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To everyone who poured into me over the course of my life, whether you appear in these pages or not, whether we speak every day or not, if I ever shared a fondness for you, know that it still remains. I pray you are well. I pray this book is a blessing to you.
This one is for all of you.
With love, gratitude, faith, and no behavior…
Nia






  
  A Note Before You Begin


My name is Nia, and Nia means purpose in Swahili. 
My dad named me and always instilled: to whom much is given, much is required (Luke 12:48, NKJV). My parents raised me to live a purposeful life driven by doing what is right, being courageous and bold, and having confidence in knowing exactly who I am. I know that I am a talented, intelligent, beautifully melanated woman in this world who has had to face bias, microaggressions, and so many other unpleasant things in life, but none of it has chipped away at the beauty that GOD crafted when HE formed me in my mother’s womb (Psalm 139:14, NKJV). I intentionally reflect on and speak about myself in the way that GOD sees me, because I am tasked with doing exactly that. David encouraged himself in the LORD his God (1 Samuel 30:6, NKJV). There are spaces in this world that will do everything to discourage you. The responsibility of self-encouragement is not arrogance. It is obedience and I recommend you do it as well.
I have such a testimony in many areas of my life, and GOD is leading me to share this testimony of HIS love, coverage, and protection, specifically over my love life.
I write this as an inspiration to all women (people) who want to experience Godly love and have been through treatment that is anything but. Please know: your story does not end there. All you need is prayer, courage, faith, boldness, and to build a close connection to GOD. You MUST remember to keep a soft heart, because HE cannot send you what you desire if you let bitterness and unforgiveness take root. Keep your heart with all diligence, for out of it springs the issues of life (Proverbs 4:23, NKJV).
You may be divorced, at an age where this world, if you are not careful, will convince you that you no longer hold value or beauty. You may be single, still waiting for the opportunity to experience love in the way GOD designed it to be experienced within a marriage partnership. I also write this with full acknowledgment that the love you have for yourself and for GOD is vitally important, it is the foundation from which you engage in relationship in a healthy way and make decisions that honor GOD and the person HE created you to be. There is no shame in joyfully embracing a single life, for we know that GOD calls some to remain single, and obedience in that calling is its own beautiful and purposeful path.
The man GOD has for you will not be able to find you if you are not operating in obedience to HIM. You have to actually believe that good, Godly men exist, and check yourself when you are encountering one, because the enemy will use your fears, baggage, and insecurities to prevent what GOD has for you. Women, we have to take a deep look at ourselves and evaluate our own thinking about men. If you did not have strong examples in your father, uncles, brothers, cousins, or your broader community, it can be difficult, especially given what all forms of  media reflects back at us, to believe that good men exist at all. But you are fooling yourself if you are praying for something you do not truly believe is possible. If this is you, take the time to evaluate why, and consider therapy if that is what it takes to get to the root of it. Ask GOD to reveal those blind spots to you, to soften you, and to help you release what you are holding onto, because that release is often the very thing standing between you and what you desire. Do not let that slithering snake fool you. He is a defeated foe, for greater is HE that is in you than he that is in the world (1 John 4:4, NKJV). I beg of you, don't become your own blocker.
Ladies, it is so important that you have a sisterhood, brotherhood, or community of wise counsel around you. Scripture is clear on the value of wise counsel (Proverbs 11:14, NKJV), and throughout this process I was able to confide in my sisters about what was happening, and be reminded, in those moments of doubt, that I was receiving the very thing I had prayed for. I will acknowledge that I experienced the fear of receiving exactly what I had prayed for, in a timeline that felt incredibly fast. But GOD created time, and HE exists outside of it, for with the Lord one day is as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day (2 Peter 3:8, NKJV). What felt fast to me was never fast to HIM. It was through prayer and the wisdom of those women that I was able to see how easily I could have become my own barrier. I say all of the above not as judgment, but as an honest reflection on a process many women find themselves in. Some of what I have described was part of my own journey. Some of it was not, because I have always believed good men exist. I share it because I know many women carry pieces of this process, and I want you to know you can move through it, in the parts that apply to you. You can do so with GOD and an amazing village, the same way I did.






