I didn’t run from it.
I didn’t doubt it.

[ didn’t push it away.
[ let myself feel it.
Hope — not by accident, but on purpose.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was teaching me something
powerful:

Hope i1sn’t a feeling.

Hope 1s a decision.

Hope is a posture.

Hope is a quiet declaration that says, “I believe there is more for
me than what I’ve lived through.”

This wasn’t blind optimism.
It wasn’t denial.
It wasn’t pretending everything was fine.

It was choosing to believe that God was doing something in my life
— even 1f [ couldn’t see the full picture yet.

[ started noticing the difference:

* Hope made me breathe a little deeper

* Hope made me think before assuming the worst

* Hope made me see possibilities instead of dead ends

* Hope made me feel less trapped and more open

* Hope made me believe that healing wasn’t just possible — it was
happening

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were the early signs of faith.

Jesus was planting hope in me long before I knew how to name it.
He was showing me that hope wasn’t fragile — it was foundational.
He was showing me that hope wasn’t foolish — it was necessary.
He was showing me that hope wasn’t temporary — it was the
beginning of transformation.

This chapter wasn’t about everything being better — not yet.

It was about choosing to believe that “better” was possible.

[t was about choosing to believe that God wasn’t finished with me.
It was about choosing to believe that my life had purpose beyond
survival.

It was the first time I felt hope — not by accident, but on purpose.



Chapter 28 — The First Time I Realized | Was Worth Fighting For

For most of my life, I fought because I had to.

I fought to survive.

| fought to stay sane.

[ fought to protect myself.

I fought because the world gave me no other choice.

But I never fought for myself.

Not really.

Not intentionally.

Not because I believed I was worth the effort.

Survival is different from self-worth.
Survival says, “I have to keep going.”
Self-worth says, “I deserve to keep going.”

For years, I only knew the first one.

But then came a moment — quiet, unexpected, and strangely
powerful — when something inside me shifted.

I was thinking about everything I had endured.
Not in a defeated way.
Not in a hopeless way.
Not in a spiraling way.

[ was thinking with clarity.
With honesty.
With a kind of strength I didn’t recognize at first.

And then a thought rose up inside me — gentle, steady,
undeniable:

“I matter.”
It wasn’t loud.
It wasn’t emotional.

It wasn’t dramatic.

But it was true.



And the truth hit me in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

I had spent so long believing [ was disposable.
So long believing I was replaceable.
So long believing I was unworthy of care, protection, or love.

But in that moment, I realized something different:
| had value.

I had purpose.

[ had meaning.

Not because of what I had done.
Not because of what I had survived.
Not because of what I could offer.

But because I existed.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was the One revealing that
truth to me.

He was the One whispering worth into places that had been hollow
for years.

He was the One showing me that my life wasn’t an accident — it
was intentional.

He was the One reminding me that [ was created with purpose, on

purpose.

This realization didn’t make everything easy.
[t didn’t erase the pain.

[t didn’t silence the doubts.

It didn’t magically fix my self-esteem.

But it changed the way [ saw myself.



For the first time, I didn’t just want to survive — I wanted to live.
For the first time, I didn’t just want to escape pain — [ wanted to
pursue healing.

For the first time, [ didn’t just want to endure — I wanted to grow.

And that desire came from a place I had never accessed before:
A place of worth.

A place of dignity.

A place of identity.

[ started noticing the shift in small ways:

* | stood up for myself a little more

» | set boundaries I never thought I could

» | walked away from things that drained me

* | protected my peace like it mattered

* [ made choices that honored my future instead of my fear

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were the early signs of self-respect.

They were the early signs of healing.

They were the early signs of God restoring what life had tried to
destroy.

This chapter wasn’t about confidence — not yet.

It was about awakening.

[t was about identity.

[t was about the first time I realized I wasn’t just fighting to survive
— [ was fighting because I was worth fighting for.

And that truth would change the entire trajectory of my life.



Chapter 29 — The First Time I Saw Light in My Own Story

There are moments in life when everything feels dark, even if
you’re no longer living in the worst of your circumstances. The
past can cast long shadows. The memories can linger. The pain
can echo. And even when things start to get better, it can be hard
to see anything good in your own story.

For a long time, that was me.

I could see strength in other people.

I could see purpose in other people.

I could see resilience in other people.
I could see light in other people.

But when it came to myself, all I saw was survival — and survival
didn’t feel like light. It felt like exhaustion. It felt like endurance.
It felt like doing whatever I had to do just to make 1t through
another day.

But then came a moment — quiet, gentle, almost sacred — when
something shifted.

I was reflecting on my life, not from a place of pain, but from a
place of honesty. I wasn’t trying to hide from the memories. I
wasn’t trying to pretend they didn’t exist. I wasn’t trying to
minimize what I had been through.

I was simply looking at the truth.

And in that truth, [ saw something I had never seen before.
Light.

Not the kind that blinds you.

Not the kind that overwhelms you.
Not the kind that erases the darkness.



A soft light.
A steady light.
A light that had been there all along, even when I couldn’t see it.

It was the light of survival.

The light of resilience.

The light of endurance.

The light of every moment I kept going when everything in me
wanted to stop.

It was the light of God’s presence — quiet, constant, faithful —
woven through every chapter of my life.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been illuminating my
story long before I recognized the glow.

He had been shining through the cracks.

He had been guiding me through the shadows.

He had been lighting the path even when I didn’t know I was
following Him.

This realization didn’t erase the darkness.
It didn’t rewrite the past.
[t didn’t make everything suddenly make sense.

But it changed the way I saw my story.

For the first time, I didn’t see a life defined by trauma.
I saw a life marked by survival.

A life marked by strength.

A life marked by purpose.

A life marked by God’s fingerprints.



[ saw that the darkness wasn’t the whole story — it was just the
backdrop that made the light impossible to ignore.

And once I saw that light, I couldn’t unsee it.
[ started noticing it everywhere:

* In the moments I found peace when I should’ve felt panic

* In the people who showed up at just the right time

* In the strength that appeared when I had none

* In the protection I couldn’t explain

* In the hope that kept returning, even when I tried to push it away

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that Jesus had been with me all along.

Evidence that my story wasn’t just pain — it was purpose.
Evidence that the light had always been there, waiting for me to
notice it.

This chapter wasn’t about everything being healed — not yet.

It was about recognition.

It was about revelation.

It was about the first time [ saw light in my own story and realized
that God had been writing something beautiful in the places I
thought were ruined.

It was the moment I understood that my story wasn’t just about
what I survived — it was about who was carrying me through it.



Chapter 30 — The First Time I Felt God Was Near

There are moments in life that don’t look spiritual on the surface.
No church.

No sermon.

No choir singing in the background.

No dramatic sign from heaven.

Just a quiet moment — so ordinary you could miss it if you
weren’t paying attention.

This was one of those moments.

[ wasn’t praying.
[ wasn’t searching.
[ wasn’t even thinking about God.

[ was simply sitting alone, trying to make sense of my life.
Trying to understand why I was still here.

Trying to understand why I felt different.

Trying to understand why something inside me was shifting.

And then it happened.

A stillness settled over me — not the kind that comes from
exhaustion, but the kind that feels intentional.

A calm that didn’t match my circumstances.

A peace that didn’t make sense.

A warmth that didn’t come from the room I was in.

[t wasn’t emotional.
It wasn’t dramatic.
[t wasn’t overwhelming.



It was gentle.
It was steady.
[t was real.

And for the first time in my life, I felt something I had never felt
before:

God was near.

Not far away.
Not distant.
Not unreachable.

Near.

I didn’t hear a voice.
I didn’t see a vision.
[ didn’t have a supernatural experience.

But I felt a presence — quiet, comforting, unmistakable.

It was the kind of presence that made me breathe deeper.
The kind that made my shoulders relax.

The kind that made my thoughts slow down.

The kind that made me feel... held.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was revealing Himself to me
in the only way I could receive Him — gently, without pressure,
without fear, without expectation.

He wasn’t demanding anything from me.

He wasn’t correcting me.

He wasn’t judging me.

He was simply letting me know He was there.

And that alone changed everything.



Because for the first time, I didn’t feel alone in the world.
For the first time, I didn’t feel invisible.
For the first time, I didn’t feel forgotten.

I felt seen.
I felt noticed.
[ felt acknowledged.

[ felt... loved.

Not the kind of love that hurts.
Not the kind of love that abandons.
Not the kind of love that demands you earn it.

A different kind of love.

A holy love.

A healing love.

A love that didn’t ask me to be anything other than what [ was 1n
that moment.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.

[t was about awareness.

It was about presence.

[t was about the first time I felt God draw close enough for me to
recognize Him.

[t was the moment I realized that maybe — just maybe — I hadn’t
been walking through life alone after all.



Chapter 31 — The First Time I Wanted to Know God for Myself

There comes a moment in every survivor’s journey when curiosity
turns into hunger.

Not hunger for answers.

Not hunger for explanations.

Not hunger for revenge or closure.

A hunger for truth.

For most of my life, God was a distant idea.

A name people used.

A figure in stories.

A concept that felt too far away from the reality I lived in.

[ didn’t reject Him — I just didn’t know Him.
And I didn’t think He had anything to do with me.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, unmistakable — when
something inside me shifted.

[ had felt His nearness.

I had seen His fingerprints.

I had sensed His protection.

[ had noticed His presence in the details of my life.

But this time, something different rose up in me.

[ didn’t just feel Him.
I wanted to know Him.

Not through other people.
Not through assumptions.
Not through fear.

