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To anyone who feels lost, broken, or overwhelmed by life’s challenges: know that God sees you, loves you, and is never far from your side. No matter how dark the road may seem, you are never beyond His reach. Keep holding on, for even in the midst of your struggles, God is right there with you, waiting to help you find your way back to His light. You are not alone.
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Foreword

T

he title of this book, God Sees Everything, came to me one day while I was riding down the road. It was a realization that no matter what we try to hide from the world, God knows. He sees every part of us—the good, the bad, and even the things we are too ashamed to face. And yet, the most powerful truth is that He loves us anyway.

I remember the moment I fully grasped this. I had done things I deeply regretted; things that made me unable to even look at myself. But God had seen it all. He had been there through every mistake, every struggle, and every tear. I broke down crying, feeling unworthy and ashamed, but I also knew that even in my darkest moments, He had never left me.

There were times when I was lost in addiction, using drugs like crack and cocaine. Even then, I talked to God, and He spoke to me. He had greater plans for me, but I was holding myself back. I carried the wounds of my past, feeling like that scared, abused child who did not know how to trust the world. But God reminded me that He is my everything—my parent, my best friend, and the love of my life. And He can be that for all of us.

I wrote this book to reach souls who might never have come to God otherwise. As you read, I want you to know that no matter where you have been or what you have done, God loves you. His forgiveness has no limits. When you feel like you have no one, when you think you have hit rock bottom, He is right there ready to hold you, lift you, and restore you.

All He asks is that we call on Him, repent, and trust that He is able. There is nothing He cannot do, and nothing He does not want to do for those who believe. 

God is the only one that we can depend on with all our hearts and souls. 
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A

lot of people have lost trust in others. They have shut themselves off from the world, and in doing that, they’re slowly losing themselves... and the beautiful plan God has for their lives.

Yes, the devil will try you. But if you just stand your ground, keep the faith, and stay strong, you will start to see something incredible—God’s love showing up in ways you never expected. Miracles will happen. I have seen it.

One of the hardest battles you will face is the devil trying to steal your joy. I have noticed that the closer I get to God, the harder the enemy fights. That is when you must fully trust God, knowing He will never leave you hanging. He walks with you through every single storm. He will not leave or forsake you—remember that when things feel heavy.

The enemy will try to convince you that life will not get better, that you should go back to the mess you are trying to escape. But listen to me—the devil is a liar. I know how real the struggle is. I have had those moments where I felt like I could not take one more step. But I did. And so, can you.

Discipline is not easy for anyone. But we can do hard things when we decide to. I will never sugarcoat it—changing your life is hard. But it is not impossible. In my journey, people have come back into my life who I thought I would never see again. And when that happens, you have got to be honest with yourself. If they did not bring anything good the first time, don’t expect them to bring good now. Run.

When I was trying to get right, the devil threw everything at me—men, drugs, distractions. But God gave me the strength to say, “No, thank you.” And I felt proud of that. There’s power in making the right decision even when you doubt yourself. That is when you realize you are not alone. God’s right there with you, helping you do what you thought you could not.

Looking back, even with all I have been through, I am stronger. I am wiser. And that is something I want you to see in yourself, too. All that pain? It was not for nothing. You have grown.

But I get it. Some people grow bitter instead. I did for a while. I remember asking myself, “How do I even explain how I feel?” And God told me, “Just as nice... you’re bitter too.”

That hit me hard. I looked up the word bitter. Angry, hurt, and resentful from bad experiences. And that was me. I hated the thought of it, but I did not deny it. Instead, I made up my mind to deal with it. I had to think long and hard about what made me feel that way. There were so many things... but eventually, I realized it was time to let it all go.

You cannot move forward while dragging around all that hurt.

Three years after my ex-husband left, I got into another relationship. And even though this new man had not done anything wrong, I kept expecting him to treat me the same way. That is what happens when we don’t heal. He never had a fair chance because I was still stuck in my past pain.