  
  Introduction


Context: My Love Story Before This Story
Iwon't spend much time talking about this part of my love story, but I need to provide context so you understand: I felt led by GOD to the male I was married to. I want to pause here to credit my friend Bobbi for helping me find that term. After a conversation with her about my deep resistance to attaching myself to him in any lingering way, we thought of terms. There were some funny ones I won't share here. 🤣 I simply did not want ownership of him in any title, not my ex-husband, not my children’s father, not anything that kept his name attached to mine in a way I did not choose. She and I talked it through, and she helped me arrive at exactly the right words. The term “the male I was married to” was born from that conversation, and I have used it ever since. Bobbi is one of the amazing women from a monthly dinner club I was part of while living in the Midwest. The original crew, Bobbi, LaVondilyn, Marjorie, and Taylor, all lived in the same building, and the club began almost by happenstance. A building emergency brought LaVondilyn and I into contact, and shortly after, I had to leave town following my father’s passing. When I returned, I found a note under my door from her inviting me to a gathering at her place. Grief had me wanting to withdraw. I wanted to be still, to be alone, to simply exist in the quiet of my own healing. The Holy Spirit told me to go. I pushed past what my flesh wanted and did what The Holy Spirit was telling me to do, and I went. From that evening, the dinner club was born. Remy and Alyssa later joined the group, and they were wonderful additions to something already special. We built a culture around all of us being there. If one person could not make it, we simply did not go that month. That accountability to one another mattered, because it created a sense of responsibility toward the group, not just toward yourself. I, for one, can sometimes resist going somewhere in the moment, only to arrive and have the best time and be genuinely thankful I pushed past that feeling. That is exactly what the dinner club did for me, over and over. Once a month, no matter what, we showed up. It was less about talking through the hard things and more about the normalcy of it. Great food, exceptional company, and great conversation about life. The kind of evening that reminds you who you are outside of the struggles in life. A nourishing meal and the warmth of genuine sisterhood can heal quite a bit without you even realizing it. Through seasons of life shifting in every direction, that space held us all. A few of the members had the opportunity to meet the man GOD allowed to find me when he came to visit. Later, while Bobbi was in town visiting with her sister and cousin who live my current coast, the man GOD allowed to find me joined us as well. During that visit, we went to an NBA game together, and on a separate occasion, we enjoyed a beautiful lunch in wine country. Readers, I heard that when I relocated, the dinner club stopped. Bobbi, LaVondilyn, Taylor, Remy, and Alyssa, you need to start it back up. That is all I am saying. 
Ok, back to the story at hand, I will never diminish this part of my journey nor the over twenty-five years of my life that it encompassed. That season, while not always aligned with GOD for various reasons, produced my children, who have been one of the greatest joys and most profound growing experiences of my life. Because of them, I am able to love and sacrifice on levels I may never have otherwise known. It is through the experience of being a parent that I have come to understand GOD as our Father in a far deeper and more personal way. Let there be no confusion, however, my deeper understanding of GOD as Father through the lens of parenthood is not a claim of perfection. As many believers do, I aspire to be Christlike, and I am fully aware this is the work of a lifetime that will never fully be accomplished.
I met the male I was married to while in college. We started out as friends, sneaking into movies every Sunday with a group. A month and a half later, we found ourselves at the movies alone, and it wasn’t just on Sundays. That friendship began from The Holy Spirit speaking to me one day as I was walking across the bridge of the tower’s dorm. I was entering as he was leaving, and he looked of deep sorrow. The Holy Spirit told me to give him a hug. At that time, I knew of him but didn’t know him, and if you know me, that absolutely wasn’t happening. But as our paths grew closer and closer, the voice got louder and louder. I resisted until I was past him, and it just kept getting louder. So I stopped him, said his name, and asked if he was OK.
He had a voice inside him too that said: tell her how you feel. He did, with full transparency. He was not OK. That led to an invitation into the lobby of my dorm, where we sat and talked for at least an hour and I was able to comfort him, and eventually hug him. From there began what I called a beautiful love story.
This feels like an appropriate place to share something I have experienced over my lifetime, but did not fully begin to understand until I deepened my relationship with GOD. I have always been a discerner of people, places, and things. Throughout my life, I have been the person who would feel deep urges to move in a certain direction, or to say or do something for someone. As I grew in my walk, I came to understand that these urges were the leading of The Holy Spirit. I have since adopted a simple but powerful principle as a guide for life: when you feel a voice or urging telling you to do something kind, do it. If anything tells you not to, that is the enemy. Sometimes the enemy shows up in the smallest, most seemingly innocent ways. It may sound like: that would be weird. You don’t even know that person. People will look at you funny. Essentially, anything that would cause you to withhold kindness is the enemy at work.
I have learned, and have tried to teach my children, that the enemy does not begin with the worst and harshest things we see in this world. It is the slow hardening over time, the small resistances accumulated, that leads people to some of the ugliest places in humanity. It is always important to remember that we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this age, against spiritual hosts of wickedness in the heavenly places (Ephesians 6:12, NKJV). I also want to say that whenever you are urged toward an act of kindness, GOD is attempting to use you as a vessel, to speak life into someone, to answer a prayer, or to provide a confirmation that is needed. Every time you resist that urge, you miss your assignment.
