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INTRODUCTION

	There are defining times in our lives where one must stand up for themselves. Become who you are. Become truth. Stand tall with your shoulders back, your head held high and your heart courageous. Choose a path of the most resistance. Stare fear and trauma right in the face. Choose the less traveled road, the unpredictable path. This is a place of self acceptance, self love, God’s love and God’s truth. Sounds great, right? But not as easy as it might seem. The path to truth is a narrow one and only few find it and is willing to take the journey. Instead we settle for the norm, the mundane, the popular and the comfortable lie. I know this to be true because I too have been on that path for many years until I became a  stranger to myself. But one day my heart could no longer handle the weight of pretense and now it was time to become familiar with the brave me, the unique me, the true me and discover the warrior I was becoming as an adult.

	I was eleven years old, living in Kingston, Jamaica. One hot afternoon, on my way home from school with friends, Trevor Harris snuck up behind me and lifted my uniform. Suddenly, everyone in the street saw the frilly pink American underwear my Aunt Cherry had carefully sent me from the United States. The other kids laughed and teased, but to me, it was nothing short of humiliating. My face burned, my stomach tightened, and I felt completely exposed. Without thinking, I turned to Trevor, clenched my fists, and confronted him. I wouldn’t let him disrespect me that way. That day, I stood up for myself and I felt a spark of courage I would never forget.

	With his shirt torn, a black eye and feeling embarrassed by all his friends, Trevor went running home, crying to his mother. The rude boys standing in front of  Mr. Chin’s shop laughed and congratulated me for giving Trevor an ass whipping. The girls from my school who were also walking home looked on, surprised as if they had never seen a girl stand up for herself like that.

	That afternoon, Trevor and his mother made a visit to our house complaining about the pain in his eye and we were going to have to pay for his medical bill. Grandma was furious and demanded that I apologize immediately.  I remember standing there thinking Desmond was in the wrong and owed me an apology. “No”, I said. My grandmother stood there stunned, “Jozanne, you are not being nice. Tell Desmond and his mother sorry for what you did.”

	Needles to say, that night, I got a good beating for not apologizing. It was really the first time standing up for myself and one of the most truthful moments in my life. It was empowering. I felt strong. I felt human. I felt protected. I felt respected! I felt like the girl I was created to be. Take no mess from anyone. Come to me correct or don’t come for me at all. Or else I will come for you. I was not born to sit in a corner, curl up and cry. I am the girl that carries a light and a sword. I was knitted in my mother’s womb a different breed. Not defined by my vagina, pink dresses, ribbons and fluffy dresses. I entered my mother’s womb through violence and in some uncanny way, that violence created exactly who I needed to become in this world. A Warrior. A beast with many sides, eyes and heart for the trials I encountered as I grew up in the world. 

	Hearing my grandmother requesting an apology went against everything in my soul. Am I saying little girls should beat up boys or am I promoting violence instead of communication?  Absolutely not. Understanding some people need more than verbal communication. Some people need a little tap that ass effect to remind them yes, God exists and you can’t just walk down the street and lift up a girl’s skirt to shame her for laughs. I was only eleven but I was determined that you will not traumatize me, you will not start the journey of shame through my adult life and you will not make me feel like I am helpless because I am a girl.  

	That night I took my whooping like a boss and went to bed. My sleep was sweet and I felt safe in the world that was getting ready to test my identity and rock the hell out of me. My grandmother did not understand why I had such an edge to me. One minute I was so sweet and other times, anger exploded from me. Not because I had anger issues, but more because I hated injustice of any kind. I did not like to see people being taken advantage of. The American televangelist, author and pastor,  Mike Murdock, said “ The thing you hate the most is what God is calling you to change.” Well, I hated oppression, abuse, corruption and discrimination. The world seemed dishonest about everything. I grew up in a household where everyone lied about everything. And the more I stepped out of my own environment, the more I realized the world was the matrix. Everyone lied about everything because most times people believed saying nice things resolved huge issues. No one wants to ruffle feathers in fear of being labeled unkind or rude. But constantly telling people what they want to hear, without requiring accountability or growth, stunts healing and destroys the possibility of real, authentic relationships.

	We live in a world that prefers the illusion than the truth. Fantasy over reality. Majority of times we vacillate between the position of truth and pretense. We spend most times pacifying and enabling unhealthy behaviors and relationships thinking it will be the elixir, but most times it’s the deadly weapon to our soul and destiny. Living a life of pretense is the death of ever truly discovering who you really are. But nice girls don’t get the mission accomplish, bold women do. I am not saying to go around and be obnoxious to everyone. What I am urging is this: do not move through life perpetually apologizing for the very essence of who you are, for the life you were created to live and for your relationship with God. To live in constant contrition for your being is to betray your own soul. There is power, there is freedom, in claiming yourself fully without excuse, without shame, without compromise.

	From the moment we were born, we were trained to apologize. We learned early that to stand up for ourselves, to claim our own space, was dangerous and not to mention if you are a black woman. We tend to apologize often, just to make sure we have not offended anyone. If another child hurt us and we fought back, we were told to say sorry, as if defending our bodies or our feelings was a sin. We were instructed to be “nice,” to smile over discomfort, to silence our displeasure. In doing so, we were molded to please, to be acceptable, to fit neatly into the expectations of family and society. And in this conditioning, we learned that truth, our own power, was always secondary to the comfort of others.

	So, I won’t waste your precious time. Let’s get straight to it. I wrote this book because, as a woman, a Black woman and a woman of faith, I know the world often expects us to stay in the background in aprons, baking cookies, hosting prayer meetings, bearing children, quietly serving our husbands and carry the word on our shoulders. And there is nothing wrong with that. But for many of us, myself included, our hearts burn for more. We want to shake up the world, to make a difference, to step fully into the life we were created to live. This book is not an attempt to sum up the Christian faith. It is a reflection of my faith, my journey and my personal walk with God during a specific season of my life. My hope is that anyone who reads these pages will find resonance, recognition, and perhaps answers to what I call “Nice Christian Girl Syndrome.” The cure, I have learned begins with a single, powerful resolve: not everyone needs to like you. You don’t need to fit in. You are not everyone cup of tea. Some people love chamomile, some are green tea lovers and some are just dandelion root. Each tea meant for a specific purpose.  

	I am a bit of all three. The next day at school, I walked with my head held high. The little boys, the so-called “gangsters” who sat on the neighbor’s walls out of boredom nodded in respect, because they knew I was not a girl to be trifled with. My girlfriends drew closer to me, sensing, in some unspoken way, that being female did not make them weak, voiceless, or lesser. This is the power of speaking up: it becomes a ripple, a domino effect. When one person claims their voice, others find the courage to claim theirs as well to love themselves fully, without shame, without apology and without fear of judgment.
	
