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Dedication


Introduction: When God Pulls You from the Table 

There comes a moment when your soul knows what your mind isn’t ready to accept. 

You’re sitting at a table, smiling on the outside but starving on the inside—surrounded by what looks like peace but feels like slow death. You tell yourself to hold on, be loyal, endure a little longer. But deep within, a divine whisper starts to grow louder: This is not where you belong. 

That whisper is the voice of God. 

Not condemning. 

Not shaming. 

Just rescuing. 

This book was born in the tension between staying and leaving, between being loyal and being led, between the version of you they wanted—and the version God called. It’s for the ones who didn’t get closure, who left quietly, who bled silently, and who are now trying to rebuild what was buried under broken patterns and fake peace. 

The Poison Was Dressed in Peace is not just a title—it’s a testimony. 

A declaration. 

A deliverance. 

Every spoken word, reflection, scripture, and affirmation in these pages is a lifeline for the soul that has outgrown silence. For the spirit that remembers what it means to be whole. For the person who thought leaving was failure—but discovers, page by page, that it was the beginning of their freedom. 

God didn’t just pull you away. 

He pulled you up. 

Because where you’re going... 

there’s no room for crumbs. 

Welcome to your healing.
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Chapter One: The Table Was Never Meant for Me Spoken Word Intro 
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I was begging for crumbs 

at a table God never set. 

Decorated with false comfort, 

wrapped in routine, 

but the plate was always empty 

and the wine? 

Poisoned with pretense. 

I mistook survival for belonging. 

Sat there smiling, starving, 

thinking love looked like being tolerated. 

But God— 

God flipped the table 

without warning, 

snatched me mid-sentence, 

and said, 

“You were never supposed to dine in dishonor.” 

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

Sometimes the table isn’t broken—it just ain’t yours. You stayed because you were loyal,

because you believed in the people around you, 

because they “needed you,” 

but you were never fed. 

You were drained, silenced, dimmed. 

And still, you said, 

“Maybe if I just sit a little longer...” 

But God knew— 

the longer you stayed, the more you’d forget how full you were meant to be. So He pulled you. 

Not because He was mad, 

but because He loved you too much to watch you shrink. 

You didn’t get kicked out. 

You got rescued. 

Scripture 

Isaiah 55:2 (NLT) 

“Why spend your money on food that does not give you strength? Why pay for food that does you no good? Listen to me, and you will eat what is good. You will enjoy the finest food.” 

Journaling Prompt 


● Where have I mistaken endurance for purpose? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● What tables have I stayed at because I feared being alone more than being unfulfilled? ●

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 


Affirmation 

I release every table that starved my spirit. I was never meant to settle. God is preparing a place where I am fed, seen, and free.

Let’s set the tone for Chapter Two: 
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Chapter Two: God Pulled Me Quietly So I Wouldn’t Bleed Loudly Spoken Word Intro 
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It wasn’t loud. 

There was no scene. 

Just a gentle silence 

where I used to scream. 

No goodbye party. 

No apology. 

Just grace 

slipping me out the back door 

before I bled in front of those 

who would’ve called it a tantrum. 

God knew they’d twist my pain. 

So He made the exit quiet 

and the healing loud. 

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

Some exits ain’t for show—they’re for preservation. 

You weren’t weak for not announcing your departure. You were wise. 

God didn’t let you stay long enough for them to clap when you left.

Because they would’ve clapped for the wrong reasons. 

You didn’t leave to make noise. 

You left to make peace. 

And now? 

That peace is louder than any explanation could ever be. 

Scripture 

Exodus 14:14 (NIV) 

“The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still.” 

Journaling Prompt 


● What battles did I walk away from silently that actually saved my life? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● What does it feel like to finally be still? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 


Affirmation

I don’t need applause to walk away. My peace is proof enough.
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Chapter Three: The Hose Was Hidden 
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Spoken Word Intro 

It didn’t look like poison. 

It looked like loyalty. 

It sounded like, 

“I’m here for you...” 

but only when I was quiet, 

only when I was small, 

only when I didn’t need too much. 