And I see this so often—people stuck in pain from their past. Some never let it go. Some turn violent. I carried my hurt for years. From the abuse my father put me through, to the way I let others mistreat me. It shaped how I saw myself.

But when my mom died, something shifted. My sister and our kids started looking to me to be the strong one. That is when I had to leave the scared little girl behind. I had to step up and be the leader of my household. I am not saying it is easy. Change never is. But with God? It is possible.

I live in Virginia, and I have seen so many lives lost to overdose and despair. And I wonder—if only they had known how real and present God is, maybe things would have been different.

A friend of mine once told me he thought about ending his life; ever since, I have made a point to spend time with him. So that he knows he is not alone.

I have even written about suicide, because I used to see that as the only way out. And I know others feel the same, even if they do not say it out loud. People act distant, like they do not care—but maybe, just maybe, if someone had cared, their loved one would still be here.

I remember a woman whose husband left her with three kids. He just moved on, like she did not matter. One day, she sent her kids to school... and took her life. Everyone said how kind and loving she was. But she leaned on people to help her, and they let her down.

People will fail you. But God will not. He never will.

How many people would still be alive today if they had just called on God? I used to think suicide was the answer, too. As a kid, I held a knife, ready to end it. My mom begged me not to. Even during my marriage, those thoughts came back. I once thought about hanging myself while my kids were out of the house. That same day, Robin Williams did exactly that. I could not believe we were both in that dark place at the same time.

But God told me something powerful: “No matter how many times you try, you’re not going anywhere. I’ve got things for you to do.”

The last time I felt like giving up, my boyfriend had just left me, and I was using drugs again. I felt like I broke my children’s hearts. I met my daughter for lunch and church that day, and she said, “Mom, I love you more than you love me.” That hit deep. And I realized she was right.

I was ready to throw away my life over people, not even thinking about my kids, who love me unconditionally.

God saved me. Again.

I remember lying in bed for days, scared of the future, scared of what I would have to face. But deep down, I knew with God, I would be okay. I have come out of all that stronger, wiser, and more faithful than ever.

Here is what I need you to understand: Trust God, not people. People will hurt you, fail you, and make you feel worthless. But God will not.

When others put you down, remember this—God does not make junk. He made you in His image. Nobody’s words can change that.

So, pray. Stop listening to what the world says. Know who you are in God.

Everybody has got a story. Everybody carries baggage. That is just life. But our Heavenly Father? He is the only one who will never leave us, especially when we’re at our lowest.

There were times when nobody wanted to be around me. But God? He stayed. He held me when no one else would. There were days I could not even look at myself in the mirror. And you know why? Because I let people convince me that I was not good enough. That I did not belong.

Family. Friends. Co-workers. Even church folks made me feel like I did not matter.

But God... God was always there.

Even now, after all, I have learned, sometimes it still gets to me. And I hate that. I hate that I still let people take my joy. But I am working on it.

I am learning that what people think of me does not matter. I told my ex who assume so much about me but does not really know me because he cheated and continue to cheat that the only person that knows everything about me is God.  People will try to turn thing back on you to make the things that they are or have done to you right.

It is just heartbreaking how much pain we cause each other. So many people are walking around wounded because of what others have done to them.

But healing is possible. It starts with God.​
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I

was watching America’s Got Talent the other day, and wow—so many beautiful stories from people just pouring their hearts out. One that really touched me was this 11-year-old boy, a cancer survivor. The faith and strength in that little boy? Unshakable. I sat there thinking... if we could just have a piece of the faith and trust he had, imagine how strong we would be.

God keeps every promise He is made. He loves us unconditionally. Nobody—nobody—will ever love you as God does. I see Him working in my life every single day. If you let Him in, I promise, it will be the best decision you ever make.

God is always here. He is just waiting for us to call on Him.

I am so blessed to be as close to Him as I am today. But I was not always like this. I had to go through some things. And when I look back over my life, I see how much I allowed people—people who did not even deserve me—to take from me. But here is the beauty of it: it’s never too late to change. Never too late to let God in.