	From that day on, Trevor never looked my way again and never dared to lift another girl’s skirt. Someone had to teach him that violating a young woman’s body without her consent is assault. This lesson mattered because boys like Trevor grow into men, and if left unchallenged, they might believe that lifting a grown woman’s skirt without permission is harmless, an attitude that perpetuates a culture of disrespect and entitlement. This behavior is woven into the fabric of society and yes, even within the church. Too often, spiritual leaders misuse their authority, wounding the very young men and women entrusted to their care.
	
	If I had one issue with the church, it would be the word nice. We have diluted the good news with false comfort, and in doing so, we hold no one accountable. Accountability is not only for the church, it is for the world at large. Our culture of tolerance has bred a generation that believes majority agreement equals truth, that trending ideas demand loyalty even when they conflict with personal conviction. What this has produced are people who no longer think for themselves, robots who value acceptance over individuality.I was a ‘Nice Girl’ for a very long time, leaving no real mark because niceness never delivers. The false comfort of passivity and people-pleasing left me sickened by my own desperate need to be liked, accepted, and included, not for who I was created to be, but for the image others demanded of me.
	
	From childhood, I knew I was different. My view of the world was peculiar, shaped by questions that never rested, by a mind that sought meaning in everything. The adults called me “an old soul,” and the other children grew impatient with my grown-up conversations. I was a misfit, set apart not by defiance, but by curiosity, by the refusal to settle for what everyone else accepted without question. This book is for the misfits, the ones who are tired of caring too much. For the over-righteous, the timid, the women who say yes when their hearts scream no. For those who live in the shadows of themselves, waiting to step into their own power, to claim their dreams, their voice, their truth.

	I Am Not A Nice Christian Girl is for a generation of women who have felt trapped in a religious system that only values self-devaluation as proof of piety. This is for the anointed soldiers who have died quietly in cages built of expectations, dogma, and rigid theology. For the voiceless women who nod “yes” when they mean “no,” afraid to confront because confrontation is deemed masculine, because their anger, their voice and their thoughts seem to have no place within notions of female gentleness and beauty. I am that woman who will wear a sexy dress, paint her lips, curl her hair, and find the perfect heels. And I am also the woman who will put on fatigues, carry a weapon, and go into battle if necessary. I am whole. I am unapologetic. I am both soft and fierce, gentle and formidable, and I refuse to be anything less.

	This book is my public address to the girls who feel the fluidity of life, who know the stirrings of their own truth, but have never been given the space to speak it. It is unapologetic, honest, and a little feisty. This is not a book for the faint of heart, or for those who believe that forgiveness means tolerating abuse, disrespect, or being used as a stepping stone to someone else’s sense of godliness. Get your minds right. This book is meant to free you from people-pleasing, from addiction to compliments, from living a life that is unbalanced, tethered to the approval of others rather than the truth of who you are. It is a call to reclaim your power, to live with integrity, and to honor yourself without apology.
 
	The trend today tells us everyone should have a voice just as long as it does not disrupt, disagree, or challenge anyone else. Be nice. Be pleasant. Be accessible. Be kind. Be everything except honest. So let us examine where this obsession with being nice comes from. Can you remember when you first chose niceness over truth? For me, it began in kindergarten. No one wanted to play with the girl who said “no,” who was a little sharp, a little edgy. We shunned her bravery, her boldness, and celebrated instead the nice girls, the ones who told us exactly what we wanted to hear. These pages contain some of my thoughts and lessons learned walking as a woman of faith. Some of them are not nice at all. No holds barred. No fluff. Here is  some part of me that may seem the opposite of nice but it is definitely necessary for the situations. Necessary for changing the narrative of the old way where women become unnecessary martyrs for their children, husbands, careers and relatives. 

	And the only way to freedom is to put to death the habit of people-pleasing. People-pleasers live unbalanced lives. They never reach self-realization because they are too busy tending to the happiness of everyone else. They are consumed by the cares of the world, neglecting the one thing they were called to become. Their spirit drifts in the distance, lost in chaos and noise. They fret more over whom they may have offended than over whom they are called to heal. They are more concerned with avoiding becoming someone else’s cautionary tale than surrendering to the call to seek truth.
	Being a Nice Christian Girl has been a virus, eating away at us, leaving many of us trapped in toxic relationships and addicted to the constant need to be Yet that disposition will only carry you far enough to understand this: every time you betray yourself, the path you follow leads only to dark, dead ends. Betraying yourself will leave you empty, grieving you were meant to be. This book was born from spiritual exhaustion, not perfection. It is for the women who have played the “good girl” game and lost themselves in the process, sacrificing their own desires to make everyone else comfortable and taken care of. For the women praised for their silence while privately aching behind closed doors. This book is for the holy and hidden, the gifted yet gagged, the anointed yet afraid. It is for the women who are ready to reclaim themselves, their voice, their power and live fully in the freedom of truth.
	
	So many women around the world have bought into the lie of “Nice Christian Girl Syndrome.” She is well-behaved, agreeable, spiritually muted, and praised for her performance. Religion has taught her to hide, to shrink, to smile through her brokenness. But understand this: nice does not mean holy, healed, or whole. Most times we are ‘nice’ because we are afraid. And other times because we thought God required it.So we stay nice all the while dying inside.

	This is not a self-help book. This is a revelation of the soul. Call it what it is: a book of deliverance, confrontation, awakening, and healing. You will not finish these pages untouched. I pray that something inside you will shift. It is time to break the illusion. We are not here to be better behaved, we are here to be fully alive. I am not writing this for the perfect Christian girl because she does not exist. She does not exist in the church, in a monastery, a convent, on the mission field or as a yogi on some mountain doing downward dog. This is for the woman who simply loves God, yet wrestles with shame, rage, boundaries, lust, confusion, and exhaustion. This is for the woman who is tired of checking all the boxes and still feeling empty. This is for the woman who is courageous to walk out life, embrace her struggles, willing to fall on her face and get back up agin because she knows who is ultimately in control. She trust her path and in full surrender to the story God wants to tell about her life while she breathes here on earth. 

	I know too well, because I am her. I’ve made more mistakes than I can count, and at times I doubted whether grace was strong enough to cover my sins. But God kept reminding me that I am His daughter—and nothing can ever change that. My failures, and the shame they carried, drove me to hide behind my ‘Nice Christian Girl’ syndrome for many years. I just wanted to be seen as ‘good,’ to be associated with both goodness and God. So I tried to be nice to everyone, but it only left me exhausted and out of alignment with who I truly was. 