The hose wasn’t dripping at first. 

It was slow, 

subtle, 

sweet even. 

But over time, I couldn’t breathe— 

and I blamed my lungs 

instead of their gaslight. 

The poison was dressed in peace, 

but my soul knew: 

This ain’t holy. This ain’t safe. 

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

The enemy doesn’t always show up loud. 

Sometimes, the most dangerous places are the ones that pretend to be safe.

That’s why you were confused. 

You kept asking, 

“Is it me?” 

You didn’t realize the peace was actually control. 

That “love” was selective survival. 

God had to expose the hose. 

And when He did—He didn’t give you time to pack. 

He just said, 

“Move.” 

Scripture 

2 Corinthians 11:14 (NIV) 

“And no wonder, for Satan himself masquerades as an angel of light.” 

Journaling Prompt 


● Where have I confused comfort with safety? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● What warning signs did I ignore because it “looked” peaceful? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

●


Affirmation 

I will no longer drink from what drains me. God’s truth reveals what’s been hidden.
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Chapter Four: My Spirit Knew Before I Did Spoken Word Intro 
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My hands stayed, 

but my spirit had already packed. 

Smiling in the room, 

but grieving on the inside, 

trying to force peace 

where peace refused to live. 

My laugh was hollow. 

My yes was heavy. 

And every time I tried to convince myself to stay, something holy whispered, 

“You’re dying here.” 

I didn’t want to believe it. 

Didn’t want to leave what I built, 

what I gave my heart to. 

But my spirit? 

It already knew— 

and it wept 

every time I chose the lie 

over the truth that was pulling me.

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

Your spirit always knows. 

It carries the memory of where you’re going, 

even when your mind is still trying to make peace with where you’ve been. That restlessness? 

That discomfort? 

That “I can’t explain it, but something feels off”? 

That was divine intelligence. 

That was God’s alarm clock 

waking you up from a dream you didn’t realize had become a nightmare. And you stayed out of love. 

Out of guilt. 

Out of habit. 

But your spirit never agreed to die just to be liked. 

God didn’t let you ignore it forever. 

He said, 

“You don’t belong to the pain. You belong to Me.” 

Scripture 

Romans 8:16 (NLT) 

“For his Spirit joins with our spirit to affirm that we are God’s children.” Journaling Prompt


● What signals did my spirit send that I silenced? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● How can I honor the voice of my spirit moving forward? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 


Affirmation 

I trust the knowing within me. My spirit speaks what my soul hasn’t learned to say yet. I choose alignment over attachment.
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Chapter Five: Peace Isn’t Always Soft, Sometimes It’s Sharp Spoken Word Intro 
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They told me peace was calm. 

Quiet. 

Gentle. 

But nobody told me 

peace could cut. 

Could tear me from what I prayed for. 

Snatch me out of what I built. 

Peace didn’t always show up with soft hands— 

sometimes it came with fire. 

It burned bridges I was scared to walk away from. 

Set fire to fake connections, 

and left me crying in the ashes. 

But even in the smoke, 

I could breathe again. 

That’s peace too. 

Not always a lullaby— 

sometimes a warning bell 

that says: 

“This is not your home.”

Reflection: Why God Pulled You 

Peace isn’t passive. 

It’s not just soft music and good vibes. 

True peace is alignment with God. 

And sometimes, that alignment requires a severing. 

Of people. 

Places. 

Patterns. 

God’s peace protects— 

even if it hurts. 

Even when it looks like destruction, 

it’s actually a divine demolition 

to rebuild you better, stronger, freer. 

So yes, it hurt. 

Yes, it looked messy. 

But it was still peace. 

Because chaos may be familiar, 

but that don’t mean it’s God. 

Scripture 

John 14:27 (NIV) 

“Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives.” Journaling Prompt


● What have I mistaken as peace simply because it was familiar? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● Can I allow peace to protect me even when it feels like loss? 

● 

● 

● 

● 

● 


Affirmation 

I accept the sharp peace of God. Even when it cuts, it heals. Even when it hurts, it holds me.
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