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			To God—

			thank You for placing this vision within me

			and giving me the strength to see it through.

			In every moment of doubt and weariness,

			You carried me.

			This is for Your purpose, not mine. 

			And to every reader—

			may this be a reminder that what you’re facing

			is only a season.

			It will not last forever—

			this season will pass.
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			INTRODUCTION 
THE SEASONS BEGIN

			I still remember the nights on the cold bathroom floor. 

			Cardboard boxes beneath my body—flattened, worn, barely softening the concrete that pressed against my bones. The bathroom wasn’t finished. Just raw concrete walls, piles of dirty clothes in the corners, and me. A child curled up, alone, in a space that smelled of mildew and neglect. Insects crawled over me in the darkness. By morning, my skin would be swollen with bites. My body ached. I was sick most of the time.

			Everyone else in the house had a bed. Everyone else had warmth, a pillow, a blanket. But not me.

			I was different. And in my world, different meant unwanted.

			That bathroom floor is more than a memory—it’s a symbol. It represents the starting point of a journey I never asked for but couldn’t escape. A journey marked by pain, survival, and somehow, against all logic, the relentless presence of a God. I couldn’t always see Him, but He was there, and He refused to let me go.

			Growing up in Jamaica, I knew chaos before I knew peace. I knew verbal abuse before I knew encouragement. I knew hunger before I knew provision. My mother, battling her own demons, could not love me the way a child needs to be loved. My father was absent. The community around me was quick to judge, to label, to mock. 

			Words like “Battyman” and “You fi dead” became the soundtrack of my childhood. I never heard, “I’m proud of you” or “You’re doing well.” Instead, I was sent out at midnight to fetch alcohol and weed for my mother—a child walking dark roads where anything could happen, praying under my breath that I’d make it home. 

			And yet—I survived.

			Not because of my own strength. Not because I had resources or support or a safety net. I survived because of God. Even when I couldn’t articulate it, even when I was too young to understand theology or doctrine, I felt His covering. He placed people in my life for certain seasons—some stayed only briefly, others lingered longer—but each one was part of a divine orchestration I’m only now beginning to fully understand.

			THE FOUR SEASONS OF TRANSFORMATION

			This book is not just my story. It’s a testimony of how God takes the broken pieces of a life—rejection, abuse, shame, hunger, betrayal—and uses every single fragment to build something with purpose. My life has moved in distinct seasons, painful but necessary stages that I’ve come to recognize as God’s process of refining me:

			1. REMOVING

			God begins by pulling away what was never meant to stay. Toxic relationships. Destructive patterns. People who were assigned to a moment, not a lifetime. This season feels like loss, but it’s actually protection. You can’t carry new wine in old wineskins. God has to remove the old to make room for what He’s preparing.

			2. SEPARATING

			Separation is one of the loneliest seasons. You’re set apart—often painfully—from everything familiar. Friends drift away. Opportunities close. You find yourself isolated, questioning if you did something wrong. But separation isn’t punishment—it’s preparation. God separates you so He can speak to you clearly, without the noise of other voices drowning out His direction.

			3. PREPARING

			This is the season of the fire. The refining. The shaping. It’s where your character is tested, your faith is stretched, and your endurance is built. You’re being equipped for something bigger than you can see in the moment. Preparation doesn’t feel productive—it feels repetitive, exhausting, sometimes pointless. But every trial is part of His curriculum. Every hardship is sharpening you for the assignment ahead.

			4. RELEASING

			Finally, God releases you into your purpose. What you endured, what you learned, what you overcame—it all positions you to step boldly into your calling. The release isn’t the end of struggle, but rather, accepting your authority and the anointing you’ve been prepared for. This is when your testimony becomes a tool to set others free.

			WHY I’M WRITING THIS

			You may see your own life in these pages. You may be in the middle of one of these seasons right now—feeling removed, separated, prepared, or on the edge of release. If so, I pray my testimony reminds you of this truth: God has not left you. Even in the bathroom floor moments, He sees you.

			There were nights when I wanted to die. Mornings when I couldn’t imagine surviving another day of ridicule, another beating, another hungry walk to school. The weight of raising my four younger siblings when I was just a child myself. 

