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Spoken From the Inside

If I’m honest, this book began long before I ever wrote a word.

It began in my body.

In silence.

In questions I didn’t know how to ask out loud. I was born with Cerebral Palsy. My hands don’t always do what I ask them to do. Growing up, that meant I couldn’t write the way other children did. I was told many times that I couldn’t. And for a long time, I believed them.

So before anyone else says anything, let me say this first, quietly and without drama: 

I am sitting here, writing a whole book.

Not because my body suddenly changed.

But because something deeper than my body refused to be silenced.

This book is not a victory speech.

It is a conversation.

I’m not writing to prove anything, to myself or to anyone else. I’m writing because I’ve spent a lifetime living on the inside of questions most people rush past. Questions about the body. About God. About purpose. About what it really means to be alive and whole.

If you’re expecting a story about overcoming disability, this may surprise you.

I didn’t overcome my body.

I learned how to live inside it.

For a long time, the world spoke about me before it ever listened to me. Labels were easier than understanding. Special needs. Disabled. Broken. But none of those words ever touched the truest part of who I am.

Inside this body, this very ordinary, very imperfect body, there has always been clarity. Awareness. Intelligence. A deep sense that life was not accidental, and neither was I.

Technology became one of my quiet companions early in life. At first, it was introduced to me as assistance, a way to help me do what my hands struggled with. But over time, it became something more than a tool. It became a bridge. A way for my inner world to meet the outer one.

It still amazes me that the same child who was told they couldn’t write now uses technology to communicate, to create, and to tell stories. Not because technology saved me, but because it listened to me.

But let me be clear: this is not a book about technology.

This is a book about awareness.

About those moments when you pause long enough to ask, “Who am I really?

About the quiet hunger to understand what lies beneath the surface of life, beneath the body, beneath roles, beneath what we’ve been told to be.

I’ve spent much of my life in that space of reflection. Some people call it prayer. Some call it thinking. For me, it’s simply where life happens. A continuous conversation between my body, my soul, and God.

I don’t believe God hides from us.

I believe we are often distracted from ourselves.

Scripture speaks of seeing “through a glass, darkly.” Of groaning for redemption. Of becoming aware of what has always been true. I’ve felt that  

Groaning, not as a desire to escape my body, but as a longing to understand it. To understand why this life looks the way it does from where I stand.

What if the body I live in is not a mistake to be fixed, but a place of wisdom to be listened to?

What if disability is not the absence of God, but one of the ways He teaches us how to see?

This book is my attempt to sit with those questions without rushing them.

Without forcing answers.

Without pretending I have everything figured out. Some of what I share here comes from Scripture. Some from lived experience. Some from moments of deep confusion. All of it comes from honesty. I’m still learning. Still listening. Still becoming.

So I’m not asking you to agree with me.

I’m not even asking you to understand everything I say.

I’m inviting you into a slower way of seeing.

If you choose to walk through these pages with me, don’t overthink them. Let the words breathe. Let them sit with you. Take what resonates. Leave what doesn’t. Trust that meaning has a way of finding us when we stop forcing it.

This book is not meant to impress you. It’s meant to meet you.

Because life is not only happening out there. It is unfolding, quietly and faithfully, on the inside of us all.

And maybe, just maybe, what we’ve been calling “the other side” has been closer than we ever imagined.
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THE BODY I WAS GIVEN


For a long time, I thought my body was something I had to apologize for.

Not out loud,  but quietly, in the way I introduced myself to the world.

In the way I hesitated.

In the way I learned to explain things before anyone asked.

My body has never been invisible to me.

It has always spoken first. 

It moves differently. 

It takes its time.

It doesn’t always obey my instructions.

As a child, I didn’t have language for any of that. I only knew that my body required patience , from me and from others, and patience is something the world rarely plans for.

I grew up hearing what my body couldn’t do long before anyone asked what it was already doing. But there’s something I’ve come to understand slowly, almost reluctantly.

I did not arrive in this body by accident. 

There’s a passage in Scripture that says, “A body you have prepared for me.”

When I first heard it, I thought it was only about Jesus.

Now I’m not so sure.

What if that truth echoes further than we realized?

What if bodies are not assigned randomly, but entrusted, properly prepared for a specific assignment?

My body has limits. That’s true.

But it has also taught me things I don’t think I would have learned any other way.

It taught me how to listen before speaking. How to wait without collapsing.

How to stay present when movement is hard.

How to let my inner life grow strong enough to carry me when my outer life feels exposed.

There were seasons when I wanted a different body, not because I hated myself, but because I was tired. Tired of navigating spaces that weren’t built with me in mind. Tired of being noticed for the wrong reasons. Tired of explaining that intelligence doesn’t always arrive with coordination.

But even in those moments, something inside me stayed steady. 

My soul never rejected this body.

It entered it fully.

Accepted it without negotiation. 

And quietly got to work..

I am not separate from my body.

I have always been inside it, learning it, negotiating with it, discovering what it needs in order to show up in the world honestly.

This body has been my first teacher.

It slowed me down enough to notice God where others rush past Him.

It kept me close to questions instead of easy answers.

It taught me that worth is not measured by efficiency, and purpose is not proven by speed.

I used to think faith meant believing God would one day take this body away from me.

Now I wonder if faith is trusting that He knew 

Exactly what He was doing when He gave it to me.

A body prepared does not mean a body without weakness.

It means a body capable of carrying what has been placed inside it. 

This body has carried my prayers. My questions.

My creativity.

My frustration.

My laughter.

My stubborn hope.

It has carried God’s life in a way that looks different, but not deficient.

I don’t need my body to be perfect for it to be sacred.

I don’t need it to match the world’s expectations for it to be useful.

I only need to inhabit it honestly.

And maybe that’s the invitation for all of us, not to escape our bodies, but to listen to them long enough to understand what they were prepared for. 
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