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  To every soul who has ever been dropped by someone who loved you, abandoned by a system that was supposed to hold you, or left in a Lo Debar you did not choose.

The King already knows your name.

He is still searching.








  
  Preface


"And David said, Is there yet any that is left of the house of Saul, that I may shew him kindness for Jonathan's sake?"   2 Samuel 9:1
There is a question that keeps following me through the years of ministry I have spent sitting across tables from people who are broken. Not broken from one dramatic moment. Not broken by a villain who hated them. Broken by an ordinary Tuesday. Broken by someone who loved them but panicked. Broken by a system that did not have a category for them and so shuffled them to a place of silence and told them to survive.
The question that follows me is this: Why is it that we know how to help people who have an enemy, but we have so little language for the ones who were wounded by circumstances?
We have sermons for the betrayed. We have whole libraries for the abused. We have prayer lines for the demonized. But when someone walks through your door and their limp came from being dropped, not attacked, when the wound on their soul has no human face attached to it, when there is no one to forgive because what broke them was not malice but just life breaking around them before they were old enough to understand what was happening, we often do not know what to do.
So we pray deliverance prayers over wounds that need treatment. We tell them to forgive people who never even knew they caused damage. We ask them to release something they cannot even name. And they walk out the same way they walked in. Still limping. Still in Lo Debar.
This book was born in a pulpit at The Love Church Charlotte, in the middle of a message I did not plan to preach. It started with the story of a five-year-old boy named Mephibosheth who became lame on both feet because his nurse, in the chaos of war, dropped him. That was it. That was the wound. Someone else's panic. Someone else's emergency. And he spent the next chapters of his life in a place called Lo Debar because the culture that should have built a table for him instead gave him an address in a place of nothing.
I know this story. I have lived pieces of it. I have sat across from people who are living all of it. And I believe with everything in me that the church has to develop language for Lo Debar and for the people who live there, if we are ever going to fulfill the mandate of David and actually go find them where they landed.
What you are holding is not a deliverance manual. It is a restoration roadmap. It is the invitation from the King that says, I already know your name. Come to the table.
You may still be limping when you get there. Come anyway.
Apostle Dr. Delisa Rodgers
Charlotte, North Carolina






  
  Introduction


Some of the deepest wounds you carry were never meant for you. They arrived wrapped in someone else's panic, someone else's fear, someone else's emergency. And yet you are the one who limps. 
The Dead Dog Lie is a prophetic teaching drawn from one of the most overlooked narratives in Scripture, the story of Mephibosheth, the grandson of King Saul who was dropped by his nurse in a moment of war-time panic and spent years living in a place called Lo Debar, a Hebrew term meaning "no word," "no communication," and "no substance." His wound was real. His displacement was real. And yet none of it was his fault.
In this book, Apostle Dr. Delisa Rodgers pulls back the veil on the kind of rejection that has no human face attached to it. Not the rejection where someone looks you in the eye and says they do not want you. But the quieter, more disorienting rejection that comes from seasons, from inherited consequences, from systems that shuffle you away, from the "oops moment" of a trusted guardian who acted out of fear rather than faith.
Through the Hebrew concepts of chesed (covenant loyalty), shub (complete reversal), and Al Tira (fear not), this book dismantles the "dead dog theology" that grows from living too long in Lo Debar. It challenges you to identify your life limp, understand the difference between a wound and a demon, and accept a seat at the King's table before you feel whole enough to deserve it.
Because the invitation was never about your wholeness. It was always about your lineage.
Pastor T.L. Brown, 
Beaufort, SC






  
  1
Wounded by Circumstances


When the Fall Was Not Your Fault 
"And Jonathan, Saul's son, had a son that was lame of his feet. He was five years old when the tidings came of Saul and Jonathan out of Jezreel, and his nurse took him up, and fled: and it came to pass, as she made haste to flee, that he fell, and became lame. And his name was Mephibosheth."  2 Samuel 4:4
There is a kind of rejection that is the hardest kind to carry because it does not have a face. You cannot call a meeting with it. You cannot write it a letter. You cannot find it on a Sunday morning and look it in the eye and say, "What you did to me was wrong." Because what wounded you was not a person who decided to wound you. What wounded you was a season. A circumstance. Someone else's emergency that landed on your life like a stone you never saw coming.
Let me say it plainly before we go any further. This is not a book about the wounds that come with names attached. It is a book about the other kind. The kind that arrives wrapped in conditions you did not create and consequences you did not earn. The kind that came from the fallout of a family system breaking around you when you were too young to protect yourself. The kind that came from an economy, a diagnosis, a generation of dysfunction that found its way into your body before you even knew what dysfunction meant.
The theologians call this circumstantial suffering. As a fellow theologian, I concur, but I also see it as a wound that speaks without a messenger.
The Boy Who Was Dropped
His name was Mephibosheth. He was the son of Jonathan, the grandson of King Saul, and by every right of lineage he should have spent his life in a palace. He should have grown up with servants and inheritance and the weight of royal expectation on his shoulders. Instead, when he was five years old, the world around him collapsed in a single afternoon.
The Philistines came. The battle was over before it started. Saul was dead. Jonathan was dead. And in the chaos of that day, the woman responsible for the safety of this five-year-old prince did what any terrified person would do in a war. She ran. And in her running, in her haste, in her panic, she dropped him.
She did not drop him on purpose. That is what we have to sit with. This was not a woman who hated the child. The text calls her a nurse, which in the Hebrew is omenet. A trusted guardian. Someone assigned to carry what was precious. She loved this boy. And she still dropped him. And he spent the rest of his childhood, and then his young adulthood, lame on both feet in a place called Lo Debar because of a moment that was never meant for him.
That is circumstantial wounding. The fall that was not your fault. The omenet that loved you and still let you hit the ground.
The Wound Without a Human Face
I want to be careful here because this matters for how you will heal. There is a difference between being rejected by a person and being wounded by circumstances. When a person rejects you, there is at least a clear object for your pain. There is someone who made a choice and you can name that choice and work through what that choice cost you.
But when circumstances wound you, the damage is not clean. There is no antagonist to identify. There is no offender to confront. There is only the residue of what happened, sitting on your nervous system and in your self-image and in the way you flinch when opportunity comes near.
Maybe your wound came from a parent's addiction. Not because they hated you. Because they were drowning and you were small and they could not carry themselves and you at the same time. Maybe it came from a system, an educational model that had no category for how you were built, that labeled you and shuffled you and gave you an address in the corner of the room where they put the ones they did not know what to do with. Maybe it came from poverty, which has a way of humiliating people not because it has a will of its own but because it creates conditions that strip dignity before
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