I have seen folks find God right before they died, and even though they missed so much, God still welcomed them with love. That is the kind of Father we serve.

And me? Sometimes I do not want to obey, but I must. I could never repay God for saving me—for loving me the way He does. I did not get here overnight. It has not been easy. There have been so many nights I have found myself on my knees, crying out, begging for help, just needing Him to hold me. And every single time, He did. He was there. Always.

I understand what it feels like when your heart feels like it has been torn in half. But I also know: if I could come through it, you can too. I used to feel so weak. Now, when I look at the woman I have become, I am amazed. I know I did not do this on my own—God carried me.

Even now, the enemy does not stop. I went to Bible study, and I am reminded the devil will always try to pull you back into the old life. He wants you stuck in your past. But God? God gives us the strength to stay free.

God is amazing. He loves me when I feel unlovable. He shows up when I feel alone. If you are homeless or broken or at your limit, trust God—He will make a way where there seems to be none.

Sometimes, I have felt like I had nobody to turn to. But then I pray, “God, if it’s Your will, please make a way.” And somehow, the very next day, things shift. That is not a coincidence. That is God.

Look at the Bible—Saul killed people, yet God still forgave him. When Saul turned to Jesus, he was so ashamed, but Jesus forgave him, renamed him Paul, and made him one of His greatest messengers. If God can do that for Saul, why wouldn’t He do it for you?

God gave His only Son to die for our sins. Jesus did not deserve any of what happened to Him—but He did it out of love. If we ask for forgiveness and mean it, God will wipe the slate clean.

Let us be real changing your life is not easy, especially when you’ve been doing wrong for so long. But if you trust God, He will help you. The devil will try to drag you back, but with God, all things are possible. You can do anything if you just believe.

I have not written in a while—because the minute you try to live right, the devil tries to distract you. I had to stop letting people steal my joy. I had to stop letting their words and disrespect define me.

I would not have made it this far without God.

When life feels heavy, I turn to the people who love me. I spend time with them. Because, yes, the devil will attack in every way possible. Lately, he is come at me through my kids. But God has been right by my side. The pain I expected to feel. I did not feel it—not like I thought I would. God is carrying me.

In every hard season, there is a lesson—and there is always a solution. But we have got to call on God for help. And once He answers, do not stop talking to Him. He wants to hear from us every day.

You know, I used to feed the homeless every third Saturday. I think back to when I was 18—I was homeless for a little while. It was rough. I slept in my car. I ate out of trash cans. But even then, God protected me. I had food. I had safety. Looking back, it could have been so much worse.

And then there was a man I thought was made just for me. We connected over everything—even our favorite singers. I could not thank God enough. I have been where many of you are right now. I have been bitter. I have been angry. But it never helped.

Only God never lets us down. Only God is always there, forgiving us over and over—even when we feel like we do not deserve it. That is how much He loves us.

Just think about it—God gave His Son to people who beat Him, hated Him, rejected Him. Yet He still gave Jesus for us. That kind of love is beyond human understanding.

We have got to stop being selfish. We have got to stop judging people because of how they look or what they do not have. I went to a church once where they turned away a man because he was dirty. They gave him a plate of food and sent him off. It broke my heart.

God made all of us. He made us in His image. That means we are His masterpiece. Nobody is better than anyone else. So, when people try to make you feel like less, remember who you are. You are everything God says you are—and nothing less.
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T

he first time I realized I had a gift; I was eight years old. My dad looked at me and said, “God sent you here for a reason. He has something for you to do.” I remember being scared when he said that. I looked at him with so much fear—but I never forgot his words.

Looking back, I was sneaky as a kid, so I am not trying to act like I didn’t deserve punishment. I did a lot in my younger years. But even through all of that, I could hear God. He speaks to me a lot. And while I feel incredibly blessed to have these gifts, sometimes I feel so much that it feels overwhelming—like I am going to lose my mind.