			The shame of wetting the bed into my teenage years because my body had been damaged by the strain of doing adult labor as a boy. The terror of being robbed at gunpoint weeks before moving to America for graduate school. The betrayal of people I trusted—family, friends, even church members—who spoke one thing to my face and another behind my back.

			But I’m still here.

			At 27 years old, I stand as proof that what the enemy means for evil, God will turn for good. I stand as proof that generational curses can be broken. That childhood trauma doesn’t have to define your destiny. That even when you’re labeled, mocked, abused, and abandoned, God is still writing your story—and the ending is redemption. 

			THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU IF:

			
					You’ve been abused—verbally, physically, emotionally—and you’re wondering if healing is even possible.

					You’ve been rejected because you’re “different,” and the world has tried to convince you that different means broken.

					You’ve been betrayed by people who were supposed to protect you.

					You’ve battled suicidal thoughts, depression, and the quiet war that wages in your mind when no one else can see.

					You’ve gone without—without food, without money, without love—and you’re tired of just surviving.

					You’re in a season that makes no sense, You feel empty inside, spiritually low and are experiencing heavy warfare. 

					You want to understand. Maybe you’ve never experienced severe trauma, but you love someone who has. Maybe you’re a pastor, counselor, teacher, or friend who wants to know how to walk alongside the broken without offering shallow platitudes. My story can help you see what survival really looks like—and what true healing requires. 

			

			A NOTE BEFORE WE BEGIN

			I’m not a perfect person. I’ve made mistakes. I’ve sinned. I’ve been disobedient when God called me higher. There were seasons when I walked away from the church because the people in it hurt me deeply. There were moments when I sought love in places and people I shouldn’t have. I’ve stumbled, fallen, and had to get back up more times than I can count.

			But that’s the point.

			This isn’t a book about perfection. It’s a book about process. It’s about a God who doesn’t give up on you even when you’ve given up on yourself. It’s about the seasons we all go through—the ones we can’t skip, can’t rush, and can’t avoid—that shape us into who we’re meant to become.

			So if you’re expecting a sanitized, Instagram-perfect testimony, this isn’t it. What you’ll find here is raw. Real. Unfiltered. There are parts of my story I’m still healing from. There are wounds that still ache when I press on them. But I believe in the power of truth-telling. I believe that when we’re honest about our pain, we give others permission to be honest about theirs. And in that honesty, healing begins.

			LET’S WALK TOGETHER

			As you read, I encourage you to pause. Reflect. Let the Holy Spirit speak to you. At the end of each chapter, you’ll find a reflection prompt—a question designed to help you process your own seasons, your own pain, your own purpose.

			This isn’t just my story. It’s an invitation into yours.

			So take a breath. Say a prayer. And let’s begin.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1 
THE GIFT IN DIFFERENCE

			I remember kindergarten like it was yesterday.

			The world was supposed to feel simple at that age. Safe. Full of crayons and snack time and making friends on the playground. But even then—at five, maybe six years old—I knew something that no child should have to recognize so early: Something about me didn’t fit.

			It wasn’t something I chose. It wasn’t something I could hide, no matter how hard I tried. It was just there, woven into the fabric of who I was. The way I walked. The way I talked. The way I carried myself with a quietness, a gentleness, a sensitivity that the other boys didn’t have. I was more thoughtful. More careful with my words. More in tune with feelings and emotions that others seemed to brush past without noticing.

			I didn’t play rough like the other boys. I wasn’t interested in football, wasn’t drawn to the loud, aggressive games that seemed to define masculinity in my community. I found myself gravitating toward the girls—I felt safer there. I felt seen. They weren’t trying to prove anything. They weren’t trying to dominate or intimidate. They just were, and I wanted to just be too.

			But the world didn’t let me.

			LABELED BEFORE I COULD DEFINE MYSELF

			By the time I was in primary school, the whispers had already started. Teachers looked at me sideways. Classmates snickered behind cupped hands. Even strangers—adults who didn’t know my name—felt entitled to pass judgment on a child they’d only seen in passing.

			“Battyman.”

