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This book is dedicated to whom ever is still finding their light.

Preface

There are some stories we never expect to tell — stories we spend years trying to forget, only to realize that healing begins when we finally speak of them aloud

The Pearl Door was born from that quiet place between pain and peace, between the ache of memory and the courage to begin again. I did not write this book to relive my past; I wrote it to release it. I wrote it for the woman I once was — the one who kept going even when her spirit felt small, and for every soul who has ever whispered, “I just want to be free.”
Each word came slowly, tenderly, like a prayer. And as I wrote, I discovered that healing is not a straight path, but a circle — one that brings us back to ourselves, softened but stronger, wiser but still open to love
If you are holding this book, know that it has been written with love and truth, not just for me, but for you. May it remind you that even in your quietest moments, you are never alone. There is always light waiting behind the next door

With grace and gratitude,
Mrs. K🌸
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🌸 🌸 🌸

Chapter One 🌸
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The Little Girl and the Silence

777 – Divine Completion and Spiritual Protection

It all started when I was a four-year-old girl. I used to dream of being inside a fairytale—a world of kindness, magic, and happy endings. Cinderella was my favorite; she gave me hope that light could come from even the darkest places.

But my childhood was not a storybook. My father crossed sacred boundaries, taking from me what no child should ever lose. My mother was beside me, yet silence wrapped her tighter than fear. I did not have the words for what was happening; I only knew it was wrong.

At that age, I did not understand what safety meant, or that love was supposed to be gentle. I carried confusion like a shadow, wondering why the people meant to protect me became the reason I was afraid.

Should I tell my teachers, my family, or my friends? I wanted to, but fear sealed my lips. Would anyone believe a little girl? Would anyone care? I lived inside that question for years.

Still, even in those moments, I know now that God’s presence was with me. The same God who saw me in the silence was already preparing my voice to speak one day. Though my innocence was taken from me, my spirit was not destroyed. I am living proof that even broken beginnings can become sacred testimonies.

🌸

“Lord, thank You for keeping me in the silence and for holding me when I could not hold myself. May every wound be turned into wisdom.”

🌸 🌸 🌸

Chapter Two🌸

Behind Closed Doors

888 – Renewal, Resurrection,

New Beginnings

We were a church-going family. On Sundays, we dressed in our best clothes and 

sat proudly in the front pew. My mother sang in the choir with her soft, angelic 

voice, and my father carried a title of respect and authority within the 

congregation. To those outside our home, we looked like the picture of faith and 

stability. Smiles were practiced, and scriptures were quoted often. No one could see 

the sorrow that lived behind our front door.

Our home and yard mirrored that image of perfection. My father kept the lawn 

green and neatly trimmed, as though each blade of grass spoke of order and 

control. My mother tended the flowerbeds, planting bright blooms that framed 

the house in beauty. Neighbors would often compliment how lovely everything 

looked. I remember watching her hands in the soil, wondering if she, too, was 

trying to plant something peaceful in the midst of all our pain. The outside world 

saw a home full of color and care, never knowing that inside, our hearts were 

wilting.

Behind that perfect picture was a rule repeated often in our home: “what is done 

in this house stays in this house.”  Those words became a quiet chain around my 

heart. They were spoken as a warning, a lesson, and a secret all at once. I was 

taught that family matters were never to be spoken beyond our door. Even when 

my spirit screamed for help; the sound never escaped my lips.

I can still hear my parents’ voices saying it, sometimes gently, sometimes with a 

sharpness that made my stomach turn. That phrase became a wall built out of 

fear and shame. It told me that silence was safer than truth. I learned to smile 

when people asked how I was doing. I learned to hold my tears until I was alone. 

And though the words were meant to protect the family’s image, they also 

trapped our pain inside.

When the service ended on Sundays, my parents would greet others with kind 

words and handshakes, as if the world we lived in during the week did not exist. I 

used to look up at the stained-glass windows and wonder if God could still see me 

through them. I believed He could. I believed He could see what no one else wanted to 

see.

There were days when my mother would leave the house—sometimes for errands, 

sometimes to escape the tension—and tears would fill my eyes the moment she 

stepped outside. I knew what might come next, and fear became my closest 

companion.

Over time, my father no longer tried to hide his cruelty. His power reached every 

corner of the home, and his anger became a constant shadow. My mother and 

sister bore their own pain in silence. He hurt us each in several ways—through 

words, through control, through fear—and the walls seemed to echo with things 

no child should ever hear.

Even in those moments, I prayed. I prayed not only for myself but for my mother, 

my sister, and even for him. I asked God to change him, to see us, to deliver us 

from what we could not stop.

The house where we once laughed became a place of survival. Yet even as my 

heart ached, I felt a whisper inside that said, 'You are not forgotten.' I held that 

whisper close. I believed that every tear I cried was seen by Heaven, that my pain 

was not going to be wasted.

Those early years within the church and behind closed doors shaped me into who 

I am now—a woman who has walked through the valley and still found grace 

waiting on the other side.

🌸

“Heavenly Father, thank You for seeing what was hidden and for giving me 

strength to endure. May my story remind others that even behind closed doors, 

Your light still reaches in.

🌸🌸🌸

Chapter   Three🌸

The Awakening of My Spirit

999 – Divine Completion, Closure, and the Dawn of a New   

Chapter

The Awakening of My Spirit 

The number 999 is the end of one cycle and the sacred beginning of another.

It reminds us that healing begins when we release what once hurt us.

It is the call of the spirit to rise, to awaken, and to walk in newness of life.

I became a woman deeply wounded by the past. My heart carried the scars of years
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