	After much exhaustion, I finally realized: I am not anyone’s savior. I am your sister. I am not a guru just because I chose to walk a spiritual path. I am a woman who has walked through fire. And if we’re honest, Christian girls and women of faith still struggle. We cry behind closed doors. We carry buried anger. We wrestle with sexual desire. Many who proclaim celibacy secretly battle porn addiction—and yes, porn consumption spikes at hotels during Christian conferences. The truth is, we need God every single day to realign us, to hold us together, to help us live rightly. That is why this book matters. It is written from both the ashes and the altar.

	In I Am Not A Nice Christian Girl, there is no fluff, no filters, no performative religion. Each chapter confronts lies, breaks chains, tells the truth, and calls you higher in God, not in religion. Consider this your permission slip: to take up space, to be soft and strong, bold and bruised, to cry ugly tears, to say “no” without explanation. This book is an invitation to release the version of yourself they scripted and to step fully, unapologetically, into the alignment of who you were created to be.

	Some might call this book rebellion. I see it as a rising back to truth. I am not here to rebel against God, but the goal is to reveal so people can heal and find their joy again. This is a revolt against religious performance, false doctrines, churches, teachers, prophets and false expectations from the world that Christian Girls are suppose to be perfect.

	Girl, this is a return to real power, real presence, and real freedom. You don’t need a new personality, you need your true identity to take center stage without asking for permission. Authenticity is essential to becoming all God has called us to be. And the only way to fully manifest this powerful identity is to shed the ‘nice’ cloak that was designed to erase your footprints from the earth. 

	In a nutshell, I wrote this book for the woman who’s been told to hush, to smile more, to shrink herself, to keep the peace even when it costs her purpose. I wrote it for the one who has quietly carried fire in her bones but has been labeled too emotional, too angry, too intimidating and too much. I wrote it for the one who was trained in performance but never taught how to own her power and stand in the truth that she was more than a conqueror.

	This is not a guide book for behaving better. This is a war cry for the mislead, the mislabeled, the underestimated daughters of Zion who were taught to be good at the expense of being whole. You will not find permission here to be petty but you will find divine clearance to be powerful. You will not be called to rebellion but you will be called into righteous resistance against everything that has tried to silence the kingdom within you.
	You are not here to fit in. You are not here to blend. You are here to break generational patterns and burn religious scripts. You are the revival they’ve been praying for. You are the disruption hell has feared.This book is not a gentle nudge. It is a spiritual jailbreak. Each chapter is a mirror, a match, and a mantle. You will not walk away untouched. You will not finish it the same way you entered these pages.
	Because what I am inviting you into is not comfort, it’s confrontation, so get  ready. Confrontation with the lies you’ve believed about yourself. Confrontation with the masks you’ve worn to be accepted. Confrontation with the silent agreements you made with fear, shame, and smallness. If you let these words work on you, they will strip you of what is counterfeit and ignite what is eternal. I want that for every woman.
	And when the fire settles, you will find yourself standing taller, speaking louder, loving deeper, and walking freer. This is not about becoming a “better version” of the nice Christian girl. No, this is about burying her, once and for all, and resurrecting the warrior, the queen, the prophet, the woman of fire God always intended you to be.
	Welcome to your awakening. Welcome to the fire. Welcome to the unlearning. Welcome to the holy uprising. This is your permission slip to stop shrinking. It is time to recover your roar. It is time to step into the unapologetic power of a woman who knows who she is, who she belongs to, and what she carries. Now turn the page, take this journey to putting her to death. Let the warrior rise. The world has waited long enough.
	Please use this  book for journaling, reflection, and discovery. It will help you uncover why you became the “Nice Christian Girl”,  the one who said yes when you meant no, who hid your fire to make others comfortable, who silenced your voice to keep the peace. Here, you will face the patterns, the lies, and the inherited expectations that have kept you small. But this is not just about uncovering the past. It is about stepping into your God-given calling as a whole, courageous, and Godly woman. Each chapter contains prompts, declarations, and exercises to help you reclaim your identity, confront your fears, and walk boldly in alignment with heaven’s design. This is a spiritual awakening, a call to freedom, and a guide to be unapologetically, authentically, and powerfully.

Altar Call to the Younger You
God, I bring the little girl inside of me to You.
The one who learned to be small.
The one who confused approval with love.
The one who thought being good meant being silent.
God, I bring the little girl inside of me to You.
The one who hid from her calling
The one who thought her words didn’t matter
The one who sought after prophets rather prophesying.
God, I bring the little girl inside of me to You.
I release her now. Use her for your glory
I give her permission to laugh, cry, shout and be free
She is at her best, not lost but found.
And from this day forward, she will be led by truth, not fear.
In Jesus’ name. Amen.












CHAPTER ONE

YOU NICE LITTLE GIRL
	
	How do I even begin this book? Honestly, I'd love to offer you a compelling introduction that grabs your attention right away. But the truth is, I’m not here to write a polished book filled with pretty words and catchy phrases. If you stumble upon any wisdom or clever insights along the way, it’s  mixture of being purely accidental and very intentional for your healing.

	From a young age, growing up in a disjointed and dysfunctional home, I learned that my only weapon of survival in this world was to be nice to everyone. If I was nice and did whatever was asked of me, things would go smoothly. But by the time I turned 10, I found myself having to stand up to my family and expose my father for molesting me. Speaking that truth came at a cost. I was shipped back to Jamaica like defective goods, leaving me heartbroken and estranged from my loved ones. As I sat on that plane, I couldn’t help but wonder if keeping my mouth shut would have spared me this shame and loneliness. I remember my grandmother looking me into the face very displeased and said, “ Why don’t you know how to keep your mouth shut,”  she said. “Don’t let your mouth get you in trouble. Yes, trust me, your performance began before you knew there was one. You were rewarded for obedience and punished for resistance. How many can testify to that? I learned quickly being “good” earned love, being “real” risked rejection and hate. In that moment I wasn’t taught to be honest, I was taught to be liked. And that  lesson became one long marathon of people taking advantage of me without me speaking up for myself. 

	Rejection and abandonment frequently shadow the brave act of unveiling your authentic self. The path of self-assertion is rarely kind, requiring both courage and tenacity to navigate its rugged terrain. Yet, for children, the burden is immeasurably heavier, as they grapple with the searing pain inflicted by those they cherish most, especially when the wound is dealt by the loving hands of family. The struggle to release that hurt often lingers, embedding itself deeply within the tender heart, making the journey to self-discovery both arduous and profound.

