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	To my beloved Grandmother, Georgia Vaughn, and my cousin, Joyce Vaughn-Burns. I cherish each memory we shared and miss you both dearly.

	 


NOTE TO THE READER

	 

	 

	If you have experienced disappointment in life and relationships, 

	If you have begun your journey with a pure heart and earnest expectations, only to discover that life rarely unfolds as we planned, 

	If you have felt you were caught in cycles of regret and despondency, convinced you’ve missed your chance at a happily ever after,

	I share my story with you.

	If you have needed someone relatable to connect with and draw encouragement from,

	If life hasn’t gone the way you dreamed—or isn’t unfolding the way you’re still dreaming—know that God has a way of causing all things to work together for our good. 

	He reminds us that His dream for us is far greater than anything we could ever imagine.

	My prayer is that, as you turn each page, you will find hope, peace with where you are, and renewed faith in your future.

	You are my reason.
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Introduction

	Jeremiah 29:11

	When I was a little girl, I dreamed of my “Prince Charming.” Like many girls from my generation, I imagined him sweeping me off my feet, making me his wife, and building a life where we would live happily ever after. In my daydreams, my home was always the most beautiful place, surrounded by a crisp white picket fence. There had to be a white picket fence, right? That fence wasn’t just decoration—it was my picture of safety, love, and protection.  

	I imagined coming home as an adult, walking up to the house, opening the gate, stepping onto the porch, and standing there admiring the beauty—the sun shining, the flowers blooming, and the trees swaying in the yard. That thought gave me such a warm, satisfying feeling.

	Behind the white picket fence was home. My house. My covering. My safe place. My sanctuary. The place where love would abide. A place where I could be free. 

	A place where I would raise my children, grow old with my husband, and take care of my family. The place where we would spend holidays, throw birthday parties, and, of course, have barbecues. My home. My life.

	By definition, a dream is a cherished aspiration, ambition, or ideal—a strongly desired goal or purpose—and this was mine. But where did I get this dream? Why was I so strongly drawn to marriage and family?

	Maybe I was influenced by the culture of the 1980s, where TV sitcoms were more family-centered. I’d watch shows like Family Matters, Growing Pains, Family Ties, and, of course, The Cosby Show. And then there were the magical influences of Cinderella and The Princess Bride. Maybe even a sprinkle of romance from General Hospital and Days of Our Lives, which I watched with my grandmother. I mean, who didn’t want to be Luke and Laura Spencer, or Bo and Hope Brady?

	Holding on to something like that comforted my inner being. This was the vision I had for my life. Whenever I thought of it, I felt warm and fuzzy inside. It made me smile. Have you ever felt that way about something? It’s what most people long for. It’s what most people strive to feel in their everyday lives.

	Everybody tells us to dream, but no one tells us that not all dreams come true—or that some dreams may turn into nightmares. No one tells you that you may have to let one dream die for another to live. And rarely is there any discussion about how other people can impact your dream.

	There is nothing wrong with having a dream for your life. I think everyone should. However, I want to help someone understand that there may come a time when you have to set aside a dream you have carried in your heart. Maybe you are in that place right now, struggling like I was—nurturing something that was destined to die simply because it was part of your dream. Or maybe you have already walked through it, and you know what it feels like to let go of something you desperately wanted.

	It may sound depressing, but as Scripture says, “Better is the end of a thing than the beginning thereof.” (Ecclesiastes 7:8, NLT) We must realize that even though we have dreams and ambitions for our lives, God also has something in mind for us. For God’s plan to live, our plans may have to die.

	We can make our own plans, but the Lord determines our steps. (Proverbs 16:9, NLT)

	In this book, I share some of the most precious, heartfelt stories, as well as some of the most challenging times in my life. Writing it has stretched me in ways I never imagined. It has pulled me out of my safe place of silence, broken down the walls I built to protect myself, and made me vulnerable again. For years, rumors circulated—speculations, guesses, and assumptions—and I was not allowed to respond. 

	God told me, “Not yet.” But now, at His instruction, I am inviting you into some of my most private thoughts and experiences. In them, you will see how the hand of God was at work in my life. You’ll see how He can turn your mess into a message, use your failures to cultivate greater faith, and show you that “He causes everything to work together for the good of those who love Him and are called according to His purpose.” (Romans 8:28, NLT)

	Trust me, after the process, you will awaken to something far greater than you could have ever dreamed on your own. Join me on this journey as I share my story—one that begins in the place where my love for God and the church first took root.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 01

	Where It All Began

	I loved the church. I loved God. And it all started when I was seven years old. My aunt started a church, and the first service was held in my parents’ home, in the basement. That moment sparked the beginning of my journey in the ministry of our Lord Jesus Christ. Ever since I can remember, ministry has been an important part of my life. Our lives revolved around it, and the church was always a priority. 

	In this day and age, it’s pretty uncommon to see a church begin in someone’s home or basement. Now, there are church launch services with strategic marketing plans, flyers, commercials—the whole nine. But back then, it was just our basement and the saints gathering together. There was something special about it—the people, my pastor, the way she preached, the choir, the charismatic atmosphere. It was amazing, and I was intrigued.