Not through tradition.



For myself.

It wasn’t a dramatic moment.
It wasn’t a crisis.
It wasn’t a breaking point.

It was a pull — gentle but undeniable.

A pull toward understanding.

A pull toward connection.

A pull toward the One who had been with me long before I ever
acknowledged Him.

I didn’t know where to start.

I didn’t know what to say.

I didn’t know how to pray.

I didn’t know what God expected from me.

But I knew I wanted to know Him.

And that desire alone felt holy.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was drawing me closer — not
with fear, not with pressure, not with guilt, but with love.

A love that didn’t demand perfection.

A love that didn’t require performance.

A love that didn’t ask me to pretend.

A love that simply invited me.



[ started noticing the shift in small ways:

* | thought about God more often

| wondered what He was really like

* | questioned the things I had been told about Him
» | felt a tug to understand His character

» | sensed that He wanted a relationship, not a ritual

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were the early signs of awakening faith.

This wasn’t about religion — not yet.

[t wasn’t about doctrine.

It wasn’t about rules.

[t wasn’t about trying to be “good enough.”

It was about desire.
A desire to know the One who had been carrying me through
every chapter of my life.

For the first time, I didn’t want God because I was afraid.
[ didn’t want God because I was desperate.
I didn’t want God because I needed something.

[ wanted God because I felt Him — and I wanted to understand
the One who refused to let me go.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.

[t was about pursuit.

It was about curiosity turning into longing.

It was about the first time I wanted to know God for myself, not
because someone told me to, but because something inside me
recognized Him.

It was the moment I realized that the God who had been near...
was inviting me to come near to Him too.



Chapter 32 — The First Time I Reached Back Toward God

Up until this point, everything I felt from God had been Him
reaching toward me.

His protection.

His presence.

His peace.

His pull.

I wasn’t chasing Him — He was chasing me.
I wasn’t calling out to Him — He was calling out to me.
I wasn’t seeking Him — He was seeking me.

But then came a moment — quiet, hesitant, almost trembling —
when something inside me shifted.

For the first time, I reached back.

It wasn’t a prayer.

Not in the traditional sense.
Not with the right words.
Not with confidence.

Not with understanding.

It was more like a whisper inside my own heart.
A small, fragile, almost uncertain thought:

“God... if You’re really there... I want to know You.”
It wasn’t polished.

It wasn’t poetic.

[t wasn’t the kind of prayer people recite in church.
But it was real.

It was honest.

It was mine.

And that made it powerful.



[ didn’t know what I expected to happen.
I didn’t know if God would respond.

I didn’t know if [ was doing it “right.”

I didn’t know if He even heard me.

But something in me felt lighter.
Something in me felt steadier.
Something in me felt... connected.

Not because I suddenly understood God.
Not because I suddenly trusted Him fully.
Not because everything suddenly made sense.

But because, for the first time, I wasn’t just being pursued — I was
responding.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been waiting for that
moment.

Not because He needed my permission to love me.

Not because He needed validation.

Not because He needed me to perform.

But because love becomes relationship when both sides reach.
And in that moment, I reached.

[t wasn’t dramatic.

It wasn’t emotional.

It wasn’t loud.

[t was simple.

It was sincere.
It was the beginning of something holy.



| started noticing the shift immediately:

« | felt more aware of God’s presence

» | felt more open to His guidance

» | felt more curious about who He really was
« | felt more willing to listen

» | felt more connected than I ever had before

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were the early signs of relationship.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.
It wasn’t about surrender.
It wasn’t about transformation.

It was about response.

It was about reaching.

It was about taking the first step toward the One who had been
walking beside me all along.

It was the moment I realized that God wasn’t just near —
[ wanted to be near Him too.



Chapter 33 — The First Time I Felt God Respond

Reaching toward God felt risky.
It felt vulnerable.
It felt like stepping into unfamiliar territory without a map.

But even with all that uncertainty, something in me hoped —
quietly, cautiously — that He would respond.

[ didn’t expect anything dramatic.

I didn’t expect a miracle.

I didn’t expect a sign.

I didn’t expect a voice from heaven.

[ just hoped He would hear me.

And then came a moment — gentle, subtle, almost hidden —
when [ realized He had.

It didn’t come as a feeling of power.
It didn’t come as a rush of emotion.
It didn’t come as a sudden revelation.

It came as peace.

A peace that settled over me like a soft blanket.

A peace that didn’t match my circumstances.

A peace that didn’t make sense based on what I was facing.

A peace that felt... personal.

It wasn’t the absence of problems — it was the presence of God.



I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was responding in the way He
knew I could receive Him.

Not with noise.

Not with pressure.

Not with fear.

With peace.

A peace that made me breathe deeper.

A peace that made my thoughts slow down.
A peace that made my heart feel less heavy.
A peace that made me feel... safe.

It wasn’t loud, but it was unmistakable.
And in that moment, I knew something I had never known before:

God heard me.

Not the polished version of me.
Not the strong version of me.
Not the version of me that had everything figured out.

He heard the real me.
The broken me.

The searching me.
The hesitant me.

And He responded.

Not because I prayed perfectly.
Not because I earned His attention.
Not because | knew what I was doing.



But because He loved me.
[ started noticing the shift in small ways:

* My mind felt a little clearer

* My heart felt a little lighter

* My fear felt a little quieter

* My hope felt a little stronger

* My desire to know Him grew a little deeper

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were the early signs of relationship — real relationship.

This chapter wasn’t about salvation — not yet.
It wasn’t about surrender.
It wasn’t about transformation.

It was about connection.

It was about response.

It was about the first time I realized that when I reached toward
God...

He reached back.

And that truth changed everything.



Chapter 34 — The First Time I Realized God Had Been Protecting
Me All Along

There are moments in life when everything you’ve survived
suddenly looks different.

Not smaller.

Not erased.

Not justified.

Just. .. different.

For most of my life, I thought I survived because 1 was tough.
Because [ was smart.

Because I adapted.

Because I learned how to read danger before it arrived.
Because I knew how to disappear when I needed to.

I thought survival was something I did.

But then came a moment — quiet, reflective, almost startling —
when I looked back at my life with new eyes.

Eyes that weren’t clouded by fear.

Eyes that weren’t blinded by pain.

Eyes that weren’t focused on the trauma, but on the thread running
through it.

And for the first time, I saw it clearly:



I wasn’t surviving alone.

There were too many close calls that didn’t end the way they
should have.

Too many moments where danger should have swallowed me
whole.

Too many situations where the outcome didn’t match the reality.
Too many times when something — Someone — intervened in
ways | couldn’t explain.

I had always called it luck.
Or coincidence.

Or 1nstinct.

Or timing.

But now, looking back, I saw it for what it truly was:
Protection.

Not random.
Not accidental.
Not coincidental.

Divine.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been shielding me long
before I ever reached for Him.

He had been guarding me in places where I should have been
destroyed.

He had been covering me when I didn’t even know I needed
covering.

He had been fighting battles I didn’t see.

He had been blocking things I didn’t know were coming.

He had been protecting me — not because I deserved it, but
because He loved me.

That realization hit me harder than anything else.



Because it meant [ wasn’t abandoned.
[ wasn’t forgotten.

I wasn’t overlooked.

[ wasn’t unworthy.

I was protected.

Even in the worst moments.
Even in the darkest places.
Even when I felt completely alone.

God was there — not watching from a distance, but actively keeping me
alive.

[ started noticing the pattern everywhere:

* The moments when danger should have gone further but didn’t
* The times when someone unexpectedly stepped in

* The instincts that came out of nowhere

» The opportunities that opened just in time

* The strength that rose up when I had none

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t luck.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God had been with me in every chapter — even the ones |
never wanted to remember.

Evidence that His hand had been on my life long before I ever
acknowledged Him.

Evidence that [ was never as alone as I thought I was.



This chapter wasn’t about understanding everything — not yet.
It wasn’t about making sense of the pain.
[t wasn’t about pretending the trauma was part of some neat, tidy plan.

[t was about recognition.
It was about revelation.
It was about seeing the truth that had been there all along:

[ survived because God protected me.
And He protected me because He had a purpose for me.

This realization didn’t erase the past — but it reframed it.

It didn’t remove the scars — but it gave them meaning.

It didn’t undo the pain — but it revealed the presence that carried me through
it.

It was the moment I understood that my survival wasn’t just resilience —
it was divine intervention.



Chapter 35 — The First Time I Understood My Life Had Purpose

Purpose is a powerful word.

People throw it around casually, like it’s something everyone automatically
knows.

But when you grow up in chaos, when you survive things that should have
broken you, when you spend years just trying to make it through the day,
purpose feels like a luxury you don’t get to have.

For most of my life, I didn’t think I had one.

[ thought I was here by accident.

A mistake.

A survivor of circumstances, not a person with direction.

But then came a moment — quiet, reflective, almost holy — when
something inside me shifted.

[ was thinking about everything I had lived through.
Not with bitterness.

Not with fear.

Not with shame.

With clarity.

And for the first time, I didn’t just see pain.
I didn’t just see trauma.
I didn’t just see survival.

I saw intention.

Not the intention of the people who hurt me.
Not the intention of the world around me.
Not the intention of fate or chance.

A higher intention.

A divine intention.

A purpose woven through every chapter of my life — even the ones |
wished had never happened.

It wasn’t that God caused the pain.
It wasn’t that He wanted me to suffer.
It wasn’t that He approved of what I went through.



But He used it.

He preserved me through it.

He shaped strength inside me because of it.