	I am intimately acquainted with this struggle. The repercussions of rejection and abandonment steered me onto a path where I meticulously crafted a buffet of agreeable behaviors and responses, all in a desperate bid to be accepted and loved by people, even those for whom I held little genuine affection. It mattered not if someone hurt me; I had become disconnected from my own voice, silenced by the fear of how others perceived me. The relentless pursuit of maintaining my image as the 'nice girl' usurped my ability to be forthright and honest about my feelings, particularly when wounded by another. Yet, through this journey, I have come to understand that God's call is not for superficial niceness but for authentic goodness, a calling that is led by the Spirit is a concept that I will elucidate as we continue. You see, NICE wasn’t about kindness, it was about survival. Being “nice kept you safe in unpredictable homes, schools and churches. We end up becoming a master of reading rooms rather than reading ourselves. That simply act of my grandmother’s displeasure taught me not to have boundaries, but how to disappear without leaving a room. 
	
	Politeness was prioritized over protection. We were told to be respectful , even when we were uncomfortable. My instincts were ignored and my “no’s” were dismissed. Only silenced were praised. As children we were taught manners before I was taught how to feel safe and confident about who I was becoming. Although my grandmother wanted me to be excellent, I was praised for being quiet during difficult situations. Real issues were dismissed and laughed off. Being articulate and assertive made you sassy and being passionate made you too much to handle. Girl, you weren’t too much , you were too real for a room built to contain you. My parents wanted me to be a reflection of them. They had been raised under oppressive principles, and deep down, accepting my voice would have forced them to confront their own oppression, something they were neither ready to face nor release. It’s striking how hard it can be to admit, I’ve been wrong all these years. Instead, we perpetuate the lie, and in doing so, we continue the generational cycles of brokenness and silence. We walk around invisible to the world because no one knows who we are truly.
	
	Many parents raise children not based on freedom, but on what they were taught by their own parents and forefathers. Often, it’s not about you it’s also can be about their unresolved wounds. Oppression can be inherited just like DNA. Family unknowingly pass down oppressive mindset, cultural scripts and silencing patterns to cope, survive and live in a world that seems hostile to them. If these go unchallenged, they become the ‘normal’. It’s always easier to repeat patterns than to repent. For people of color especially, this also goes all the way back to our ancestors who could not speak or else they would be beaten and lynched. Blacks died for just looking into the face of white people and we don’t think that has an effect on how we show up in the world? Of course it does. 

	Generational silence is a cage and families often keep peace by suppressing truth. So that when we resist their rules, it feels to them like rejection. But we are not dishonoring them, we are unbinding ourselves from what has kept us in bondage. 

	NICE will always train you to abandon yourself, your inheritance and your joy. You learned to suppress anger, deny pain, and avoid conflict just so you can be accepted by our peers. We end up making other people comfortable, while we disappear inside. But giving up truth will only give you an illusion of peace. We mistook being liked for being loved. But love and liberation can co-exist all at the same time. We can honor others and still say we will not repeat their chains. That is why at the age of ten I made up in and that I would never be in a toxic relationship with a man, married our not. I saw my grandmother tolerate being cussed out, slapped and I watched her defended my grand-father because she was too afraid to be on her own. Love does not mean compliance with oppression. We have been taught by parents, churches and school to hustle for affirmation, shrink for approval, and attach identity to performance to be loved.

	 Being liked became my drug. And I overdosed on self-betrayal several times. When the COVID-19 pandemic struck, it forced me to confront my life with unflinching honesty and reevaluate the circle of friends I had surrounded myself with. The stark truth became undeniable: the life I was leading and the person God had destined me to be were light-years apart. In that sobering moment, I realized I had become my own greatest betrayer, a Judas to my own soul. The path I was treading became a relentless descent into self-destruction. I was far removed from the vibrant life I worked for. All the spiritual investment I had put in myself  was dwindling away by matters o the heart. I longed to feel truly alive again, to inhabit my body fully, to laugh without restraint, to traverse the world, ignite passions, and leave an indelible mark upon the earth.  I had made so many sacrifices to become the the person I was. 

	Yet, I eventually found myself trapped in a marriage that had long ceased to serve any meaningful purpose. What I am about to share in the following pages may seem radically selfish to others, impatient, or even unloving, but I ask you to understand that while all shoes might appear similar, each is worn and experienced differently. 

	I walked away from a marriage that over time, siphoned the very life out of me. My departure wasn’t born from a lack of love but quite the opposite. I left because I loved too deeply, holding on to the potential of what we could become as a couple. But potential can be a dangerous illusion; it is far too easy to fall in love with what might be, instead of facing what is being shown to you in the present moment. So many people see red flags in relationships and still stay because they  feel the nicer they are to that person, the more long suffering they become, means the other person will rise to the occasion. As a result, I was exhausted by every teaching, every principle in the ‘Good Book,’ trying to repair the marriage, mend myself, and transform the other person. But nothing bore fruit. My desire to be a perfect wife became so consuming that I lost sight of the woman God created me to be.
	Even when I felt utterly invisible to him, my heart remained steadfast. And then, I was faced with the most agonizing decision of my life: to break a vow I cherished deeply. One of the most profound revelations I had to embrace was the truth that you cannot fix someone who is unwilling to change for themselves, even God grants us the power of choice. And despite the idealistic narratives taught at women’s conferences that a wife is somehow invincible, I learned, sometimes painfully, that I am not only invincible but also fragile, delicate, and in dire need of nurturing within the sacred bond of marriage as well. And although the church or society screams equality, equality is still quiet foreign in most marriages.

	Traditionally, many women find themselves burdened by an exhausting list of tasks, falsely deemed prerequisites for femininity or womanhood. The relentless cycle of cooking, working, tending to her man, the children, the home, and her love life all under the weight of an expectation that she can somehow shape him into the man God intended him to be, rather than simply loving him. I, too, once believed that loving someone with all my heart could make everything right. How wrong was I. The question becomes, does your partner love themself?