			That word became my shadow. In Jamaica, it’s one of the worst things you can be called. It’s not just an insult—it’s a death sentence in some circles. It’s a word that marks you, isolates you, and makes you a target. And they threw it at me before I even understood what it meant.

			I didn’t know why I stood out. I didn’t wake up one day and decide to be polished. I just was. And for that—for simply existing in a body and spirit that didn’t conform to what others expected—I was branded. Mocked. Feared. Hated.

			The boys at school were merciless. They called me names. They pushed me in the hallways. They made sure I knew I didn’t belong. Even when I tried to keep my head down, to stay quiet, to make myself invisible, they found me. They always found me.

			And it wasn’t just the boys. Grown men in my community—men who should have been protectors, examples, guides—looked at me with disgust. They laughed. They made jokes. They said things within earshot that no child should hear about themself. I was a punchline before I’d even learned to read properly. 

			But the deepest wound—the one that cut straight to my soul—came from home.

			WHEN YOUR OWN MOTHER SPEAKS THE CURSE

			My mother didn’t protect me. She didn’t defend me. She didn’t pull me aside and tell me that I was fearfully and wonderfully made, that God had a plan for my life, or that the opinions of others didn’t define my worth. 

			She was one of the first to call me “Battyman,” and many other names. 

			I’ll never forget the way her face twisted when she looked at me. The way her voice dripped with contempt. She cursed me. She told me I was disgusting. She told me I would never amount to anything. She said I was worthless, that I should have never been born, that the world would be better off without me, and that I should go look for my deadbeat father. 

			Imagine hearing that from the woman who gave you life. Imagine being a child—small, vulnerable, desperate for love—and being told by your own mother that you’re a mistake.

			I cried. God, I cried so much. In secret, where no one could see. Because even my tears felt like proof that I was weak, that I was everything they said I was. I learned early to swallow my pain, to hide my hurt, to keep moving even when every part of me wanted to collapse.

			There were days I didn’t want to go to school because I knew what awaited me. Days I prayed to wake up and be someone else—anyone else. Days I stared at my reflection and wondered what was so wrong with me that even my own family couldn’t love me. 

			But in those dark moments, something else was happening too. Something I couldn’t see at the time but can recognize now, looking back. 

			God was laying a foundation in me—one not built on people’s approval, but on something far more lasting. I learned that God allowed them to trample upon my character because he wanted to remove me from the place I was, not just the physical location, but the spiritual location, so I could learn who he is. This is how God works sometimes, he uses anything in life to get you to know and understand who he truly is for yourself. 

			THE COST OF STANDING OUT

			I won’t sugarcoat this: Being set apart comes with a cost. People will misunderstand you. They’ll project their fears, their insecurities, their biases onto you. They’ll try to shrink you down to a size that makes them comfortable. They’ll ask you to dim your light so they don’t have to confront their own darkness.

			And sometimes, that rejection will come from the people closest to you. Family. Friends. The church. The very places that should be safe will become battlegrounds.

			That pain is real. I’m not going to tell you to just “get over it” or “forgive and forget.” Wounds like that leave scars. They change you. They make you cautious, guarded, and slower to trust.

			The isolation was suffocating. I felt like I was drowning in a sea of people who all seemed to speak the same language—a language I didn’t understand and couldn’t learn. They moved through the world with ease, with belonging, while I stumbled through each day, wondering if there would ever be a place for someone like me. 

			I started to believe the narrative they fed me: that something was fundamentally wrong with me. That I was broken beyond repair. That the best I could hope for was to survive, not to thrive.

			But even then, even in my deepest moments of self-doubt, there was a quiet voice—faint but persistent—whispering that there was more to my story than what they were telling me.

			WHEN REJECTION BECOMES PREPARATION

			Here’s what I’ve learned over the years, through all the pain and confusion and rejection: What the world calls “different,” God calls “set apart.”

			The world wants everyone to fit into neat, predictable boxes. But God doesn’t operate that way. He creates originals, not copies. And when He places something distinct in you—something that sets you apart, something that makes you think differently, feel differently, move differently—it’s not an accident. It’s intentional.

			I was being prepared.

