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      I dedicate this book to Father God, who loves me with a jealous unrelenting love. To Jesus Christ, my Lord, Savior, & King and Holy Spirit, my daily ever present friend, comforter, and guide.

      

      Thank you for allowing me to be alive for such a time as this. Father God, I prophetically hand you this book and I thank you that you will put it in the hands of those who need it most all over the globe. I pray they will find you in every page in Jesus’ name. Amen.
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      Braveheart is a story about a woman who has overcome many challenging obstacles in life, by the grace of a faithful unchanging God. She has journeyed through some of the most difficult times in life and walked through the fire emerging without even smelling of smoke. She is courageous and wise. Powerful & fierce. Beautiful & compassionate. This wasn’t always the case, born in uncertain circumstances, rejected, confused and feeling unloved as a child, abused and hurt; she walked through things that few would survive. Abandoned and looking for love in all the wrong places she found herself in many life-threatening circumstances, her health was failing. She was hopeless and completely miserable. Addicted to sex and a slave to lust, she was lost.

      But one day God reached down into the death and destruction of her life and he saved, healed, and delivered her with his consuming love. All she ever wanted was to be loved. When Love himself found her, she realized he was everything she’s ever needed and wanted. He was the reason she was created. He was the reason she existed. Finally, it all began to make sense.

      It is my prayer, that as you read this book you will be able to relate to my story and find encouragement and strength to walk out yours. Maybe you feel unloved or unwanted. Maybe you are in a hopeless situation, and you don’t think you’re strong enough to make it through. I’m here to tell you that God is our strength when we are weak. He is the way when there seems to be no way. I found myself in many hopeless situations throughout my life. During that time I couldn’t see any light at the end of the tunnel. But God became my light in the darkness, a safe place, and a way to escape. If he did it for me, He will definitely do it for you. I thought I was looking for love but Love found me. I pray He finds you too.

      Jesus answered,

      
        
        
          
        “Neither this man nor his parents sinned, but it was so that the works of God might be displayed and illustrated in him.”

        John 9:3 AMP

      

      

        

      

      I was created for such a time as this, to be a sign and a wonder in the earth. My life displays the Glory of God. My life is HIS- A story of a woman he calls, Braveheart. I began with Him, I came from Him, I live for Him, and I will return to Him.

      
        
        
          
        “For in him we live and move and have our being. As some of your own poets have said, ‘We are his offspring.”

        Acts 17:28 NIV
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      My name is Brandy Brown. I was born as Brandy Allen on December 7th, 1979. My mother was seventeen years old and my father was enlisted in the U.S. Marine Corps. I was born in a military hospital at Camp Lejeune, in Jacksonville, North Carolina. My mother and father were married for about eleven months of my life and then divorced. I was born with a birth defect called Cleft Lip and Palate, in layman's terms this simply means that my top lip was split open at birth and the roof of my mouth was not closed. They would tape my pacifier in my mouth because I continuously lost it. My parents made the best out of a difficult situation. Looking back now, I can’t imagine the strain this put on my mother who was still young herself. I wonder if the fear of having more children like me plagued her mind. I wonder what some of the ignorant and hurtful words she had to endure regarding my features. I am sure it wasn’t easy having a child born with these issues wondering what their life would become. When I was just two weeks old, I had my first surgery to repair my lip and the palate of my mouth. This was just the beginning.

      My grandmother commented that she was concerned with me having my first surgery. I was so little, and the doctor’s hands were so big. When I was two months old my grandmother, my mother’s mom; Nana, came to North Carolina to get me. We rode all the way back to Eight Mile, Alabama on a greyhound bus. I grew up in Eight Mile and most of the time we lived close to Nana and Pawpaw; just two doors down for as long as I could remember. I visited my father’s family every other weekend. It was usually my escape from my challenging home life.

      I would have many more surgeries ahead of me to fix the facial deformities of my nose, facial structures and functioning. I averaged at least one surgery a year for the next sixteen years of my life. I have had it all done. Bone graphs, skin grafts, tonsils & adenoids taken out, tubes put in my ears three times and so much more. Usually, the surgeries were routine but there were a few close calls of not being able to come out of anesthesia and having to be put on life support. My childhood was rough, always being poked and prodded. People were always touching my face and messing with me. I was always needing some type of medical or diagnostic test run. It was exhausting.