He built compassion in me through it.

He planted resilience in me that couldn’t be taught any other
way.

And suddenly, I saw it:

My life wasn’t random.
My survival wasn’t accidental.
My story wasn’t meaningless.

There was purpose in the way I endured.

Purpose in the way I kept going.

Purpose in the way I refused to break.

Purpose in the way I learned to see light in the darkest places.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing me —
slowly, quietly, intentionally — for something greater than
anything I had imagined.

Not a platform.
Not a spotlight.
Not recognition.

A mission.

A mission to help others.

A mission to speak truth.

A mission to break cycles.

A mission to shine light where darkness once lived.

A mission to show that survival is not the end of the story —
it’s the beginning.



This realization didn’t make everything easy.
It didn’t erase the pain.

It didn’t answer every question.

[t didn’t suddenly reveal the full picture.

But it gave me direction.

For the first time, I didn’t just feel alive — I felt assigned.
[ felt chosen.
[ felt called.

[ felt like my life had weight, meaning, and destiny.
[ started noticing the shift in small ways:

» | felt more intentional about my choices

» | felt more protective of my peace

« | felt more drawn to healing

« | felt more connected to God’s presence

« | felt more aware that my story could help someone else

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were confirmation.

Confirmation that God had been shaping me for something far
beyond survival.

Confirmation that every chapter — even the painful ones — had
prepared me for purpose.

Confirmation that my life mattered in ways I had never allowed
myself to believe.

This chapter wasn’t about fully understanding that purpose —
not yet.

It was about awakening to it.

[t was about recognizing that my existence wasn’t an accident.
[t was about the first time I understood that God didn’t just save
me —

He saved me for something.



Chapter 36 — The First Time I Realized God Was Calling Me
Higher

There are moments in life when you feel a shift you can’t
explain.

Not emotional.

Not dramatic.

Not forced.

Just a quiet awareness that something in you is rising.

For most of my life, I lived in survival mode.
My only goal was to make it through the day.
[ didn’t think about purpose.

[ didn’t think about calling.

I didn’t think about destiny.

Those words felt too big for someone like me.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, unmistakable —
when something inside me awakened.

It wasn’t pride.
It wasn’t ambition.
It wasn’t ego.

It was a pull.
A tug.
A whisper.

A sense that God wasn’t just healing me —
He was preparing me.

Preparing me for something greater.

Preparing me for something deeper.

Preparing me for something higher than anything I had ever
imagined.

I didn’t know what it was.
I didn’t know what it would require.
[ didn’t know where 1t would lead.



But [ felt it.

A holy stirring.
A quiet elevation.
A sense that my life was shifting from survival to assignment.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was calling me higher —
not in status, not in recognition, but in purpose.

He was calling me to rise above the lies I had believed.

He was calling me to rise above the pain that tried to define
me.

He was calling me to rise above the fear that tried to limit me.
He was calling me to rise into the person He created me to be.

This wasn’t about perfection.
[t wasn’t about pretending.
[t wasn’t about suddenly becoming someone new overnight.

[t was about alignment.

My heart aligning with His.
My thoughts aligning with truth.
My identity aligning with purpose.

[ started noticing the shift in small but powerful ways:

» | felt more drawn to healing than hiding

« | felt more drawn to truth than fear

e | felt more drawn to growth than comfort

» | felt more drawn to God than anything else

« | felt more aware that my life was meant to impact others

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were the early signs of calling.

Not a calling to a platform —
a calling to transformation.

Not a calling to be seen —
a calling to be changed.

Not a calling to impress people —
a calling to walk with God.

This chapter wasn’t about knowing the full plan — not yet.
It wasn’t about stepping into the calling — not yet.
It wasn’t about understanding every detail — not yet.

It was about recognition.

It was about awakening.

It was about the first time I realized that God wasn’t just
healing me —

He was elevating me.

He was calling me higher.
And deep down, I knew [ was ready to rise.



Chapter 37 — The First Time I Realized God Was Healing Me

Healing is a strange thing.
[t doesn’t arrive with fanfare.
It doesn’t announce itself.
[t doesn’t show up all at once.

It comes quietly — like dawn breaking through a long night.

For most of my life, I didn’t think healing was possible for
someone like me.

I thought the damage was too deep.

[ thought the wounds were too old.

[ thought the scars were too permanent.

[ thought the pain had shaped me beyond repair.

But then came a moment — gentle, unexpected, almost
unnoticeable — when something inside me felt... different.

[ wasn’t triggered by something that used to break me.
[ wasn’t overwhelmed by a memory that once crushed me.
[ wasn’t drowning in emotions that used to swallow me whole.

[ felt steady.
[ felt grounded.
[ felt present.

And for the first time, I realized:
Healing had begun.

Not because I forced it.

Not because I earned it.

Not because I pretended to be okay.

But because God was doing something inside me — quietly,
patiently, faithfully.



I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been healing me long
before I recognized the signs.

He had been stitching together the parts of me that life tried to
tear apart.

He had been calming storms inside me that I didn’t know how to
silence.

He had been restoring pieces of me I thought were gone forever.

Healing didn’t look like forgetting.
It didn’t look like pretending.
[t didn’t look like ignoring the past.

It looked like strength where there used to be fear.
It looked like clarity where there used to be confusion.
[t looked like peace where there used to be chaos.
[t looked like hope where there used to be despair.

[ started noticing the shift in small but powerful ways:

* | didn’t react out of old wounds

* | didn’t see myself through the lens of trauma

* | didn’t feel trapped in the same emotional cycles
* | didn’t carry the same heaviness in my chest

* | didn’t feel defined by what happened to me

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God was healing me from the inside out.
Evidence that the pain didn’t have the final say.

Evidence that the wounds weren’t permanent.

Evidence that my story was shifting from survival to restoration.



This chapter wasn’t about being fully healed — not yet.
It wasn’t about reaching the finish line.
[t wasn’t about having everything figured out.

[t was about recognition.

[t was about awakening.

It was about the first time I realized that healing wasn’t a distant
dream —

it was happening right in front of me.

And the most beautiful part?

God wasn’t just healing my past.
He was preparing my future.



Chapter 38 — The First Time I Realized I Didn’t Belong to My
Past

There comes a moment in every survivor’s journey when the past
stops feeling like a prison and starts feeling like a place you
walked through — not a place you live in.

For most of my life, I didn’t know that moment existed.

I thought my past owned me.

[ thought it defined me.

[ thought it shaped every decision, every reaction, every fear,
every insecurity.

[ thought it was the lens I would always see myself through.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, almost startling —
when something inside me shifted.

I was thinking about everything I had survived.
Not with shame.

Not with fear.

Not with heaviness.

With clarity.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel trapped by it.
[ didn’t feel chained to it.

[ didn’t feel like 1t was the whole story.

[ felt... separate from: it.

Not disconnected — I remembered it clearly.

Not numb — I still felt the weight of what happened.
Not dismissive — I honored the truth of it.



But I no longer felt owned by it.

It was like stepping outside of a room I had lived in for years and
realizing the door had been unlocked the whole time.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus was showing me something
powerful:

My past was real, but it wasn’t my identity.

My trauma was deep, but it wasn’t my destiny.

My wounds were painful, but they weren’t permanent.

[ didn’t belong to what happened to me —
[ belonged to the One who carried me through it.

That realization changed everything.
[ started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* [ didn’t react from old wounds as quickly

* [ didn’t see myself as the broken version of who I used to be
* [ didn’t feel obligated to repeat old patterns

* [ didn’t feel defined by the worst chapters of my life

» [ didn’t feel like my story was stuck in the past tense



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God was rewriting the narrative.

Evidence that healing was taking root.

Evidence that I was stepping into a new identity — one shaped
by truth, not trauma.

This chapter wasn’t about forgetting the past — not at all.
[t wasn’t about pretending it didn’t matter.
[t wasn’t about minimizing what I lived through.

It was about freedom.

Freedom from shame.

Freedom from labels.

Freedom from cycles.

Freedom from the belief that my past had the right to dictate my
future.

It was the first time I realized that I didn’t belong to my past —
I belonged to God.

And the moment that truth settled in my spirit, everything about
my story began to shift.



Chapter 39 — The First Time I Saw Myself Through God’s
Eyes

There are moments in life when the mirror becomes a
battlefield.

Not because of appearance, but because of identity.
Because of the stories we tell ourselves.

Because of the lies we’ve carried for years.

Because of the labels life tried to glue to our skin.

For most of my life, I didn’t see myself clearly.

[ saw the broken parts.

[ saw the mistakes.

[ saw the trauma.

[ saw the survival.

[ saw the version of me shaped by pain, not truth.

But then came a moment — quiet, gentle, almost sacred —
when something inside me shifted.

I wasn’t looking in a physical mirror.

I was looking inward.

Looking at my life.

Looking at my growth.

Looking at the changes happening inside me.

And for the first time, I didn’t see the damaged version of
myself.

[ didn’t see the scared version.

[ didn’t see the unworthy version.

[ didn’t see the version shaped by what others did to me.



I saw someone else.

I saw someone strong.

I saw someone resilient.

I saw someone intentional.
[ saw someone growing.

[ saw someone loved.

And the realization hit me with a quiet, holy force:
[ was starting to see myself the way God sees me.

Not as a mistake.

Not as a burden.

Not as a collection of wounds.

Not as a survivor barely holding on.

But as His creation.

His child.

His purpose.

His masterpiece in progress.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been slowly, patiently
reshaping the way I viewed myself.