	I poured myself into being selfless and devoted, convinced this was the path God wanted me to walk. I gave my love, my energy, my entire being, believing that if I stayed faithful and steadfast my marriage would work. But the hardest truth, the one we all eventually face is that people change only on their own terms. No one carries the weight of another’s choices. We may inspire, we may guide, but we are never accountable for the paths others take, even in a marriage.
	I was young, full of fire, determined to become everything I was meant to be. I wanted to love fiercely and run a good race with a man I adored and honored. We were Black, talented, vibrant and a pair brimming with potential. But there was one secret he kept from me, one truth that would shape everything: he was an alcoholic. We got married in front of God and man, with a little secret that one day would be the death of us. That hidden reality became the shadow over my devotion, the silent force that no amount of love or effort could fix.
	Five years into our marriage, he took his first drink and it quickly became a bottle a day, each sip stealing the life from the dreams we had built together. Cirrhosis of the liver became the silent consequence, while I watched the man I loved drown in the very thing I could not compete with. I remember the way he looked at me in the beginning, the light in his eyes, the way he courted me, the plans we sketched for our future, the laughter and hope we shared. But all of that was buried, glass by glass, in the shadow of his addiction. And one day, with a clarity that cut deeper than any knife, I realized the truth: it was never going to happen. We were going in two different directions. 

	One day, as I sat on the couch that had become my bed for the past three years, a stark realization settled over me: I had not been happy for years. I had been the ‘Nice Christian Girl’ in my marriage, silent when hurt, disrespected, and taken for granted. That year, my word was HONESTY, and like a relentless roll call, it demanded my attention, refusing to be ignored. In that quiet moment, without fanfare, I packed a few belongings and checked into a hotel for the weekend. I was confronted with a pivotal choice: remain another year as the long-suffering wife everyone would praise, she endured, she loved, she embodied the Proverbs 31 ideal, a model Christian or finally walk away and claim my own life.
	
I walked away, and it didn’t feel nice. For centuries, women have been conditioned to give everything for love, while men have been molded to be saviors and protectors at all costs. Both expectations are unfair. But what happens when one is broken? What happens when neither can fulfill these roles, when the very foundations of those expectations crumble beneath the weight of reality? What happens when one does not want to do the work to fix it? 

	The pressure to conform to societal roles can be both overwhelming and destructive, especially without discernment and external support. While these roles may hold certain merits, they become meaningless if they strip you of your essence and most of mine was already lost. I had consumed myself into an extra sixty pounds, dragging through days exhausted, preferring the anonymity of wandering the streets to the suffocating confines of my own home. I operated on minimal sleep, endured spasms that wracked my body, suffered through brain fog, loathed intimacy, and felt my vitality slip away. 

	I had sacrificed myself on the altar of someone else’s needs, only to find a death of spirit that God never required. A burden imposed not by the Divine but by the weight of religious expectations. God cherishes sacrifices born from a joyful heart, not those offered out of mere obligation and manipulation. I felt undeserving of true love, a love I had only known through myself and God. I'm not speaking of perfect love because that belongs to God alone but of a genuine, meaningful love that resonates deeply. We often manipulate words like 'love,' 'nice,' 'God,' 'Christian,' 'girl,' and 'man' to suit our own agendas. Yet, I believe everyone deserves at least one experience of true, good love. But that’s a story for another time. The real question that lingers is why it took me so long to arrive at this realization.

	The culprit was masquerading under the word NICE. I endured pain in the name of niceness. I allowed myself to be neglected for years just to keep the peace. And whenever I spoke up, he accused me of not embracing my femininity because in his ideology, a woman was someone who never challenged a man. He subscribed to the same belief many men do: look pretty and shut up. But the pretty, pleasant package is a trap. As women, we were dressed or undressed to be looked at, not listened to. We were expected to behave, not be bold. Our beauty was celebrated, but our voices were feared. Most men were raised to see women in the background, rather than as true partners. My constant admonishment for him to stop drinking or else he would get sick was looked at as nagging rather than wisdom wrapped in love.

	I felt pressured to conform to the misogynistic ideal that women should be docile, gentle, humble, soft, and invisible. I wore the label ‘Christian’ like a medal of honor on life’s battlefields. But it’s vital to recognize the difference between following God’s will and chasing our own desires under the guise of serving Him.

	But was I truly winning battles in the midst of the lies and secrets that pervaded my marriage? It didn’t feel that way. Instead, I felt defeated, broken, and unloved. It’s like Jesus on the cross. He hung there for a moment and lay in the grave for just three days, but He didn’t stay there forever. Yet, so often, we try to linger on our own crosses, clinging to our grave clothes, fearing the judgment of others and even God. But God allows us to face these trials not to break us, but to help us grow and to reveal His presence through us. As Jeremiah 29:11 reminds us, 'For I know the plans I have for you,' declares the Lord, 'plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you a future and a hope.' We must understand that every cross comes with the promise of resurrection. Too often, as women, we make ourselves casualties of a broken system, sacrificing our true selves in a futile attempt to win the hearts of our spouses, only to blame them in the end for not showing up for us, when in truth we hid our needs and pretended to be who they wanted. However when one person decides to heal, it disrupts the system. Everyone has to either confront their brokenness or resist your transformation

	If anyone were to ask me, I would readily say I grew up in a Christian home. This meant attending church every Sunday, praying to God, and believing in the sacrifice of Jesus for my sins. Yet, beneath the surface of this outward Christian facade, my grandfather struggled with alcoholism, and my grandmother, though spirited and resilient, remained trapped in a verbally abusive marriage with a man who failed to love her as she longed to be loved. Each morning, before the break of dawn, my grandmother knelt in prayer, seeking God’s intervention, and I found myself questioning why God wasn’t transforming her situation. What was God communicating to her during those moments of earnest supplication? Was He urging her to leave her troubled marriage, or was she failing to hear His call? Often in prayer, we anticipate hearing what we believe God should say, yet His thoughts and ways are far beyond our own. As the heavens surpass the earth in height, so do His ways exceed ours. While God was present in our home, so too was the devil. The devil prefers tidy, seemingly serene places where he can conceal his malevolence in the shadows. He revels in 'nice' people because he is a liar, and the truth is not found in him. 

	Everyone seemed intent on maintaining a facade of niceness, evading the glaring reality that we were all profoundly broken and in desperate need of change. Smith’s struggle with alcoholism needed confronting, and my grandmother’s situation demanded a decisive shift. What value does faith hold if it doesn’t compel us to act? As the adage goes, 'Faith without works is dead.' Faith is not about passively standing by, waiting for divine intervention; it calls for us to be active participants and engaging thoughtfully, wrestling with God, collaborating with Him, actively seeking solutions, knocking on doors, and probing for answers. We must be ready to receive and confront the honest truth from God. God is less concerned with our emotional comfort and more focused on revealing the truth so we can discern His will and direction for our lives. This is why merely being 'nice' is insufficient. Niceness often translates to passivity and timidity, leaving us to live only a fraction of our true purpose and missing out on a full, meaningful life.