I believe many of us can hear God—we just do not always recognize it. The way I grew up, God was the only one I really talked to. Even though I was abused as a child (something I will share more about later), I always talked to God. I used to question Him, too. “Why did you let this happen to me?” And I know we are told not to question God... but I did. And for a long time, I did not feel like I got an answer—not until I was about 18.

Sure, I’d hear that still small voice— “Don’t do that,” or “You shouldn’t go there”—but I never got the why until later in life.

I used to be a substitute teacher, and I met so many kids who just needed someone to let them know: You can survive this. You are not alone. I remember one student in particular—we will call him Lee. He was quiet, always dressed in black, and people assumed he was just trouble. But I saw something else.

Lee came to my desk one day while the class was watching a movie. He said, “I don’t believe in God.” I immediately asked God to help me say the right thing.

Lee was an incredible artist, and I noticed that even though he claimed not to believe in God, his drawings always included crosses. So, I asked him, “If you don’t believe in God, why are there crosses in your art?”

That is when he opened. He told me about his life—how his mom struggled with drugs, how her boyfriend had sexually abused him, how he had been shuffled through foster homes where the abuse continued. All he ever wanted was to be loved. He asked the same question I used to ask: If God loves me, why would He let this happen?

I told him I understood. I shared pieces of my story with him and reminded him that God is always there, even when we do not feel it. I told him, “You have a gift. That talent to draw did not come from nowhere. God has a plan for your life. This isn’t the end of your story.”

We prayed together often—especially for his mom. Lee loved her deeply and just wanted her to get better so they could be together again.

What struck me most about Lee was his pain. I saw so much of myself in him—especially the anger, the sadness, the silence. I knew he cared for me because I treated him like a person, not a problem. I let him know he was not the only one.

I have been through some of the same things. I used to try and take my life. I remember being 15, exhausted from everything, hearing a voice in my head saying, “Just end it.” I would tell it, “No.” I felt like I was a good person—not perfect—but I did not want to die. One night, I woke up my mom and said, “I need help.” She did not question me or make me feel crazy. The next day, she took me to the doctor. They gave me medication, and for a while, it worked.

But one night, I decided to skip my meds and realized I was addicted. I cried out to God for help.

When I was 18, I attempted suicide again. I took pills with alcohol. I do not even remember everything—I just know I woke up three days later with a sore throat. I had thrown up in my boyfriend’s car, and my parents, too embarrassed, put me in bed and never took me to the hospital. That should’ve been the end. But God had other plans.

I remembered what my dad had told me: “God has something for you to do.” That stuck with me.

Years later, I lost my job. Both my cars were gone. One of them, I got through a relationship I had no business being in—with a married man. I was doing cocaine heavily back then, but my children and family did not know. I came home one day and heard God say, “You’ve tried in your strength. Now be still and watch me.”

I sat on that couch during the day. When I got up, it was night. That was one of the hardest times in my life—but my children never went without. God made sure they had food, clothes, and what they needed.

That car I got the wrong way? His mom drove it down to me. It was so wrong, and I knew it. But when I tell you about addiction in a later chapter, you will really understand how deep it went.

Even though I could hear God so clearly, I still followed my flesh. I wanted the world’s approval. I think many of us do. Rejection as a child can make you crave acceptance so badly that you will tolerate anything just to feel whole. But no person can fill that void. Only God can.

God wants us to love who He created us to be. He knew us before our parents did. I used to ask Him, “Why would you give me to a family that never loved me?” I did not get the answer until years later. God told me, “I gave them to you because you are the only one who could give them the love no one else would.”

Now that both of my parents are gone, I honestly believe that. I think they were too young and too lost to be the parents I needed. Back in those days, people got married and had kids because it was expected—not because they were ready.

And we never really know what happens behind closed doors. There’s so much pain and dysfunction hidden in what looks perfect from the outside. That is why so many marriages fail—not because love isn’t there, but because we follow our flesh instead of our faith.