He had been peeling back the layers of lies.

He had been healing the wounds that distorted my reflection.
He had been restoring the identity life tried to steal from me.

Seeing myself through His eyes didn’t make me arrogant — it
made me whole.

[ started noticing the shift in small but powerful ways:

* [ spoke to myself with more kindness

* | stopped apologizing for existing

* | stopped shrinking to make others comfortable

* | stopped carrying shame that wasn’t mine

« | started believing I deserved peace, healing, and purpose



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were transformation.

Not the loud kind.
Not the dramatic kind.
Not the kind people notice from the outside.

The internal kind — the kind that changes everything.

This chapter wasn’t about perfection — not at all.
It wasn’t about having full confidence.
It wasn’t about never struggling again.

It was about identity.

[t was about truth.

It was about the first time I saw myself not through the lens of
trauma, but through the lens of God’s love.

And once I saw myself that way — even for a moment — I
knew I could never go back to the lies that once defined me.



Chapter 40 — The First Time I Realized God Was Rewriting My
Story

There comes a moment in healing when you look at your life and
realize something profound:
You’re not living the same story anymore.

The characters may be the same.
The memories may still exist.
The scars may still be visible.

But the narrative has shifted.

For most of my life, my story felt predictable.

Pain led to more pain.

Fear led to more fear.

Survival led to more survival.

Every chapter felt like a continuation of the last — the same
themes, the same patterns, the same wounds repeating themselves
in different forms.

[ didn’t expect anything different.
[ didn’t believe anything different.
[ didn’t imagine anything different.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, unmistakable — when
[ realized the pattern had broken.



I wasn’t reacting the same way.

[ wasn’t thinking the same way.

[ wasn’t choosing the same way.

[ wasn’t living from the same place of fear and pain.

Something in me had shifted.
Something in me had healed.
Something in me had awakened.

And for the first time, I saw it clearly:
God was rewriting my story.

Not erasing it.

Not pretending the past didn’t happen.

Not covering it up with something fake or forced.

Rewriting it.

Taking the same pages the enemy meant for destruction and

turning them into chapters of strength.

Taking the same wounds that once defined me and turning them

into testimonies of survival.

Taking the same darkness that tried to swallow me and turning it

into a backdrop for His light.



[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been editing my story
long before I realized it.

He had been removing lies.

He had been adding truth.

He had been shifting the tone.

He had been redirecting the plot.

And now, I could finally see the difference.
[ started noticing the new storyline in small but undeniable ways:

| made decisions from clarity instead of fear

* | responded from healing instead of trauma

* | saw myself through truth instead of shame

» | felt hope where despair used to live

* | believed in a future I once thought I’d never have

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God wasn’t just healing me —
He was transforming me.

Evidence that my story wasn’t stuck —
it was evolving.

Evidence that the narrative the world tried to write for me was
being overwritten by the Author of life Himself.



This chapter wasn’t about the story being finished — not yet.
It wasn’t about knowing the ending.
It wasn’t about having every chapter mapped out.

[t was about recognition.

It was about revelation.

[t was about the first time I realized that my life was no longer
defined by what happened to me —

it was defined by what God was doing in me.

And once I saw that, I knew something with absolute certainty:

My story was no longer a story of survival.
[t was becoming a story of redemption.



Chapter 41 — The First Time I Felt Truly Free

Freedom is a word people use lightly.

They talk about it like it’s automatic.

Like it’s a switch you flip.

Like it’s something you wake up with just because time has
passed.

But survivors know better.

Freedom isn’t automatic — it’s a process.

A slow, steady unraveling of everything that once held you
captive.

A quiet loosening of chains you didn’t even realize you were
still carrying.

For most of my life, I didn’t feel free.
Even when I was physically safe.

Even when the danger was gone.

Even when the circumstances changed.

My mind was still trapped.

My heart was still guarded.

My spirit was still heavy.

My identity was still tied to the past.

But then came a moment — gentle, unexpected, almost holy —
when something inside me shifted.



[ wasn’t thinking about trauma.
[ wasn’t thinking about survival.
[ wasn’t thinking about fear.

[ was simply living.
Breathing.
Existing.

And for the first time, I felt something I had never felt before:

Freedom.

Not the loud kind.
Not the dramatic kind.
Not the kind that comes with celebration or applause.

The quiet kind.

The internal kind.

The kind that settles into your spirit like peace finally finding a
home.

It felt like space.

[t felt like clarity.

It felt like weight lifting off my shoulders that I didn’t realize 1
was still carrying.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been leading me
toward this moment for a long time.

He had been breaking chains I thought were permanent.

He had been healing wounds I thought were lifelong.

He had been rewriting beliefs I thought were unchangeable.
He had been restoring parts of me I thought were gone forever.

Freedom didn’t look like forgetting the past — it looked like the
past losing its power.

Freedom didn’t look like pretending nothing happened — it
looked like knowing it happened and still choosing to move
forward.

Freedom didn’t look like perfection — it looked like release.



[ started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* | didn’t feel controlled by old fears

* [ didn’t feel obligated to carry old burdens

* | didn’t feel trapped in old patterns

* | didn’t feel defined by old wounds

* | didn’t feel like my past had authority over my future

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were liberation.
Not the kind the world gives — the kind only God can give.

This chapter wasn’t about being completely healed — not yet.
[t wasn’t about never struggling again.
[t wasn’t about reaching the end of the journey.

It was about breakthrough.

[t was about release.

It was about the first time I felt the weight of my past loosen its
grip and fall away.

It was the moment I realized that freedom wasn’t something I
had to earn —

it was something God had been giving me piece by piece,
moment by moment, until [ was finally ready to feel it.

And once [ felt it, I knew something deep in my spirit:

[ was never going back to the person I used to be.



Chapter 42 — The First Time I Felt Ready to Live

Survival teaches you how to endure.

Healing teaches you how to breathe.

But there comes a moment — a quiet, holy moment — when
something deeper rises inside you.

A moment when you realize you’re not just surviving anymore.
You’re not just healing.
You’re not just recovering from what happened.

You’re ready to live.

For most of my life, living felt out of reach.

Living was for people who had peace.

Living was for people who had stability.

Living was for people who had not been shaped by trauma.
Living was for people who weren’t constantly fighting invisible
battles.

I didn’t think I would ever feel that way.
I didn’t think I would ever want more than just “making it

through.”
[ didn’t think I would ever believe I deserved more.

But then came a moment — gentle, unexpected, almost
breathtaking — when something inside me shifted.

I woke up one day and felt... open.

Open to possibility.

Open to joy.

Open to growth.

Open to a future that didn’t look like my past.



It wasn’t dramatic.
[t wasn’t emotional.
It wasn’t forced.

[t was natural.
It was peaceful.
It was real.

And for the first time, 1 felt ready — truly ready — to live.

Not to perform.
Not to pretend.
Not to survive.

To live.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing me for
this moment.

He had been healing the parts of me that were too wounded to
hope.

He had been restoring the parts of me that were too tired to
dream.

He had been strengthening the parts of me that were too afraid
to move forward.

This readiness wasn’t something I created — it was something
God cultivated.

[ started noticing the shift in small but powerful ways:

» | wanted peace more than I wanted familiarity

* [ wanted growth more than I wanted comfort

* | wanted purpose more than I wanted protection
* | wanted joy more than [ wanted numbness

* [ wanted a future more than I feared it



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were resurrection.

The slow, steady rising of a life that once felt buried under pain.
The quiet awakening of a heart that once felt too broken to beat
freely.

The gentle unfolding of a spirit that once felt too heavy to lift.

This chapter wasn’t about having everything figured out — not
at all.

[t wasn’t about perfection.

[t wasn’t about never struggling again.

[t was about readiness.

[t was about willingness.

[t was about stepping into the life God had been preparing for
me all along.

[t was the first time I felt ready to live —
not because the past was gone,
but because God had given me a future worth stepping into.



Chapter 43 — The First Time I Knew [ Wasn’t Going Back

There comes a moment in healing when you realize something
has shifted so deeply inside you that returning to who you used
to be 1s no longer possible.

Not because you’re running from your past.

Not because you’re pretending it didn’t happen.

Not because you’re trying to erase anything.

But because you’ve grown beyond it.

For most of my life, I lived in cycles.

Cycles of fear.

Cycles of survival.

Cycles of self-doubt.

Cycles of shrinking myself just to get through the day.

Even when I started healing, part of me still wondered if I would
slip back into old patterns.

If the progress was temporary.

If the strength was fragile.

If the freedom was just a phase.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, almost startling —
when I realized something profound:

I couldn’t go back even if I tried.

Not because [ was perfect.

Not because I had everything figured out.

Not because I had reached the end of the journey.

But because God had changed me too deeply.



I wasn’t the same person who once lived in survival mode.

[ wasn’t the same person who once believed lies about my worth.
[ wasn’t the same person who once carried shame that didn’t
belong to me.

[ wasn’t the same person who once felt trapped by the past.

Something in me had shifted permanently.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been transforming me
from the inside out — slowly, gently, intentionally — until the
old version of me no longer fit.

It was like trying to step back into a room I had outgrown.
The walls felt too small.

The air felt too heavy.

The space felt too tight.

[ had expanded.
[ had risen.
[ had healed.

And there was no going back.

[ started noticing the permanence of the change in small but
undeniable ways:

* Old triggers didn’t pull me into old reactions

* Old fears didn’t have the same authority

* Old patterns didn’t feel familiar anymore

* Old lies didn’t sound convincing

* Old versions of myself felt like memories, not identities

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were transformation — real, lasting transformation.