	Nice people often maintain a facade of calm, even as a tempest of turmoil rages within their lives. At a young age, I learned that being 'Christian' was equated with being nice and embodying politeness, avoiding conflict, and striving for peace. While these principles have their merit, their expression must be both authentic and genuinely good. Too frequently, we compile lists of good deeds to win others’ favor, hearing praise like, 'You’re such a good person, so nice.' Yet, the Spirit of God does not operate within such superficial confines. True goodness is defined by God’s standards and the guidance of the Holy Spirit, not by actions designed to appease others. God expects us to address, discuss, and confront issues openly, rather than evading, neglecting, or pretending. When someone offended me, I would often say, 'No, it’s okay, I understand,' instead of voicing, 'You hurt me; please don’t treat me that way again.' Walking in truth also involves being humble before God, but humility is not about being a doormat; it’s about being honest and authentic. It’s about caring less about others’ opinions and more about what’s truly best for the situation.

	Often, we allow our desire to be 'nice' to overlook foolishness in the name of Christ, blurring the lines between religion and genuine relationship. True relationship and authentic love require us to listen and address situations directly, rather than avoiding them. Jesus didn’t come to establish religious institutions or to propagate rituals; His mission was to liberate individuals from spiritual bondage. He came to set people free, including women, from societal and religious constraints. Contrary to the conventional image of Christian women as dainty, sweet, and accommodating, Jesus’s life reveals a different truth. He was not merely nice; He was profoundly truthful. His compassion, empathy, and service were divine, marked by doing precisely what He was called to do no more, no less. Jesus did not heal every affliction or associate with every person. He wasn’t driven by a need for universal approval or respect. 

	When Lazarus died, despite urgent pleas for His presence, Jesus waited four days before arriving, guided by the Spirit’s direction. This raises a question: why do we feel compelled to be everywhere, do everything, and please everyone? God is not impressed by nice deeds that diverge from His will. What matters to Him is the alignment of our actions with His divine purpose and the specific people He directs us to. Obedience to God’s will holds greater significance than any sacrifice, for in true obedience, His goodness and righteousness are manifested.

	I was often celebrated as a ‘nice little girl,’ a reputation shaped by my grandmother’s efforts to dress me in clips, ribbons, and frilly dresses while instilling the virtues of politeness and propriety. Yet by the time I got home, the ribbons were gone, the clips lost, and my dress looked as if it had braved a storm. Neatness was never my nature, freedom was. But as I grew older, I began to believe femininity meant constant niceness and composure. I equated protection with acceptance, convinced my worth depended on conforming to an unyielding ideal of appearance and behavior.
	
	In seventh grade at Ferncourt High in Jamaica, we had a teacher nicknamed “Long Life” because she had been there for generations, and her presence was a source of dread for everyone. No one wanted to be in her class, knowing her wrath would soon follow. I was known for my beautiful, voluminous hair, which I loved to wear out, big and bold like Diana Ross. However, one of the school rules required all students to have their hair neatly braided, with only brown or black ribbons allowed.	

	To me, conforming to those rules felt stifling and uninspired. Beneath the surface of these expectations lay an insidious belief that straighter hair was inherently more beautiful and desirable. One afternoon, I decided to defy this notion and wore my hair as I truly wanted. Long Life, however, was unamused. She demanded that I brush and braid my hair, dismissing it as a 'mess' and 'horrible.' Despite her harsh words, I knew my hair was beautiful. My blackness and its natural splendor were breathtaking, and I wanted everyone to see that. That day, Long Life punished me by sending me out of class and making me stand in the center of the schoolyard, holding one leg in the air, a humiliating display meant to force me into submission. How often do we surrender to ideas and individuals who are outdated, oppressive, and unworthy of our respect, all out of a fear of being disliked?

	Although I don't believe this experience warranted therapy, I acknowledge its significant impact on how I presented myself to the world. It instilled in me the notion that certain aspects of myself were ugly and unacceptable. If my natural hair was unwelcome, how could the true essence of who I am ever be embraced? As a Black woman, I began to perceive my natural hair as inferior compared to the hair of my white or mixed-race friends. It seemed that my hair needed to be concealed or controlled; its natural state was deemed unacceptable. Consequently, my parents  began a regimen of braiding, straightening, and restraining my hair. By the age of ten, my hair was relaxed and straightened, and I received numerous compliments like, 'Oh, you have nice hair for a Black girl,' 'It’s so silky,' and 'You look so pretty.' These praises, however, were based on a version of my hair that was far from my natural self. Thus began the cycle of conforming to niceness, driven by external validation rather than authentic self-acceptance.

	These compliments were not only toxic but fundamentally misleading. My focus became solely on pleasing my parents and conforming to societal expectations, dedicating junior high, high school, and even my third year of college to maintaining long, straight hair. The process was grueling and relentless. Every six weeks, I endured trips to a small, rundown salon in the Bronx for hair relaxers. The night before each appointment, I had to refrain from scratching my scalp to avoid the excruciating burn of the chemicals. The cost of conforming to 'niceness' can be immense. While striving to be nice for its own sake may seem innocuous, over time, it can erode your authenticity, dignity, and sense of purpose.

	Being labeled a 'pretty nice little girl' comes at a steep price and it entails living a facade that gradually undermines your true self. The cost is substantial, as it often leads to a false sense of accomplishment, providing a fleeting dopamine rush that might feel like a moral or spiritual triumph. While there’s nothing inherently wrong with feeling good about yourself, problems arise when actions are performed solely to shape others’ perceptions of you. It all boils down to motivation: are you driven by genuine love or merely by a desire to be liked? Many so-called good deeds are not born from authentic goodness but rather from the need to bolster our own self-image.

	Jesus didn’t act out of a need for acceptance; He was motivated by love. His actions weren’t about seeking validation or affirmation from others. He was secure in His identity, knowing He was loved and good. He didn’t feel obligated to save everyone, as His mission was guided by divine purpose, not by a desire for universal approval. In contrast, we often pursue niceness to gain approval, even from those whom God hasn’t assigned to us. This need to be liked can ensnare us, leading us into activities that drain our time and energy. While others may applaud our efforts, to God, these actions can become mere distractions. We risk losing our way, distracted by the learned behaviors of niceness and driven by the need for acceptance, which can ultimately compromise our authenticity and hinder our true destiny.
	Although many aspects of my life appeared to be on track, they were tainted by a winding path of niceness and unhealthy behaviors. My grandmother disapproved of my more adventurous tendencies, consistently urging me to conform: 'Stop climbing trees, Jozanne. Look like a princess. Talk less and smile more.' While these values helped me fit into societal norms, they caused me to lose touch with my true, authentic self. I was once rough, daring, and fiery, much like a lion or an eagle—a lover, a warrior, a truth-teller, and a seeker. The journey to reclaiming my true self took many detours, but I’ve now reached a point where I’m ready to embrace all that is genuine and pure. I am prepared to dive into the sea of possibilities and claim what is rightfully mine.