The Bible says a man of God will seek God first before making decisions, and the woman will stand by him in unity. Can you imagine what the world would look like if we lived like that? If we truly followed what the Word tells us to do?

It would be a different world.
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I

had to learn to trust God the hard way. Like I said before, I heard Him even as a child. And every time I ignored that voice, something bad would happen.

For the longest time, I believed I would not live past 21. I do not even know where that idea came from—but I was sure I would not make it.

Well, now I am 58. And through all the years—through the pain, the loss, and the times I tried to take my own life—God never let me go. He told me I would lose a lot of people. But He also told me I would live a long life... because I was not going anywhere until I did what He put me here to do.

The things God has revealed to me over the years... they still amaze me. I remember walking into my bathroom one day, overwhelmed, and I said out loud, “This is not my plan.” Clear as day, I heard God say, “It is not your plan; it is My plan.” What could I say to that? Nothing. Because He is right.

My life does not belong to me—it belongs to Him. I was put here for His purpose. That is why I am writing this book: to share what God has done for me. To tell you about the miracles I have seen when I thought there was no way.

I have witnessed God’s love show up in the most unexpected places—from people who did not even know why they were helping me. I believe God uses us to reach one another.

I remember one time; my mom saw a man walking by in bib overalls and dirty shoes. She said something about how he looked, and I spoke up—something I normally would not do. I said, “You don’t know his story.” Maybe that is all he had.

That is the thing—everyone has a story. I love people, all kinds of people, because God gave me this gift. People will open and tell me their whole life story, and they do not even know me. I believe that is not by accident. God gave me that so I could offer encouragement... or just pray for them.

People have asked me if I am an angel because I showed up when they had no one. That always touches me, especially after I realize God was using me. I have cried so many times, realizing how God works through me.

There was one time I was pregnant with my youngest, and both my husband and I were out of work. We only had $50, and I went to Social Services for help. I sat next to a woman who was struggling to pay her rent—$25 was all she needed. She could not get help because she had a lawyer fighting for her disability.

God told me to give her the money. I fought it. I said, “God, I need this for my babies.” But I gave it to her anyway... and we never went without.

We always worried about Christmas, especially about giving our kids what they wanted. I remember my husband and I crying because we could not give our daughter as much as we gave our son—his birth mom would send him a bunch of gifts. We thought she would be disappointed.

But on Christmas morning, she was simply happy. She did not feel any of the things we thought she would. She was simply grateful. That is why I call her my angel.

When I was young, I could not sleep. I used to sit in the window at night and talk to God. I never understood why it felt like my dad hated me. So, I prayed—hard—for my daughter. I wanted to give her the love I never had. She was my firstborn... my gift from God.

God is so faithful. He is always there. All we must do is trust Him.

One time, I got sick. I was in bed for two and a half months. My whole left side went numb—my face, my limbs—it looked and felt like a stroke. Everyone begged me to go to the doctor, but I kept hearing God say, “You’ve been here before. I healed you.”

He told me to stop telling people how I felt, because each time I did, I would have another episode. So, I got quiet. The only person I talked to about it was my best friend, and she respected my faith. She knew I needed to obey what God was telling me.

Some days, I could only stand for 15 minutes before I had to lie back down. My family knew I was not okay, even when I said I was. But I kept speaking healing over myself.

Then, one Monday, I was so weak I could not talk, so I texted a friend and said I might need to go to the doctor. And I wondered—was I losing faith?

The next morning, Tuesday, I woke up completely healed.

All I could do was praise God.

One of the biggest things God wants me to share with you in this book is this: No matter how many mistakes you’ve made, no matter what you’ve been through or what’s been done to you—He’s still right there.

He is not going anywhere.

He whispers, “Do not be afraid. I am with you.”

I have been betrayed. I have been belittled. But God never left me.

When I was little, I used to sit at my window and talk to Him, looking up at the stars. I trusted Him, but I did not understand why I had to go through so much pain.