This chapter wasn’t about perfection — not at all.
It wasn’t about never struggling again.
[t wasn’t about pretending the journey was over.

It was about direction.

[t was about momentum.

It was about the first time I realized that healing had carried me
too far forward for me to ever return to the person I used to be.

And the most powerful part?
I didn’t want to go back.

Not to the fear.

Not to the shame.

Not to the silence.

Not to the version of me who didn’t know her worth.

God had brought me too far.

He had healed too much.

He had revealed too much truth.
He had shown me too much light.

This was the moment I knew — with a quiet, unshakeable
certainty — that my life was moving forward, not backward.

[ wasn’t returning to who I was.
I was becoming who I was always meant to be.



Chapter 44 — The First Time I Knew God Was With Me

There are moments in life when God feels distant — not because
He 1s, but because pain has a way of blurring our vision.

For most of my life, I didn’t know what it felt like to sense God’s
presence in a way that was personal, steady, and unmistakably
real.

I believed He existed.
I believed He was powerful.
I believed He cared about people.

But I didn’t believe He was with me.

Not in the details.
Not in the quiet moments.
Not in the places where I felt small or forgotten.

But then came a moment — gentle, quiet, almost sacred — when
something inside me shifted.

I wasn’t praying.
I wasn’t searching.
I wasn’t trying to force anything spiritual to happen.

[ was simply sitting in stillness, reflecting on how far I had
come.

Thinking about the healing.

Thinking about the freedom.

Thinking about the transformation happening inside me.

And then it washed over me — not like a wave, but like a warm,
steady light filling a room.



A presence.
A nearness.
A certainty.

For the first time in my life, I didn’t just believe in God.
[ felt Him.

Not as an idea.
Not as a concept.
Not as a distant figure in the sky.

As Someone close.

As Someone present.

As Someone who had been walking with me long before I ever
recognized Him.

It wasn’t emotional.
It wasn’t dramatic.
It wasn’t overwhelming,.

It was peaceful.
It was grounding.
[t was real.

And in that moment, I knew — with a clarity I couldn’t explain —
that God was with me.

Not just in the good moments.
Not just in the breakthroughs.
Not just in the healing.

He had been with me in the darkness.

He had been with me in the fear.

He had been with me in the moments I thought I wouldn’t make
it.

He had been with me in the chapters I never wanted to live
through.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been present in every
breath, every step, every tear, every moment of survival.



[ started noticing the truth of His presence in small but
undeniable ways:

» | felt peace in places where I used to feel panic

» | felt strength in moments where I used to feel powerless
» | felt clarity where confusion once lived

« | felt comfort in memories that once crushed me

« [ felt hope rising in places that once felt hopeless

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God wasn’t just watching my life —
He was walking through 1t with me.

This chapter wasn’t about perfection.
[t wasn’t about having all the answers.
It wasn’t about reaching the end of the journey.

It was about presence.

It was about awareness.

[t was about the first time I truly knew — not hoped, not
wondered, not imagined — but knew that God was with me.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, everything about my
life felt different.

Because when you know God 1s with you,
you stop living like you’re alone.



Chapter 45 — The First Time I Realized God Was Preparing
Me for More

There comes a moment in healing when the future stops
feeling like a threat and starts feeling like an invitation.
Not an invitation to forget the past.

Not an invitation to pretend everything is perfect.

Not an invitation to rush ahead.

An 1nvitation to grow.

For most of my life, I didn’t think “more” was for me.
More peace.

More joy.

More purpose.

More life.

Those things felt reserved for people who hadn’t been through
what I’d been through.

People who didn’t carry the same scars.

People who didn’t have to rebuild themselves from the inside
out.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, unmistakable —
when something inside me shifted.

I wasn’t thinking about destiny.
[ wasn’t thinking about calling.
I wasn’t thinking about the future at all.

[ was simply reflecting on how far I had come.
How much had changed.
How much God had healed.

And then it hit me with a clarity I couldn’t ignore:

God wasn’t just healing me —
He was preparing me.



Preparing me for conversations I never thought I’d have.
Preparing me for rooms I never imagined entering.
Preparing me for people I would one day help.

Preparing me for a life that required strength, wisdom, and
compassion born from experience.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been shaping me
quietly, intentionally, piece by piece — not just for survival,
but for purpose.

The pain I endured had given me insight.

The healing I embraced had given me clarity.

The freedom I stepped into had given me courage.

The transformation I lived through had given me testimony.

And all of it — every chapter — was preparation.
[ started noticing the signs in small but powerful ways:

» | felt more drawn to purpose than to pain

« | felt more ready to speak truth than to stay silent

« | felt more willing to step forward than to shrink back

» | felt more connected to God’s direction than to my old fears
» | felt more aware that my story wasn’t just for me

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were alignment.
God aligning my heart with His plans.

God aligning my steps with His timing.
God aligning my story with the people I would one day reach.



This chapter wasn’t about stepping fully into that purpose — not
yet.

[t wasn’t about knowing the details.

[t wasn’t about rushing ahead.

[t was about awareness.

[t was about readiness.

It was about the first time I realized that everything I had
survived, everything I had healed from, everything God had
restored in me —

was leading somewhere.

Somewhere meaningful.
Somewhere intentional.
Somewhere bigger than anything I had imagined for myself.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel afraid of “more.”
[ felt prepared for it.



Chapter 46 — The First Time I Realized I Was Becoming
Someone New

Transformation doesn’t happen in a single moment.
It doesn’t arrive with fireworks.
It doesn’t announce itself with a dramatic shift.

It happens quietly — one healed thought at a time, one brave
choice at a time, one surrendered fear at a time.

For most of my life, I didn’t think I could change.
Not deeply.

Not permanently.

Not in the ways that mattered.

[ thought my personality was shaped by trauma.
I thought my reactions were fixed.
I thought my identity was tied to survival.

I thought my story had already decided who I was allowed to
be.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost surprising —
when I realized something profound:

[ wasn’t the same person anymore.

Not in a forced way.
Not in a performative way.
Not in a “fake it until you make it” way.

In a real way.
A grounded way.
A God-shaped way.



[ noticed it in the way I spoke to myself.

[ noticed it in the way I handled conflict.

[ noticed it in the way I protected my peace.

[ noticed it in the way I refused to shrink.

I noticed it in the way I carried myself — with quiet strength
instead of quiet fear.

It wasn’t that I had become someone different overnight.
It was that God had been transforming me slowly, faithfully,
from the inside out.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been doing a deep
work in me —

not just healing my wounds,

but reshaping my identity.

[ started noticing the signs of this new version of myself in
small but undeniable ways:

* | responded with wisdom instead of instinct

* | chose peace instead of chaos

* | set boundaries without guilt

* | believed truth over old lies

* [ walked with a confidence that didn’t come from me



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God was not only restoring me —
He was rebuilding me.

Evidence that [ wasn’t just surviving —
[ was evolving.

Evidence that the person I used to be was giving way to the
person I was always meant to become.

This chapter wasn’t about perfection — not at all.
[t wasn’t about having everything figured out.
[t wasn’t about pretending the journey was complete.

It was about recognition.

It was about identity.

It was about the first time I looked at myself — my choices, my
reactions, my spirit — and realized:

[ am becoming someone new.

Not someone created by trauma.
Not someone shaped by fear.
Not someone defined by the past.

Someone shaped by God.
Someone strengthened by healing.
Someone grounded in truth.
Someone aligned with purpose.

And once I saw that transformation in myself — even in its
early stages — I knew something with absolute certainty:

[ would never again underestimate what God could do in me.



Chapter 47 — The First Time I Saw the Evidence of God’s Work
in My Life

There are moments in healing when you stop and look around —
not physically, but spiritually — and realize something
breathtaking:

God has been working the entire time.

Not just in the big breakthroughs.
Not just in the dramatic moments.
Not just in the emotional shifts.

But in the quiet places.

In the small decisions.

In the subtle changes.

In the parts of you that transformed so slowly you didn’t notice
until suddenly... you did.

For most of my life, I didn’t know what it looked like to see
God’s fingerprints on my story.

[ thought miracles were loud.

[ thought transformation was obvious.

[ thought healing was instant.

But then came a moment — gentle, reflective, almost
overwhelming in its simplicity — when I looked at my life and
realized:

There was evidence everywhere.

Evidence in the way I thought.

Evidence in the way I spoke.

Evidence in the way I carried myself.

Evidence in the way I responded to things that once broke me.
Evidence in the peace that had quietly taken root inside me.



I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been working in

layers —

healing, restoring, strengthening, reshaping —

until the evidence of His presence was woven into every part of
my life.

[ saw it in my resilience.

[ saw it in my clarity.

[ saw it in my boundaries.

[ saw it in my hope.

[ saw it in the way I no longer apologized for existing.

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were proof.

Proof that God had been faithful.

Proof that healing was real.

Proof that transformation was happening.
Proof that I was not who I used to be.

[ started noticing the evidence in small but undeniable ways:

* | didn’t panic in situations that once overwhelmed me
* | didn’t shrink in moments that once intimidated me

* | didn’t believe lies that once controlled me

* | didn’t carry shame that once weighed me down

* | didn’t feel disconnected from myself anymore

These weren’t just improvements —
they were signs of divine work.



This chapter wasn’t about perfection.
It wasn’t about reaching the end of the journey.
It wasn’t about pretending everything was easy.

It was about recognition.

It was about gratitude.