			Every insult, every mocking glance, every whisper behind my back was shaping me. It was teaching me resilience. It was teaching me empathy. It was teaching me to lean not on the approval of people, but on the acceptance of God.

			Looking back now, I can see the curriculum hidden in the chaos. Each rejection taught me discernment—how to recognize who was safe and who wasn’t. Each moment of isolation taught me to find comfort in God’s presence when human companionship failed. Each harsh word directed at me made me more careful with my own, more aware of their power to build up or tear down.

			The Apostle Paul wrote in Ephesians 2:10, “For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.”

			That word, “handiwork,” stopped me in my tracks when I first really read it as a teenager. It’s not just “creation”—it’s craftsmanship. It’s art. It’s something made with intention, care, and purpose. 

			I am God’s handiwork. Not a mistake. Not an accident. Not a cosmic error that slipped through the cracks. I was created intentionally, with purpose, for a specific calling that required me to be exactly who I am.

			THE GIFT HIDDEN IN THE STRUGGLE

			The same is true for you.

			If you’ve ever felt out of place—if you’ve ever been the odd one out, the one who didn’t fit, the one others didn’t understand—I want you to know something: That distinction is your gift. It’s what will allow you to reach people others can’t reach. It’s what will give you insight others don’t have. It’s what will make your testimony powerful.

			The enemy wants you to believe that being set apart makes you defective. That’s a lie. The truth is, being set apart makes you dangerous to the kingdom of darkness. Because when you walk in the fullness of who God created you to be—not who others told you to be—you become unstoppable.

			Looking back now, I can see how my sensitivity became my strength.

			Because I felt deeply, I learned to read people. I learned to see the pain others tried to hide. I learned to offer compassion to the overlooked and the outcast—because I knew what it felt like to be both.

			Because I was rejected, I learned to depend on God in ways I never would have if life had been easy. My relationship with Him became real, raw, necessary—not just Sunday morning religion, but daily survival.

			Because I was misunderstood, I learned to trust God’s voice over the noise of the crowd. I learned to seek His validation instead of chasing approval from people who would never truly see me.

			My difference didn’t disqualify me. It qualified me for the work God has called me to do.

			FINDING IDENTITY BEYOND THE LABELS

			It took me years—decades, really—to stop letting other people’s labels define me. To stop internalizing the lies. To stop believing that the names they called me were who I actually was.

			Even now, at 27, I’m still unlearning some of those messages. Still peeling back layers of shame. Still learning to see myself the way God sees me.

			But here’s what I know for sure: My identity is not found in what people say about me. It’s found in what God says about me.

			He says I am loved. Chosen. Redeemed. Set apart. Equipped. Called. Anointed.

			He says I am His masterpiece, His workmanship, crafted with intention and care.

			He says the plans He has for me are good—plans to give me hope and a future, plans for me to prosper.

			Those are the truths I cling to now. Not the taunts of bullies. Not the curses of my mother. Not the judgment of strangers who never took the time to know my heart.

			If you’re reading this and you’ve been labeled, branded, written off—hear me: You are more than what they say about you. You are more than the worst thing anyone has ever called you. You are a child of the Most High God, created in His image, filled with His breath, destined for His glory.

			Don’t let anyone—anyone—convince you otherwise.

			As I write this now, I feel the weight of those words in a way I couldn’t as a child. Back then, I was just trying to survive. Now, I can see the architecture of God’s plan—how every piece of my pain was building toward something purposeful. That doesn’t make what I endured right or acceptable. But it does mean God wasted nothing.

			THE BRIDGE FORWARD

			Understanding that I was created with purpose was the first step. But knowing something intellectually and feeling it in your bones are two different things. The labels others put on me had done more than hurt my feelings—they had wounded my soul, shaped how I saw myself, and infected the way I moved through the world.

			And those labels? They didn’t just come from strangers and schoolmates. The deepest cuts came from the words spoken inside my own home, from the mouth of the woman who should have been my first defender.

			Words, I would learn, have power. And the wounds they create can last far longer than any physical scar.

			SCRIPTURE ANCHOR

			“For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.”