	My 'yes' has become precious, and I don’t offer it lightly. While I remain open to loving and honoring everyone who crosses my path, I am selective about where I invest my time and energy. I avoid deliberate drama, mundane conversations, and those unwilling to engage in honesty. I demand nothing less than genuine, pure love and a passionate partner who values not only my body but also my mind and, most importantly, has a heart for God. Why? Because I believe our lives, with the 170 trillion cells in our bodies, are intentionally crafted to make a significant impact in the universe. We must not let superficial niceness stifle our growth or keep us tied to people and situations that don’t align with our true purpose. God didn’t call us to be merely nice; He called us to be led by the Spirit in authentic goodness. This journey of authenticity led me to let go of a marriage that almost killed me. 

	So many of us are tied to spiritually dead people and dead situations all in the name of nice. Too afraid to speak up for ourselves because we are scared to be judged. But there comes a point where we have to choose the truth over the lies that have us bound to people who’re not meant to be in our lives. You have to make a resolve that you are not that girl anymore. In order to stop being the ‘Nice’ Christian girl, we must end the chapter and begin honoring her. It’s no longer about being sweet, it’s about being sacred. That old you was necessary for survival , but you are not here to survive but to reign. You were conditioned , not called to be quiet. Silence isn’t your natural state, it was a survival strategy. You learned early that staying quiet made you lovable, less threatening, and more ‘Godly’. 
	
	People have spent their lives trying to be the ideal person, but you were chosen for something specific. Nice little girls make people comfortable, but she wasn’t whole, just edited. You are not here to be anyone’s fantasy femininity. But you are called to be a friend to truth. We must no longer audition for other people’s approval and walk in your God-given anointing. Your worth is not measured by how quiet you are, how pleasing you seem, or how much you conform. Your worth is anchored in who God made you to be and that is unedited, unashamed, unapologetic. Every compromise you’ve made to keep people happy has cost you pieces of your destiny. Every time you swallowed your voice, you delayed your own rise. But that ends today.
	You were made to walk in clarity, not compromise. You were designed to speak in resonance with heaven, not whisper to appease the crowd. The fire inside you will not be contained in someone else’s comfort. It is meant to blaze,  illuminating, exposing, and transforming everything around you.So bury the nice little girl. Honor her for the lessons she gave you, but don’t let her run the show anymore. Rise in your full identity. Stand in your power. Speak your truth. Walk in freedom. And let the world see what a woman fully awake to her calling looks like.


Reflections and Revelation: Write in your Journal
Who told me that being “nice” was more important than being honest?
What areas of my life have I sacrificed on the altar of approval?
What am I afraid will happen if I finally say what I really feel?
What does holy fire look like when it shows up in my voice?
Where did I first learn that being “nice” would keep me safe?
What parts of myself have I hidden to maintain likability?
Who am I when I’m no longer performing for approval?
What does truth feel like in my body, voice, and choices?

Affirmation Corner: Let the Wild Daughter Rise
I am not tame. I am not timid. I am not here to perform for their applause or tiptoe around truth. I am a woman on fire. I carry heaven in my bones and justice in my mouth. I am not rebellious. I am released. I do not shrink. I do not settle. I do not make peace with chains. I am not a church goer. I have been marked, mantled, and made for this moment. I am not a nice Christian girl. I am a daughter of the Most High God.













CHAPTER 2
 WHERE ARE THE PROVERBS 32 WOMAN


	The moment I said I do everything changed. And not just changed because I was married. It was different because now I was a “Christian”. There were rules to being a woman. How to dressed, carry yourself and definitely being a wife. The funny thing was before this moment I had no desire to get married. I was perfectly happy being alone, and being the woman I was. There were no roles and to do list. I was just being. But apparently when you become a wife everything changes. before were no rules. I was finally stepping into my true womanhood. Really, what makes a woman? Is it her age, her curves or her femininity?  As children, many of us eagerly anticipated this transition, trying on our mothers' or aunts' high heels, dabbing their lipstick on our lips, spritzing ourselves with their perfume, and painting our nails with every color we could find. 
	
	Bonding with the women in our lives was crucial for understanding what it meant to be a woman. I admired my grandmother deeply, her shape, her fiery spirit, and her unique sense of femininity. She loved dancing, laughing and making sure her home was in order. To me at the time womanhood looked vivacious, sexy, fun, and distinct, just like her. She often wore skirts paired with fitted shirts, showcasing her perked up breast, slim waist, fat ass and wide hips. Confidence was her fashion statement. Yet, having breasts, hips, and a vagina came with its own set of challenges. My grandmother suffered silently from the verbal abuse inflicted by my grandfather. A man who had no respect for her. His filthy language came with a fiery vengeance to put her in her place, so the entire neighborhood know he was the man. Proverbs 31:10 asks, 'Who can find a virtuous woman?' but what does that truly mean in the context of real, lived experience? 

	WOMAN. That single word has been defined and redefined across centuries, with each generation believing they possess the true definition of what it means to be a woman or a 'real woman.' According to historical accounts, the 19th-century view of womanhood was characterized by the virtues of piety, purity, submissiveness, and domesticity. This ideal woman was seen as a civilizer who brought order to the home in exchange for her husband's protection, financial support, and social status. Achieving this ideal was akin to earning a gold medal in the eyes of society. Many women have strived for this place of honor, often enduring suffering, sacrifice, and sometimes abuse under the guise of religion and societal expectations. The pursuit of this ideal has shaped and constrained the notion of womanhood for countless generations. 

	And the sad reality is that the definition of being a woman is often dictated by men rather than women themselves. Most thoughts about women were created for the male gaze. For centuries, women have lived under the male gaze, their entire lives and their worth measured by male approval and affection. I witnessed this firsthand growing up, seeing my grandmother tirelessly prepare meals for a man who would throw the food away when he was drunk just to spite her. He spent more time letting her know she didn’t matter to him rather than letting her know grateful he was to have her in his life. Despite this, my grandmother continued to cook with the hope of winning his approval the next day, and the next and the next. But nothing pleased him and nothing would ever pleased him because at the root of the matter, my grandmother was not the problem. He was. He had no concept of love  for himself to ever to be able to pour into a woman. When he was not at work, he spent most of his time, smoking cigarettes and drinking rum. A person who does not see much value in life can not give you anything when they didn’t see it for themselves.