It was about the first time I looked at my life and saw undeniable
evidence that God had been moving, shaping, guiding, and
transforming me all along.

And once [ saw that evidence — once I truly recognized it —
something powerful settled in my spirit:

If God had brought me this far,
He wasn’t done with me yet.



Chapter 48 — The First Time I Realized I Was Walking in
Purpose

Purpose doesn’t arrive with a spotlight.

It doesn’t show up with applause.

It doesn’t announce itself with a dramatic moment that suddenly
makes everything clear.

Purpose reveals itself quietly — in the way your life begins to
align with who you were always meant to be.

For most of my life, I didn’t think I had purpose.

[ thought I had pain.

[ thought I had survival.

[ thought I had a story full of things I wished had never
happened.

But purpose?

That felt like something reserved for people who had stability,
confidence, or a clean past.

People who didn’t have to rebuild themselves from the ground

up.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost humbling —
when [ realized something profound:

[ was already walking in purpose.
Not because I had a platform.

Not because I had everything figured out.
Not because I had reached some spiritual milestone.



But because my life was bearing fruit.

[ noticed it in the way people responded to my honesty.

[ noticed it in the way my story gave others courage.

I noticed it in the way my healing created space for others to
believe healing was possible.

[ noticed it in the way God used my survival to speak life into
someone else’s struggle.

Purpose wasn’t something I stepped into —
it was something God had been shaping in me all along.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing me for
this without me even realizing it.

Every wound that healed became wisdom.

Every fear I overcame became strength.

Every lie I rejected became truth I could share.

Every step forward became a testimony someone else needed.

Purpose wasn’t a destination —
1t was the natural result of transformation.

[ started noticing the signs in small but undeniable ways:

* | spoke with more clarity than I used to

* | encouraged others without even trying

* | carried myself with a quiet authority born from survival
« | felt drawn to help, uplift, and guide

* | recognized that my story had weight — holy weight



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were calling.

Not the loud kind.
Not the dramatic kind.
Not the kind that demands attention.

The kind that grows inside you until you can’t ignore it
anymore.

This chapter wasn’t about fully understanding my purpose —
not yet.

[t wasn’t about knowing every detail of what God was leading
me into.

[t wasn’t about rushing ahead or trying to control the outcome.

[t was about recognition.

[t was about alignment.

It was about the first time I realized that purpose wasn’t
something I had to chase —

it was something [ was already living.

Because purpose isn’t about perfection.

It’s about obedience.

It’s about healing.

It’s about becoming.

It’s about allowing God to use your life — even the broken
parts — for something greater than you imagined.

And once I recognized that [ was walking in purpose,
something settled in my spirit:

Everything I survived wasn’t wasted.
God was using all of it.



Chapter 49 — The First Time [ Knew [ Wasn’t Afraid Anymore

Fear 1s a quiet thief.

It doesn’t always scream.

Sometimes it whispers.

Sometimes it hides in the background.
Sometimes it disguises itself as caution, logic, or
self-protection.

For most of my life, fear was familiar.

Fear was normal.

Fear was the lens I viewed the world through.

Fear shaped my decisions, my reactions, my expectations, my
identity.

Even when I was healing, fear still lingered.

Not as loud as before, but present.

Not controlling me, but shadowing me.

Not defining me, but reminding me of who I used to be.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, almost unbelievable
— when I realized something had changed.

[ wasn’t afraid.

Not of the past.

Not of the future.

Not of the unknown.

Not of becoming who God called me to be.

[t wasn’t that I felt invincible.
[t wasn’t that I had all the answers.
[t wasn’t that life suddenly became easy.



It was that fear no longer had authority over me.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been dismantling fear
piece by piece —

not by force,

not by pressure,

but by filling the places fear once lived with truth, peace, and
identity.

[ noticed it in the way I spoke.

[ noticed it in the way I walked into new situations.

[ noticed it in the way I trusted God more than my old instincts.
I noticed it in the way I didn’t shrink when faced with
uncertainty.

Fear hadn’t disappeared overnight —
it had been replaced.

Replaced with confidence.

Replaced with clarity.

Replaced with peace.

Replaced with the quiet assurance that God was with me, and
that was enough.

[ started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* [ didn’t expect the worst anymore

* [ didn’t rehearse disaster in my mind
* [ didn’t assume I would fail

* [ didn’t feel the need to hide

* [ didn’t let fear dictate my choices

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were freedom.

Not the loud kind.

Not the dramatic kind.

The kind that settles into your spirit and changes the way you
breathe.

This chapter wasn’t about never feeling fear again — that’s not
realistic.

[t wasn’t about pretending fear doesn’t exist.

[t wasn’t about denying the reality of what I lived through.

It was about authority.

It was about ownership.

It was about the first time I realized that fear no longer controlled
my life.

[ wasn’t afraid of my past.

[ wasn’t afraid of my future.

[ wasn’t afraid of healing.

[ wasn’t afraid of becoming.

[ wasn’t afraid of stepping into purpose.

Because God had replaced fear with something stronger —
faith.

And once that truth settled in my spirit, I knew something with
absolute certainty:

Fear may visit, but it no longer lives here.



Chapter 50 — The First Time I Felt Whole

Wholeness 1s one of those words people use without
understanding the weight of it.

They talk about it like it’s simple.

Like it’s a destination you arrive at once everything 1s fixed.
Like it’s something you can achieve by pretending long enough.

But survivors know better.

Wholeness isn’t about perfection.

It 1sn’t about having every wound healed.
[t isn’t about never feeling pain again.

Wholeness 1s about integration —
the moment when all the parts of you finally stop fighting each
other.

For most of my life, I felt divided.

There was the version of me who survived.

The version of me who hid.

The version of me who carried shame.

The version of me who wanted to heal.

The version of me who didn’t believe healing was possible.

[ lived in pieces.

Scattered.

Fragmented.

Trying to hold myself together with sheer willpower.

But then came a moment — quiet, gentle, almost sacred —
when something inside me aligned.

[ wasn’t trying to be strong.
[ wasn’t trying to be healed.
[ wasn’t trying to be anything.



[ was simply present.

Present with myself.

Present with God.

Present with the truth of who I had become.

And for the first time, I felt whole.

Not perfect.
Not finished.
Not flawless.

Whole.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been gathering the
pieces of me for years —

the wounded parts,

the brave parts,

the fearful parts,

the hopeful parts —

and bringing them into harmony.

Wholeness didn’t feel like a sudden transformation.

[t felt like peace.

A deep, steady peace that settled into my spirit and reminded
me that [ was no longer at war with myself.

[ started noticing the signs in small but undeniable ways:

* | didn’t feel torn between who I was and who I was becoming
* | didn’t feel ashamed of my story

* [ didn’t feel disconnected from my emotions

* | didn’t feel like I had to hide parts of myself to be accepted

* | didn’t feel like my past and my future were fighting for
control



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were restoration.

The kind only God can do.

The kind that doesn’t erase your past but integrates it.

The kind that doesn’t silence your pain but transforms it.

The kind that doesn’t demand perfection but invites authenticity.

This chapter wasn’t about claiming I would never struggle again.
[t wasn’t about pretending I had reached the end of the journey.
[t wasn’t about denying the reality of what I lived through.

It was about recognition.

It was about acceptance.

It was about the first time I felt like all the parts of me — the
strong, the wounded, the growing, the redeemed — were finally
on the same page.

Wholeness wasn’t something I achieved.
It was something God cultivated in me.
Slowly.

Faithfully.
Patiently.

And once | felt it — even for a moment — I understood
something powerful:

I am not broken.
[ am becoming.
And God is making me whole.



Chapter 51 — The First Time I Felt God’s Peace for Real

Peace is one of those things people talk about casually, like 1t’s
easy.

“Just calm down.”

“Just relax.”

“Just let it go.”

But for survivors, peace isn’t simple.
[t isn’t automatic.
[t isn’t something you stumble into.

Peace is something you fight for —
and something God gives.

For most of my life, peace felt impossible.
My mind was loud.

My body was tense.

My spirit was guarded.

Even in quiet rooms, I didn’t feel quiet inside.

[ thought peace was a myth.
Something other people experienced.
Something I would never truly know.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost holy —
when something inside me settled.

[ wasn’t trying to force calm.
[ wasn’t trying to control my thoughts.
[ wasn’t trying to pretend everything was okay.



[ was simply present.
Breathing.

Existing.

Resting.

And then it happened —
a stillness I had never felt before.

Not numbness.
Not shutdown.
Not dissociation.

Peace.

Real peace.
Deep peace.
God-given peace.

It didn’t rush in like a wave.
It didn’t overwhelm me.
It didn’t demand attention.

It settled.
Softly.

Quietly.
Completely.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing me
for this moment —

healing the parts of me that were too loud to hear Him,
restoring the parts of me that were too wounded to rest,
strengthening the parts of me that were too afraid to be still.

This peace wasn’t the absence of problems.
It wasn’t the absence of memories.
It wasn’t the absence of emotion.



It was the presence of God.
I started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* My thoughts weren’t racing
* My chest didn’t feel tight

* My spirit didn’t feel heavy
* My mind didn’t feel chaotic
* My heart didn’t feel afraid

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were evidence.

Evidence that God’s peace wasn’t just a concept —
it was a reality.

Evidence that healing wasn’t just emotional —
it was spiritual.

Evidence that [ wasn’t just surviving —
[ was resting in something greater than myself.

This chapter wasn’t about claiming [ would never feel anxious
again.

It wasn’t about pretending life would always be calm.