I will not claim perfection in this area. There are moments, when I am pressed for time, rushed, stressed, hungry, or tired, when I may forego an opportunity and miss the moment. When I become aware of it, I do my best to go back and seize it, if it has not already passed. If the opportunity has already passed, I pray for forgiveness and ask for another opportunity, and I ask the Spirit to make me so aware that I don’t miss it again. Ultimately, I am not saying any of this as judgment, but as an opportunity to share wisdom in areas where I am still learning and growing myself.
———
What I Built, Carried, and Lost
During our years together, I worked really hard to provide for our family. I ensured we always had a beautiful home. I did my duties as a mother, cooking, cleaning, doing hair, shopping, creating memories, managing homework and academics, supporting extracurricular and co-curricular activities, and holding tightly to my family. As a wife, I showed up for dates and connection, maintained myself and the beautiful vessel GOD allowed me to have, and most importantly, continued learning and maturing as a woman. I also grew myself through continued education and my career, which allowed me the opportunity to become a more significant provider for my family. I saw that as the reward GOD was giving me for being obedient. Not perfect in my roles, but absolutely giving everything of me. I improved significantly when I understood what GOD intends for marriage and allowed HIM to use me as a vessel. I did my best to center our family in GOD and love.
I give you that context not to speak poorly of the male I was married to, or to make the assumption that he hasn’t done his work or isn’t currently in the process of doing his work. I share it to help readers understand that my road was not easy, and I did love deeply, and saw more for the male that I was married to than he saw for himself.
The beauty of being grounded in GOD, is it allows you to truly understand the human condition and to have empathy and understanding for everyone, even those who have wronged you. I have come to truly understand what it means to love your enemy (Matthew 5:44, NKJV), and to not wrestle against flesh and blood (Ephesians 6:12, NKJV), but also to identify when someone has allowed themselves to be used as a vessel to steal, kill, and destroy (John 10:10, NKJV), and we know whose work that is. That is the author of lies. So when I speak of the male I was married to, I am able to see the missed opportunities he had to address past pains that were inflicted upon him by someone else’s free will. I can see how not leaning into GOD, and not doing the necessary work through therapy and healing, caused him, unfortunately, to become a vessel used to harm the very people closest to him, because of his own free will. He who has no rule over his own spirit is like a city broken down without walls (Proverbs 25:28, NKJV). A life surrendered to the enemy, rather than to GOD, leaves the spirit exposed and unguarded, and the consequences of that reach far beyond the person themselves.
Reflecting upon this journey, I have come to understand him as the seed planted on shallow ground (Matthew 13:5-6, NKJV). I have so much faith in GOD that if he is ever able to surrender his life fully to HIM, he will reach the potential of becoming the man GOD intends him to be, so that his legacy does not end on a negative note.
———
The Move, The Prayer, and The Losses
In July 2022, I made a career move that led me to be employed in a different state. I went there alone, because my oldest daughter was a senior in high school and we didn’t want to uproot her from her community. So much more of that story to tell, but I will stay on the topics that lead to my story of love and answered prayers. I have several books in me because I have several testimonies where GOD held me together, covered me in tough moments, and uplifted me in spite of the attacks of the enemy. For now, I am focused on finishing the telling of this one story thoroughly. I prayed for the next level of my life, and what I actually experienced was nothing like what I imagined, yet absolutely more than I could have asked or thought (Ephesians 3:20, NKJV). Reflecting upon that prayer, where I am now, what that season pulled out of me, leveled me up. Just not in the way I was asking for or imagined. WOW does GOD have a way.
The old adage says be careful what you wish for, and in this case, be careful what you pray for is equally true. Do not ask for something if you are not prepared to receive it in the way GOD chooses to deliver it, because your idea of what it looks like will rarely match HIS. HIS ways are higher than our ways, and HIS thoughts are greater than our thoughts (Isaiah 55:8-9, NKJV). HE designed this world and everything in it, and HE alone knows the fullness of what HE is doing on your behalf, even when you cannot yet see it. How many times have we rejected the very way GOD was bringing us to the end result we asked for, simply because it didn’t look or feel the way we wanted it to? The work is in releasing control of how you get there, and trusting GOD to get you there.
In short… (only because this isn’t the story I am telling. It is the necessary context. If you want me to, I can write a book on grieving, because contrary to what people will tell you, there is one correct way to grieve, and that is with GOD. Totally and completely giving HIM all of your emotions and allowing HIM to heal, comfort, guide, show, love, reveal, and essentially do what ONLY HE can.)