	The church atmosphere back then had a familiarity that I couldn’t quite articulate, but I know it was the presence of the Lord.

	 When His presence filled the room, I didn't always understand what was happening, but there was something in me that connected with the Holy Spirit. It was as if we'd known each other before—I knew Him. 

	Without the accurate dialect or the knowledge of a theologian, I had made a connection with the Creator, the God of the church. This felt like home.

	───── ✝✝✝ ─────

	We didn't stay in the basement long. Within a few months, we moved to a storefront church at 1122 W. North Avenue. The church membership began to increase rapidly.

	On the walls hung the Church Covenant and the Lord’s Prayer. The Church Covenant began like this: 

	Having been led, as we believe, by the Spirit of God to receive the Lord Jesus Christ as our Savior, and on the profession of our faith, having been baptized in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, we now in the presence of God, angels, and this assembly, most solemnly and joyfully enter into the covenant with one another as one body in Christ.

	We recited this out loud every Sunday, and even though it has been well over 30 years, I can still quote many parts of it verbatim.

	Every Saturday was dedicated to church preparations. Meetings were held, the choir practiced, and on some Saturdays, the church mothers and some of the women would gather in the kitchen to fry chicken or fish dinners to sell. That’s how we raised extra money for the church. This was in the early 1980s—times were different then, and this was what serving in ministry looked like for us. We didn’t have a lot of money or people, but we had a heart to serve.

	───── ✝✝✝ ─────

	Back then, days were busy and lively! The sizzling sound of the chicken and fish frying, with the occasional popping of grease, filled the air. The smell of Southern-fried cuisine drifted into the sanctuary—along with a bit of smoke. Sounds of chattering and laughter were what you’d hear coming through the door. 

	My grandmother would be fussing and cracking jokes at the same time. She’d be cooking while others were preparing plates, putting the food into those white Styrofoam to-go boxes. Then the deacons of the church would sit and eat while they waited for the plates to be ready so they could deliver them.

	It was my distinct pleasure to prepare the candy bags for these dinners. I would stuff as much candy as I could fit into them because I wanted to do a good job. Someone would eventually tell me, “That’s too much. Take some out.” And I’d think to myself, Why? To me, more seemed better.

	It was disappointing because I thought I was doing something good. But I went on and did what they said, took some out, and that’s when I saw it was actually easier to close the bags.

	So, it wasn’t that more wasn’t better—it was that sometimes less is better, depending on what the container can hold to be secured properly.

	How many times have you thought to yourself, If I could have a little more time, or get a little more money, then I’ll be satisfied? The world we live in depicts “more” as better—more money, more house, more cars, more jewelry, more clothes, more love, more fame, or even more social media followers. We strive to get more of everything except God. We think once we are saved, that’s it. But there is more to God than Him giving us His Son, Jesus, for salvation. 

	We could spend our entire lives learning about Him and still die without having experienced all there is to know of Him.

	In our limited time on earth, how could we possibly grasp the complexities of a God who spoke and the world came into being? A God whose very presence was too powerful for man to look upon. A God who said, “For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways” (Isaiah 55:8, NIV). A God who is eternity. It will take eternity itself for any human to fully know Him—and the more we know of Him, the more we learn about ourselves.

	So, although I still desire nice things—a multi-generational home where I can care for my aging parents and have all my bills paid—more than this, I desire God. My prayer has become, “Lord, increase my capacity for You. Make room in me to handle more of You.” I must decrease so that He can increase. More of Him and less of me. Because for us to truly grow in the things of God, we must realize, as Paul said in Romans 7:18 (KJV): “For I know that in me (that is, in my flesh) dwelleth no good thing.” As long as we tend to the flesh more than we do the Spirit of God, we are going to be in a constant battle—going back and forth between God’s way and our way.

	───── ✝✝✝ ─────

	Consider Galatians 5:17-18 (NLT): 

	The sinful nature wants to do evil, which is just the opposite of what the Spirit wants. And the Spirit gives us desires that are the opposite of what the sinful nature desires. These two are constantly fighting each other, so you are not free to carry out your good intentions.

	───── ✝✝✝ ─────

	Complete surrender to God is what He wants from us—not just half of us, because the half we usually give is the part that follows the path of least resistance. When we fully surrender, then He can fully be God in our lives and show us more than we could ever imagine. 

	Now unto Him who is able to do exceedingly, abundantly above all that we ask or think, according to the power that works in us. (Ephesians 3:20, KJV)

	───── ✝✝✝ ─────

	Music became a part of my life when I was 12 years old. Because I spent so much time at the church, playing around on the instruments was entertaining. 

	I can't believe I’m admitting this, but back then, we didn’t have cell phones or tablets to play with. The piano was so beautiful—it almost felt as though it was calling to me, saying, “Come play me.”

	This piano was a bright white Kawai baby grand—stunning. Hitting a few keys here and there wasn
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