      My mother had my little sister, Jennifer when I was three years old. She remarried when I was around four or five years old to her second husband. He was very abusive, physically and verbally, to her and me. I never remember him whipping my sister I think because she was still really little. But the whippings that I got from this man were so severe and they hurt so bad. I was really scared. I didn’t know if one day he'd kill me. He had to chase me all over the house to whip me. I was always running for my life but he always caught me.

      I often wondered where my mom was when he was spanking me. I don’t remember if she was gone or if she was in the other room and just couldn't stand to watch. I remember one real late night, I heard my mother in the bathroom crying. When I went in there, she was sitting on the toilet crying with blood running down her legs. He had obviously busted something like glass, on her legs. The slivers of glass left her legs bleeding. She tried to convince me that she was okay, but she clearly was not okay. This would not be the last time he left her bruised, bloody or broken. In fact, this was a natural occurrence, every time he became angry it would turn physical, very quickly.

      My youngest sister, Kandi was born premature. She had to stay in the hospital a few months. I’m not sure if this was a result of the abuse my mom endured or not. My mother had a c-section with her so I can remember my mom walking around the house in pain with staples in her stomach. I also remember visiting my sister Kandi in the NICU. My mother stayed with her husband a few more years and when she finally tried to break free from his abuse, we went to the Penelope house in the middle of the night. The Penelope house is a place where abused women and children go when they are being hid from abusive parents, spouses, boyfriends, etc. Thankfully, we only stayed there once for a few weeks.

      It was an experience. I remember the small house with beds all over the place, in one room. Each family had a small section of the room close to their beds to put their stuff.  I remember there was a playground in the backyard for the kids. I can also remember the atmosphere was one of sadness and uncertainty. You could tell these beautiful souls had experienced many hardships. There were women and children from all walks of life, each of them were just passing through to the next stage of life hoping to escape the hell that was their reality.

      While mom and my sister stayed at the Penelope house I had to go stay with Nana and Pawpaw because I had school. I think I was in kindergarten at the time. I remember once during this time my stepdad showed up at the house looking for my mom and sister Kandi. Pawpaw told him he’d kill him if he tried to harm us and told him to leave now and not come back. The conversation got heated and both men raised their voices with threats of violence. I was really scared. I thought they were going to fist fight at one point. My stepdad, if you could call him that, finally took the hint and left without incident.

      I loved staying with Nana and Pawpaw because like with any kids, my grandparents spoiled their grandkids. They had the best snacks. We could pretty much do whatever we wanted and not get in trouble. Nana would occasionally threaten us with a fly swatter, a switch, or to mash our noses. But truthfully, she was pretty harmless. Nana was always cooking some of the best meals and pawpaw was so funny. He loved wrestling. He would sit on the couch laughing so hard that it would make me laugh too. It was funny watching him. His farts sounded like loud trumpets or horns going off. He would make us all run trying to dodge the smell. He’d always try to get you to pull his finger. We knew better.

      One of my most precious moments with my pawpaw is when I was little, I could not have been no more than two or three years old. He would say, “ok, Brandy it’s time to go to sleep, Let’s say our prayers,” Then we would recite, “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep, If I should die before I wake. I pray, the Lord my soul to take.” Then I’d lay next to him and fall asleep. I remember feeling loved and safe.

      He was more like a father than a pawpaw. I loved him dearly. Nana and Pawpaw were normal people. Nana worked at the merry maids. Pawpaw worked at the Scott papermill doing shift work. They were great at gardening and much of our food came straight from their garden. I loved the fresh vegetables. Nothing was better than a fresh ripe tomato sandwich with mayo and salt and pepper. You’re talking about some good eating. They would have jam sessions of singing, guitar, and piano playing at their house. These were so fun because we all sang and most of us played instruments. It was an awesome time for my family. Pawpaw was the glue that held us all together. My Nana & Pawpaw had a singing group called, The Downey Gospel Singers. They would go from church to church to sing. My favorite song that pawpaw sang was called “Blue Speckled Bird”. I haven’t heard it since the last time he sang it. My Nana was a songwriter, so I usually loved her original songs. They also hosted singing benefits for people in the community with special needs. They always took me along to watch them sing and play. A lot of times they would make me sing with them. I have pictures of me at two years old singing, “It’s bubbling”, on stage in church. It was always
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