I tried to take my life more than once. I did not want to live anymore. My mom would beg me not to hurt myself, but I felt so hopeless. I just wanted to leave. I did not want to be in that house, in that pain, anymore.

And yet, I am still here.

Not because of my strength—but because of His grace. His purpose. His plan.
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T

he first time I went through a glass door and cut myself up badly, I was only 16. The second time, I told you about the pills. But the third time—the worst time—was when I had a car accident, and my nephew died. I was only 18 years old.

That was one of the hardest days of my life.

I was mad at my sister—his mother—and I decided to take him with me to drop off the man who did our yard work. On the way back, I told my nephew that I was not doing anything else for her. I stopped at the store and got him some sunglasses. He was so cute in them. I loved him with everything in me.

When we got home, my sister asked me to take her to get something to eat. I said yes. She held him in her arms as we drove. He fell asleep with his sunglasses still on. I looked over at him—just a glance—and when I looked back, I had lost control of the car.

We went up an embankment, and the car flipped. I could not feel my legs. I was not far from home, but my cousin heard the crash and came running. He pulled me out. My sister had already gotten out and was screaming for help. He got my nephew out and placed him in my arms.

I could see his little eyes still open, just barely, but his head had hit the dashboard. The officer told me that if he had been in his car seat, he would have died instantly. (And please do not misunderstand—I know babies must be in a car seat. Safety is always important.) But in that moment of my life, this child was my world.

Our family loved him deeply—almost like we worshiped him. And we know we are only supposed to worship God. But he was special. He was different. I had another nephew around the same time, and I thought he was behind developmentally, but it was the opposite—this baby was just incredibly advanced.

God gave him to us for a short time, I believe, to bring our family together.

Later, I found out that before we left that day, he kissed everyone in the house—something he rarely did. It was like he was saying goodbye. That night, he passed from brain swelling.

The woman who ran the funeral home told me, “He lived four years in one.” I did not understand at the time, but now I do. He drank from a straw at three months old. It was amazing how advanced he was. Sometimes God sends us people only for a season, and when their purpose is fulfilled, they return to Him.

After the accident, I went to New York to stay with my cousin. When I called home, someone told me I would pay for what I had done. I got off the phone, heartbroken, and started walking. I found myself at a bridge, and I climbed over the edge, ready to jump—until a man grabbed me and pulled me back. I broke down crying.

All I could ask was, “Why is all of this happening to me?”

Before the accident, I had planned to move to North Carolina and start over—take my nephew with me. But God had other plans. I believe he became my angel. After his death, I started hearing God more clearly—or maybe it was my angel guiding me. I began to understand things I never had before.

God told me at 37 years old to write this book. But I was lost, chasing love and acceptance, trying to fill a void. I wanted to be loved by any man who would love me. As my spiritual gifts grew stronger, I often felt like I was losing my mind. But with each hardship, I have learned: when I rest, I grow—because the gift is growing too.

For a long time, I worried about being judged. But I now see that God can take our mess and work miracles through people who feel like a mess.

I am a wonderful, strong, loving, and caring person, filled with God’s love. We are not meant to be perfect. We all make mistakes. But God’s grace and mercy are enough. If we have no one else, we still have God.

Now that both of my parents are gone, I have been struggling more. I knew my father was sick, but losing my mother was unexpected. I have come to understand that we all belong to God. He loans us out to the world, and when our time is up, we return to Him—if we follow Him.

God knows we will fall short. He already knows what we will do before we do it. And yet He still loves us. I was once told, “You can always begin again.” It does not matter how old we are. There’s still time to repent and return to Him. That is how much He believes in us.

Some people have been told they would never be anything. That is not true. I have always told my children: you can do anything you put your mind to. But I learned the hard way that if we do not love ourselves, we make it nearly impossible for anyone else to love us either.

Self-discipline is one of the hardest things. Accepting rejection and still reminding yourself that you are worthy—that is hard too. But I remind myself: God does not make trash.