In August 2022, my father, Mr. Keith Anthony Ryan, passed away. He had been married to my mother and was present in my life every single day until he was gone. At his homegoing service I stood and said: my father was there for me even when I didn’t want him to be. When I was trying to get into things I shouldn’t have been trying to get into, he was there. He was there when I needed him. He was there when I didn’t know I needed him. He was always there. His passing rocked me and made me feel like a scared, lost child at 44 years old. I often equate it to the quiver of sheer fear in my stomach felt when I was lost for under a minute in the downtown Brooklyn Macy’s as a child. Playing in the clothing racks like my mom told me not to do, and when I came out I couldn’t find her. I ran after a woman with the same coat calling out “mommy” only to realize she wasn’t. Immediately after, I was jerked backwards by a voice that was pissed off, but I was relieved to hear that familiar tone. The anxiety in my stomach from being lost is what I felt for two months straight when my dad passed away.
In September 2023, I lost my first child, my son, J. Mekhi Campbell. My beautiful baby boy turned young man that I had to look up to. I am a taller woman who wears heels quite often, so I rarely have to look up to people. My first child, who stole my heart immediately. He was my twin, alike in many ways. We had a unique understanding of each other, and that loss shook me in a way that is indescribable. Ironically, I cried every day for nine months straight. It was in the tenth month when it hit me that I hadn’t cried the day before. If not for an established daily scripture and prayer routine, I wouldn’t have made it.
This tested my faith in a way that required me to truly lean into everything I believe. While losing my father at the age of seventy-one felt short, because I would have liked him to live longer, losing my son rocked me to my core. I had to evaluate my own convictions. Do I believe that when people are saved, they go to heaven when they pass away? If I do, why am I not thankful that my loved ones are in a place I aspire to reach? Heaven is a place with no pain, and I am walking through this life as a believer longing to be invited to GOD’s great celebration. In all humor, I love a good party, a party that lasts an eternity with the best people is something I genuinely look forward to.
But in all seriousness, I prayed about this. GOD’s Word says HE gives me exceedingly and abundantly more than I can ask or think (Ephesians 3:20, NKJV), and I explicitly named in prayer that in every version of my life I had ever envisioned, every dream, every aspiration, my children were with me. I was essentially quoting GOD’s Word back to HIM, seeking HIS peace and understanding, while also being open and asking HIM to show me how I could arrive at those places, those prayers, those dreams, those visions, with Mekhi no longer physically here, and still find a way to be whole and truly happy.
I want to say to any parent who has experienced this: we don’t speak about it enough. You can still come out happy and well if you choose to live in gratitude, gratitude for having had the opportunity to have that child. My love for Mekhi is present every single day, and in this healed state, most days it is released through joyful memories. He is the reason I will always carry the same last name he had.I do want to be honest, though, because I don’t want to give the impression that I never have painful, missing moments, because I do. When that deep pain of missing him rises up, I let myself feel it. I cry. I give myself full permission to miss him, to love him, and to bring those raw emotions to GOD, asking HIM to reassure me that HE is still in control. And HE does. Usually, that peace comes, and the heaviness doesn’t linger long. Most of the time, when I think of my baby, it comes as a smile, a warmth, a quiet kind of love radiating through me. I miss you. I love you. I know you’re in heaven. I miss his energy, and it comes from a loving place, not a wrenching, painful one. There are still moments, though, where the longing carries a spell of sadness with it. In those moments, I know exactly where to go. I go to prayer, and it dissipates, transformed into something else entirely. The Lord is near to those who have a broken heart, and saves such as have a contrite spirit (Psalm 34:18, NKJV).
In October 2024, I lost my brother. I was in pure shock. The blows were coming just as I was finding my footing from the previous one. By this time I clearly understood the testing, and fortunately I was fully submitted to GOD. I discerned the attack on my faith and gave it all to HIM because I knew I could not take any more. Only HE could get me through.
At this point, I recognized something profound. When I was first beginning to take ownership of my own relationship with GOD and my own stance as a believer, my mother bought me a Bible. For context, I believe deeply in the scripture that says to train up a child in the way he or she should go, and when they are older they will not depart from it (Proverbs 22:6, NKJV). I also recognize that when you are young, much of your belief, your faith, and your practice is really an extension of your parents or the adult who first exposed you to the Word and to GOD. It is their practice that you are initially living out. There comes a time and a place in every person’s life, typically in their teenage or adult years, where they must make that choice again for themselves. When they no longer have to believe because someone else requires it of them, it truly becomes their own choice.
This feels like the right place to honor Ms. Rose. She was significant in my spiritual walk as an adult. She was my children’s caregiver when I moved to the South, a beautiful soul, and a pillar in my spiritual life to this day. Friend and spiritual mentor have never felt like a big enough titles for what she has been in my life.
It is at this place where wisdom allowed me to realize I had a decision to make. I was able to make the connection to people whose tribulations in
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