			— Ephesians 2:10 (NIV)

			KEY LESSON

			Being set apart is not a flaw—it’s a sign of divine assignment. Early feelings of isolation or misunderstanding cultivate resilience, perspective, and spiritual strength. Your individuality is a gift, and anchoring your identity in God’s truth transforms what once felt like weakness into a foundation for destiny. 

		

	
		
			REFLECTION MOMENT

			Pause here and consider: When have you felt “different” or misunderstood in your life? How did that experience shape you? In what ways might God have been using that distinction to prepare you for something only you could do? 

			Write down one way you can begin to see your uniqueness as a gift rather than a burden. 

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2 
WORDS THAT WOUND

			Words have power.

			They can build up or tear down. They can breathe life into a dying soul, or suck the breath right out of someone who’s already suffocating. They can heal wounds you can’t see, or create scars that never fully fade. 

			Growing up, words were weapons in my house. Sharp. Intentional. Designed to cut deep and leave lasting damage. And the person wielding those weapons most often wasn’t a stranger or a bully at school—it was my mother.

			The woman who gave me life became the woman who tried to destroy it with her words.

			THE FIRST VOICE THAT BROKE ME

			Children are supposed to hear certain things from their mothers. “I love you.” “I’m proud of you.” “You’re going to do great things.” Those words are supposed to lay a foundation—a sense of worth, of belonging, of safety. 

			I never heard those words. 

			Instead, I heard: “Mi hate yuh.” “Yuh disgusting.” “Yuh fi dead.” “Yuh sick mi.” 

			She said these things with such venom, such conviction, that, even as a child, I believed her. Why wouldn’t I? She was my mother. If she couldn’t love me, if she couldn’t see anything good in me, then maybe there really was nothing good to see. 

			The abuse started early. 

			I was still in primary school—maybe eight or nine years old—when it became clear that I occupied a different space in her world than my siblings did. They weren’t treated the way I was. They weren’t cursed at with the same frequency or intensity. They didn’t carry the weight of her anger, her disappointment, her rage the way I did. 

			I was the target. The scapegoat. The one she took everything out on. And it wasn’t just the words themselves—it was the way she said them: with her whole chest. Like she meant every syllable. Like she wanted to make sure I felt them, that they sank in deep, that they took root in my soul and poisoned everything good I might have believed about myself.

			You would think she was cursing one of her enemies, not her own child.

			I prayed every day to become 18 or older, so I could leave. 

			I remember one particular evening—I couldn’t have been more than ten—when she went on a rampage. I don’t even remember what triggered it. Maybe I’d done something wrong, or maybe I’d simply existed in a way that irritated her. But she tore into me with words that felt like physical blows.

			She told me, That she wished she’d never had me. That my very existence was a burden she shouldn’t have to carry.

			I stood there, frozen, tears streaming down my face, trying to make myself smaller, trying to disappear into the walls. My siblings watched from the doorway, silent, afraid to intervene. They’d learned early that stepping between her and her target only shifted the rage onto them.

			When she finally finished, she dismissed me with a wave of her hand, like I was nothing. Like I didn’t matter. Like my tears, my pain, and my breaking heart were just noise she didn’t want to hear. 

			I went outside and sat under a tree in the yard. The sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink—beautiful, indifferent to my suffering. And I remember thinking, Is this what my whole life is going to be? Is this all I’m worth?

			Now, looking back, I can see that moment as a crossroads. I could have let her words become my truth. I could have let them define the trajectory of my life. And for a long time, I did. But somewhere deep inside, a small voice was already whispering that her words weren’t the final authority on my life.

			MIDNIGHT MISSIONS AND MANUFACTURED SHAME

			The verbal abuse was constant, but it wasn’t the only way she showed me I didn’t matter.

			She would send me out late at night—sometimes as late as midnight—to go beg her friends for weed, alcohol, money or whatever she needed to feed her addictions. 

			I was just a child. I didn’t know how to say no. I didn’t know I could say no.

			So I went.

			I walked those dark roads alone, scared, crying, praying I wouldn’t get

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Does this align with what God says about me?

					Is this person speaking from a place of love, or from their own brokenness?

					Will believing these words move me closer to God’s purpose, or further from it?
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