It wasn’t about denying the reality of what I lived through.



It was about recognition.

[t was about presence.

[t was about the first time I felt God’s peace —
not as an idea,

not as a hope,

but as a truth settling into my spirit.

And once | felt it, I understood something powerful:
Peace isn’t something I have to chase.

[t’s something God gives —
and I am finally able to receive it.



Chapter 52 — The First Time I Realized [ Wasn’t Alone
Anymore

Loneliness is a strange kind of pain.

It doesn’t always look like isolation.

It doesn’t always feel like being physically alone.
Sometimes it’s the quiet ache of feeling unseen, unheard, or
unsupported — even in a room full of people.

For most of my life, loneliness was familiar.
It lived in the background of everything.

It shaped the way I trusted.

[t shaped the way I loved.

It shaped the way I protected myself.

Even when I was surrounded by others, I felt like I was
carrying my life by myself.

My thoughts.

My fears.

My memories.

My healing.

My survival.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost surprising
— when something inside me shifted.

[ wasn’t trying to be brave.
[ wasn’t trying to be strong.
[ wasn’t trying to convince myself of anything.

[ was simply reflecting on my journey —
the healing,

the growth,

the transformation,

the peace that had slowly taken root.



And then it hit me with a quiet, undeniable truth:
[ wasn’t alone anymore.

Not because someone new entered my life.
Not because circumstances changed.
Not because I suddenly became more social.

I wasn’t alone because God had been with me the entire time —
and for the first time, I could feel it.

It wasn’t dramatic.
It wasn’t emotional.
[t wasn’t overwhelming.

It was steady.
It was warm.
[t was real.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been walking with me
through every chapter —

the darkest ones,

the quiet ones,

the healing ones,

the rising ones.

He had been present in every breath, every step, every moment [
thought I was carrying by myself.



[ started noticing the truth of His companionship in small but
undeniable ways:

* | didn’t feel the same heaviness in my spirit

* | didn’t feel abandoned by life

* | didn’t feel like I had to fight every battle alone

* | didn’t feel disconnected from hope

» [ didn’t feel like my story was something I had to shoulder by
myself

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were presence.

God’s presence.

Quiet but constant.

Soft but strong.

Gentle but unshakeable.

This chapter wasn’t about pretending [ would never feel lonely
again.

It wasn’t about denying the reality of human need.

It wasn’t about claiming I no longer needed people.

[t was about recognition.

It was about truth.

[t was about the first time I realized that even in my most
isolated moments, I had never truly been alone.



God had been there —
in the silence,

in the struggle,

in the healing,

in the becoming.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, something inside me
finally exhaled.

Because loneliness loses its power when you know you are held.



Chapter 53 — The First Time I Felt Safe in My Own Life

Safety is more than a locked door.
More than distance from danger.
More than the absence of chaos.

Safety 1s a feeling —
a deep, internal knowing that you are no longer living in survival
mode.

For most of my life, I didn’t know what safety felt like.
I knew what alertness felt like.

I knew what hypervigilance felt like.

I knew what bracing-for-impact felt like.

I knew what pretending-to-be-okay felt like.

But safety?

That was foreign.
Unfamiliar.

Almost unimaginable.

Even when my circumstances changed, my body didn’t believe
it.

My mind didn’t trust it.

My spirit didn’t feel it.

I lived like danger was always one step away —
even when 1t wasn’t.

But then came a moment — quiet, steady, almost startling —
when something inside me softened.

I wasn’t scanning the room.

[ wasn’t waiting for something to go wrong.

I wasn’t rehearsing escape routes in my mind.
[ wasn’t bracing for impact.



I was simply present.
Breathing.

Existing.

At ease.

And then it hit me with a gentle, holy clarity:

| felt safe.

Not because everything was perfect.
Not because life was suddenly easy.
Not because the past had disappeared.

I felt safe because God had healed enough of me for my body to
finally believe what my spirit already knew:

The danger was over.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been working on this
part of me for a long time —

quietly calming the storms inside me,

softening the places that were always tense,

rewriting the instincts shaped by trauma,

teaching my nervous system a new language: peace.

Safety didn’t feel dramatic.

It felt gentle.

It felt steady.

It felt like exhaling for the first time in years.

I started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* [ didn’t jump at every sound

* | didn’t assume the worst

* | didn’t feel like I had to protect myself from everything
* | didn’t feel like the world was closing in

* | didn’t feel like I was living on borrowed time



These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were healing.

The kind that reaches the deepest layers.
The kind that transforms the way you move through the world.
The kind that reminds you that God doesn’t just heal your heart

He heals your sense of safety too.

This chapter wasn’t about claiming [ would never feel fear again.
It wasn’t about pretending triggers don’t exist.
It wasn’t about denying the reality of what I lived through.

[t was about recognition.

[t was about restoration.

[t was about the first time I felt safe —

not because of where I was,

but because of who I had become through God’s healing.

And once that feeling settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

Safety isn’t the absence of danger.
It’s the presence of God —
and [ finally felt it.



Chapter 54 — The First Time I Felt Proud of Myself

Pride is a complicated feeling for survivors.
Not the arrogant kind.

Not the loud kind.

Not the kind that demands attention.

The quiet kind —
the kind that whispers, “You made it.”

For most of my life, I didn’t feel proud of myself.

[ felt responsible.

[ felt exhausted.

[ felt like I was just doing what I had to do to survive.
I felt like nothing I did was enough.

Even when I accomplished things, I brushed them off.
Even when I overcame things, I minimized them.
Even when I grew, I didn’t acknowledge it.

[ didn’t see strength —

[ saw necessity.

[ didn’t see resilience —
[ saw coping.

[ didn’t see courage —

[ saw survival.

But then came a moment — gentle, unexpected, almost
emotional — when something inside me shifted.



[ was reflecting on my journey.
Not the pain.

Not the trauma.

Not the losses.

The growth.

The healing.

The transformation.

The choices I made to rise when I could’ve stayed down.

And then 1t hit me with a quiet, holy clarity:
[ was proud of myself.

Not for being perfect.
Not for being strong all the time.
Not for pretending everything was okay.

I was proud because I kept going.

[ was proud because I didn’t give up.

[ was proud because I chose healing when it would’ve been
easier to stay numb.

[ was proud because I became someone I once didn’t believe I
could be.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been teaching me how
to see myself with compassion —

how to honor my journey,

how to acknowledge my growth,

how to celebrate the parts of me that survived and the parts of
me that healed.



Pride didn’t feel like ego.

It felt like gratitude.

It felt like recognition.

It felt like honoring the version of me who fought through things
no one knew about.

[ started noticing this new feeling in small but undeniable ways:

* | didn’t downplay my progress

* [ didn’t apologize for my strength

* | didn’t minimize my healing

e | didn’t ignore my growth

* | didn’t pretend my journey wasn’t miraculous

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental,

They were acknowledgment.

Acknowledgment of the work I had done.

Acknowledgment of the battles I had fought.
Acknowledgment of the transformation God had brought me
through.

This chapter wasn’t about boasting.
It wasn’t about comparing myself to anyone else.
It wasn’t about pretending the journey was easy.

It was about truth.

It was about honor.

[t was about the first time I looked at my life — honestly, fully,
without minimizing anything — and felt proud of the person I
had become.



Proud of the strength I didn’t know I had.

Proud of the healing I once thought was impossible.
Proud of the courage it took to keep going.

Proud of the faith that carried me through.

And once that feeling settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

God wasn’t just proud of what He was doing in me —
He was proud of how I responded to it.



Chapter 55 — The First Time I Realized I Deserved Good
Things

Deserving is a hard concept for survivors.
Not because we’re ungrateful.

Not because we’re negative.

Not because we don’t want good things.

But because for so long, life taught us the opposite.

For most of my life, I didn’t believe I deserved anything good.
Not peace.

Not joy.

Not rest.

Not love.

Not stability.

Not a future that didn’t hurt.

I thought blessings were for other people.

People who hadn’t been through what I’d been through.
People who didn’t carry the same scars.

People who didn’t have to rebuild themselves from the ground

up.

Even when good things happened, I questioned them.
[ waited for them to disappear.

I assumed they were temporary.

I felt guilty for enjoying them.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost holy — when
something inside me shifted.

[ wasn’t trying to hype myself up.
[ wasn’t trying to force confidence.
[ wasn’t trying to convince myself of anything.

I was simply reflecting on my healing —

the peace I had found,

the strength I had gained,

the transformation God had brought me through.

And then it hit me with a quiet, undeniable truth:



I deserved good things.

Not because I was perfect.
Not because I earned them.
Not because I had done everything right.

[ deserved good things because God said I did.
Because healing made room for them.
Because survival proved my worth.

Because redemption rewrote my identity.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing my
heart for this realization —

softening the places that believed lies,

healing the places that carried shame,

restoring the places that felt unworthy.

Deserving didn’t feel arrogant.

It felt freeing.

It felt like stepping into truth.

It felt like finally seeing myself the way God saw me.

[ started noticing this shift in small but undeniable ways:

e | didn’t sabotage good moments

* | didn’t shrink when blessings came

* | didn’t apologize for being happy

* | didn’t question every good thing that entered my life
* [ didn’t feel guilty for wanting more than survival

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were 1dentity.

The identity God had been restoring in me all along.
The 1dentity trauma tried to steal.
The 1dentity healing brought back to life.

This chapter wasn’t about entitlement.
[t wasn’t about expecting perfection.
It wasn’t about pretending life would always be easy.

It was about truth.

[t was about worth.