I have asked myself, “Am I really who they say I am?” And I have had to do the work. I once heard Joyce Meyer say that she had to face what was wrong in her and change it. That hit home. I have gone down the wrong road so many times.

One of my biggest battles is lust. One of my spiritual gifts is that I can feel what others are feeling, and I have found myself caught in situations where I was feeling their lust, not mine. Sex is an addiction I have struggled with. I love to love—but I have gone too far more times than I can count.

When conviction hit me, I fell to my knees, crying out to God, ashamed of what I had done with my body—my temple. And though I am still fighting it, I know the battle is real. Anyone with an addiction knows how hard it is to overcome.

But you are not alone.

The first step is to recognize it. When things go wrong, the devil will speak to you—tempt you with pills, alcohol, lies. But we must fall to our knees and ask God to help us help ourselves. And He will.

Later in this book, I will share more about the addictions I’ve faced. The devil comes to steal, kill, and destroy—and he works overtime when we are weak. But God always convicts me and pulls me back.

I am thankful for my gifts. But I now understand why people say a gift can be a blessing and a curse. Paul said in the Bible that he was a prisoner for God. I feel that way sometimes. When God tells me to do something, and I do not want to—I cry, I wrestle—but in the end, I obey. And I ask God to forgive me for being selfish.

What finally pushed me to write this book was a luncheon I went to just years ago. My cousin invited me, and I almost did not go. But I am glad I did. A woman stood up to speak—I remembered her from my childhood. She talked about how we all have a treasure chest, and that God gives us gifts to use in this life. When we meet Him, that chest should be empty used up for His glory. And if it is not, we’ll have to explain why.

I sat there thinking, Okay, God... I hear you.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​[image: A black background with a black square  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]
When God Wants You to Himself



[image: ]


D

uring one of our luncheon, the group had a gift for the pastor who oversaw it. As he and his wife came up to receive it and began walking back to their seats, the pastor suddenly froze, looked straight at me, and said:

“God says you’ve been faithful. He has been blessing you. But He wants to bless you even more—if you do what He asked you to do.”

Then he added, “God wants you to Himself. You can do what He needs you to do better when you’re alone.”

I started crying because I knew exactly what he meant.

He said, “I don’t know what God is talking about, but you do.”

And I did.

I had already told my daughter that I needed to be alone until I finished the assignment God gave me. Maybe then God would send someone to love me—but first, I had to stop running. Running from my calling. Running from my pain. Running from everything.

Because in the end, God is all we truly have.

We can’t depend on people to give us what we really need. Only God can. If we pray, trust Him, and hold onto even the tiniest mustard seed of faith, He will move mountains in our lives.

There were moments when my faith brought me so much peace that even when something went wrong, I did not fall apart. Sometimes, I would even laugh—not because I wasn’t hurting, but because I knew God was still in control.

Still, I almost gave up—many times.

But God told me something powerful: Without this book, people who are meant to come to Me will not. They need what I put inside you. They need your story.

And yet, every day, I would say, “I’ll start tomorrow.” But tomorrow never came.

Until that day—everything shifted. All my excuses disappeared.

I said I needed a computer—and suddenly, I had one.

My cousin told me, “Sometimes, God takes people away so there’s nothing left to hold you back.” It hurt deeply, but I knew it was true.

My mom was my cheerleader. I could tell her anything—things I would not tell a soul except God—and she loved me anyway. My uncle loved me unconditionally too, and God took him home as well.

That is when I learned one of the hardest lessons: no one belongs to us. We all belong to God. And when He decides it is time for someone to come home, nothing and no one can stop it. God knows best.

It is left me feeling exposed. My support system is gone. My circle was already small—now it is even smaller.

But God is teaching me that He can be everything I need. He is the Father, the Friend, the Comforter. He never leaves or forsakes me.

I had a dear friend I loved so much. We spent the whole day together laughing, talking
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