It was about the first time I realized that good things weren’t a
trap, a trick, or a temporary illusion —

they were part of the life God intended for me.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

[ wasn’t created to suffer.
I was created to live —
and I finally believed I deserved to.



Chapter 56 — The First Time [ Saw Myself the Way God Sees
Me

Identity is one of the hardest things to reclaim after trauma.
Not because you don’t want to know who you are —
but because for so long, other people tried to tell you.

They told you who you were allowed to be.
They told you what you were worth.

They told you what you deserved.

They told you what your future could look like.

And when you hear lies long enough, they start to sound like
truth.

For most of my life, I didn’t see myself clearly.
[ saw myself through the lens of survival.
Through the lens of fear.

Through the lens of shame.

Through the lens of what I had been through.

Even when I healed, even when I grew, even when I rose —
my self-image lagged behind.

[ still saw the old version of me.

The wounded version.

The exhausted version.

The version who didn’t know her worth.

But then came a moment — gentle, quiet, almost holy — when
something inside me shifted.

[ wasn’t trying to hype myself up.
[ wasn’t trying to force confidence.
[ wasn’t trying to pretend [ was stronger than [ felt.



I was simply reflecting on God’s work in my life —
the healing,

the freedom,

the transformation,

the peace,

the purpose.

And then it hit me with a clarity that felt like revelation:

I wasn’t seeing myself correctly.
God saw me differently —
and His view was the truth.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been patiently
reshaping my identity —

not by erasing my past,

but by revealing who I had always been beneath it.

I started noticing the shift in small but undeniable ways:

* | didn’t talk to myself like an enemy

* | didn’t see myself as broken

* | didn’t define myself by what I survived

* | didn’t shrink to make others comfortable

* | didn’t question my worth every time something good
happened

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were revelation.

Revelation of who I truly was.

Revelation of who God created me to be.

Revelation of the identity trauma tried to bury but couldn’t
destroy.



For the first time, I saw myself through God’s eyes:

Loved.
Chosen.
Worthy.
Strong.
Redeemed.
Purposeful.
Whole.

Not because of what I had done —
but because of who He is.

This chapter wasn’t about perfection.

It wasn’t about pretending I would never struggle with
self-image again.

It wasn’t about denying the reality of my journey.

[t was about truth.

It was about clarity.

[t was about the first time I looked at myself and didn’t see
damage —

[ saw destiny.

[ saw resilience.

[ saw growth.

[ saw purpose.

I saw God’s fingerprints all over my life.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

My identity was never in what happened to me —
it was in the God who carried me through it.



Chapter 57 — The First Time I Felt Truly Free

Freedom 1s a word people use lightly.

They talk about it like 1t’s simple.

Like it’s automatic.

Like it’s something you can just decide to have.

But survivors know better.

Freedom isn’t a switch you flip.

[t’s a journey.

A process.

A slow unlearning of everything that once held you captive.

For most of my life, I didn’t feel free.

[ felt bound to my past.

Bound to my fears.

Bound to my memories.

Bound to the version of myself that trauma created.

Even when I healed, even when I grew, even when I rose —

[ still felt something lingering.

A weight.

A shadow.

A quiet sense that [ wasn’t fully released from what I had lived
through.

But then came a moment — gentle, steady, almost breathtaking
— when something inside me broke open.

[ wasn’t trying to force anything.
[ wasn’t trying to “be strong.”
[ wasn’t trying to pretend I was further along than I was.

I was simply reflecting on my journey —
the healing,

the peace,

the transformation,

the identity God had restored in me.



And then it hit me with a clarity that felt like light:
[ was free.

Not partially.
Not temporarily.
Not conditionally.

Free.

Free from the shame that once silenced me.
Free from the fear that once controlled me.
Free from the lies that once shaped my identity.
Free from the patterns that once kept me small.
Free from the weight of what I survived.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been breaking chains
long before I realized they were gone.

Freedom didn’t feel loud.
It didn’t feel dramatic.
It didn’t feel like a sudden explosion of emotion.

It felt like release.
[t felt like clarity.
[t felt like stepping into a life that finally fit.

[ started noticing the truth of my freedom in small but
undeniable ways:

* [ didn’t feel tied to who I used to be

* | didn’t feel obligated to carry old burdens

* | didn’t feel trapped by old narratives

* | didn’t feel defined by my past

* | didn’t feel afraid of becoming who God called me to be

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.



They were liberation.

The kind only God can give.

The kind that doesn’t erase your story but transforms your
relationship to it.

The kind that doesn’t deny your past but refuses to let it define
your future.

This chapter wasn’t about pretending I would never face
challenges again.

[t wasn’t about claiming I had reached the end of the journey.
[t wasn’t about denying the reality of what I lived through.

It was about truth.

It was about release.

It was about the first time I realized that the chains I thought
were still on me had already been broken —

I just hadn’t noticed I was walking without them.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

Freedom isn’t something I had to fight for anymore.
[t was something God had already given —
and I was finally living in it.



Chapter 58 — The First Time I Knew My Story Had Power

For most of my life, I didn’t think my story mattered.

[ thought it was messy.

[ thought it was painful.

[ thought it was something to hide, not something to share.

[ believed my story was something I survived —
not something God could use.

[ didn’t see strength in it.
[ didn’t see purpose in it.
[ didn’t see anything worth telling.

But then came a moment — quiet, unexpected, almost holy —
when something shifted.

[ wasn’t trying to inspire anyone.
[ wasn’t trying to be brave.
[ wasn’t trying to “share my testimony.”

[ was simply speaking honestly.

Telling the truth about what God had done in me.
Not the details of the pain —

but the reality of the healing.

And then I saw it.

In someone’s eyes.

In their posture.

In the way their spirit softened.

My story reached them.
Not because [ was eloquent.

Not because I was strong.
Not because I had everything figured out.



But because truth carries power —
especially when it’s born from survival.

I didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been preparing me for
this moment —

teaching me that the very things I once hid were the things He
would use to set others free.

My story wasn’t a burden.
It was a bridge.

A light.
A testimony.

[ started noticing the power of my story in small but undeniable
ways:

* People felt seen when I spoke

* People opened up about their own pain

* People found hope in my healing

* People realized they weren’t alone

* People felt God’s presence through my honesty

These weren’t coincidences.
They weren’t random.
They weren’t accidental.

They were purpose.
Purpose wrapped in truth.

Purpose wrapped 1n survival.
Purpose wrapped in the evidence of God’s work in my life.



This chapter wasn’t about becoming a public speaker.
[t wasn’t about sharing everything with everyone.
[t wasn’t about turning my life into a performance.

It was about recognition.

It was about impact.

[t was about the first time I realized that my story — the one |
once thought was too broken, too painful, too complicated —
carried power.

Not because of the pain.

But because of the healing.

Because of the redemption.

Because of the God who brought me through it.

And once that truth settled into my spirit, I understood
something powerful:

My story wasn’t something to hide.
[t was something God intended to use.



Chapter 59 — The First Time I Knew My Life Was a Testimony

There comes a moment at the end of every journey when you
look back — not with fear, not with regret, not with shame —
but with clarity.

Clarity about who you were.
Clarity about who you became.
Clarity about the God who carried you through every chapter.

For most of my life, I didn’t think my story had meaning.
[ thought 1t was just pain.

Just survival.

Just a long list of things I wished had never happened.

But standing here now — healed, whole, free, and fully alive —
[ see the truth with a depth I couldn’t have imagined before:

My life is a testimony.

Not a tragedy.
Not a cautionary tale.
Not a collection of broken pieces.

A testimony of God’s faithfulness.

A testimony of resilience.

A testimony of redemption.

A testimony of what happens when darkness loses and light
wins.

[ didn’t understand it then, but Jesus had been writing this
testimony long before I ever recognized it.

Every moment of survival was a sentence.

Every moment of healing was a paragraph.

Every moment of transformation was a chapter.



And now, at the end of this book, I finally see the full picture.

[ see the strength I didn’t know I had.

I see the healing I once thought was impossible.

[ see the freedom I never believed I would feel.

[ see the purpose woven through every part of my story.

[ see God —

not just in the miracles,

but in the moments [ didn’t even know were miracles at the
time.

This ending 1sn’t about perfection.
[t isn’t about pretending the journey is over.
It isn’t about claiming I’ll never face challenges again.

It’s about acknowledgment.
It’s about gratitude.
[t’s about truth.

The truth that I am not who I used to be.

The truth that my past does not define me.
The truth that healing is real.

The truth that freedom is possible.

The truth that God never left me — not once.



And now, as I close this final chapter, [ understand something
powerful:

My story was never just about me.

[t was about every person who needs to know that survival is
not the end —

transformation is.

This book 1s proof.

Proof that darkness doesn’t win.

Proof that healing is possible.

Proof that God restores what was broken.
Proof that life after pain is not only real —
it’s beautiful.

And as [ step into the next season of my life, I carry this truth
with me:

[ am living, breathing evidence of God’s grace.
My life is a testimony —
and it’s only the beginning.



DEDICATION

To everyone who ever wondered if healing was possible.
To everyone who ever felt unseen, unheard, or unworthy.
To everyone who survived more than they speak about.

This is for you.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

This book is not about the details of what I lived through.

[t’s about the truth of what God brought me out of.

[t’s about healing, identity, freedom, and the quiet, steady work
of Jesus in the places no one sees.

Every chapter represents a moment — a shift — a revelation
that changed me from the inside out.
My prayer is that as you read, you feel hope rising in your own

story.
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