	 Many women I know aspire to marriage, seeking to be picked and chosen as proof of their worth, to acquire the symbolic ring to validate their womanhood. And when religion is added to the mix, this quest for approval can become even more pronounced, turning it into a lofty achievement to boast on social media as relationship goals, or impressed their parents that they are finally an adult and all their investment didn’t go to waste.
 
	I often wonder about men and the way they think about women. From my experience, it seems that majority of men exhibit traits of chauvinism, pride, and deceit. What about the woman and may I say the black woman that men despise. Why is it so hard to love her, respect her and cherish her. If he sees her with her head up, he must remind her that she is not all that. He must find some way to make her feel small in her presence.  He must clip her wings and silence her. He can’t let her know how he feels about her because if he does, she might feel too good about herself and what a travesty that would be. I know men who can’t give a woman a compliment. They can’t say you look great today. Or, I love your hair. A compliment meant she might step out of herself and feel like she is somebody. He uses charm to get her interest and once he has her, he tears her down to make her doubt herself. 

	My grandmother spent most of her life meticulously groomed and taught the etiquette of the house, body, and mind, a conditioning that had been passed down through generations. As a child, I observed this with a scrutinizing eye, aspiring to one day attain my own status in this world of womanhood. But honestly, I never aspired to be like my grandmother when it came to relationships with men.  I loved my freedom way too much. I loved my happiness and never wanted anyone to take my freedom, my peace and my joy.  All the women I knew who had a boyfriend, lover or husband were never happy. They cried a lot. And truthfully, most of my tears were caused by men who were happy to lay down with me but never valued me enough to pick me up and loved me well.

	But when religion is tied to the narrative of getting a ring on your finger, the pressure multiplies, transforming what should be faith into a crowning achievement weighed down by criticism, judgment, and misogyny. Womanhood becomes a tangled tapestry of societal and religious expectations, leaving us feeling both exalted and constrained. I remember my very first Bible study class, being taught to 'be the Proverbs 31 woman.' At the time, I didn’t realize how deeply that lesson would shape my sense of worth, my choices, and the way I measured myself against an impossible ideal.

	And it didn't help that many respected women in the faith told me that the greatest achievement was managing a home and putting their husband first. This became  template for relationships and would define my place in a man's world as a woman. I subconsciously spent years grooming myself for the male gaze without even knowing it. When I finally got married, the real work began and I had a book of rules in my head about how to be the ideal woman in a 'Christian' marriage. 

	I was determined to dress modestly, honor our union, pray for him daily, support his dreams, cook, clean, bear his children, and meet his sexual needs whenever he desired, even if I was exhausted. I believed it was my responsibility to prevent him from being tempted to cheat. Because if I was that woman, he would desire no other. But the truth was I was perfect the way God made me. We are all taught that pleasing our man made a great marriage but men were taught that all he had to do was work and provide. How about holding her hand, remembering her birthday once in a while, having true intimacy, find out how she really wants to be touched, caressed, kissed and f#%ked!

	Then here comes the list. Every woman has a list wether consciously or subconsciously about what being a woman is and I guarantee, somewhere in that list is something they got from a parent, school or church that does not align with who they are. I followed the list above, balancing it with writing my first book, touring the nations with a solo play, teaching, preaching, nurturing my friendships, and building a life of my own. Impressive, right? But for generations, we’ve found comfort in the narrative that women are multitaskers or superheroes in heels. My friends and I joked about how we could wash dishes, clean the house, be on the phone, hold a baby, and work on our next project all at once. But in reality, this system set us up for burnout, unnecessary suffering, and guilt, burdened by expectations placed on us since birth.

	I had married a man who did the bare minimum for himself, so I took on the responsibility of living my life while helping him build his. It felt like it was my job to be his everything. I heard married women in church say, ‘No matter what a man does, you stick by that man, because when you die, God won’t ask you what he did, but how submissive you were in the marriage.’ This message, coming from women I respected and who revered God, did not help but rather harmed my marriage in countless ways. No one held men accountable; their only responsibility was to provide. The woman, however, was expected to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders. Hence the the wrong teaching of the Proverb’s 31 woman.	
	That is why I asked, “where are the proverbs 32 women?” But there are no Proverbs 32 woman and thats the revelation. Proverbs 31 ends the book and for years women were told that’s the final standard. But what if it was not God’s will for you to fit into someone else’s closing chapter? Ladies, you are not the end of the book , you are the beginning of a new one. 
	Trying to be the Proverbs 31 woman for a man I was not meant to be with forced me to shrink into someone God never created me to be. To fit his vision of a wife, I had to silence my personality, dim my dreams, and shrink my very essence. He saw my ambitions as too loud, my purpose as too much. And this is the truth every woman must know: when you are with someone who cannot see, honor, or understand your purpose, they will always hold you back. Your calling, your voice, your fire, they belong to you, and no one has the right to dim them

	I became an enabler of mediocrity, carrying the burdens he refused to face. I spent my days trying to fix his brokenness, fuel his ambition, while feeling like nothing more than furniture in my own home used, unseen, unappreciated. I felt like property, especially when he declared, ‘God gave you to me,’ or in the heat of an argument, ‘You are not acting like a Christian woman.’ Too often, the church preaches submission and obedience as if women exist to serve, control, and diminish themselves. But God didn’t create doormats. He created equal partners. We were meant for union, not erasure.
	
	We are responsible only for our own lives and for the lives of our young children. Grown adults must navigate their own paths. Too often, men and women enter marriages and end up playing the role of a parent rather than a partner. For years, I wondered why he was so forgetful of my birthday, why the only times he was romantic were when he wanted sex. Then I realized the painful truth: my husband wasn’t looking for a wife, he was searching for a mother he had lost too soon. His mother passed away when he was just twenty, and his sister had told him, ‘Since Mom is gone, find a wife to replace her.’
In that moment, everything clicked. I saw that I had been trying to fill a role I was never meant to play. I was not his mother. I was not his caretaker. I was his partner or I could be no one at all. And finally, I understood that walking away was not failure, it was the only honest choice I could make to honor my life, my purpose, and my calling.
	This is a stark reminder of how often we misinterpret scriptures. We hear that a man will leave his mother’s house and cling to his wife,’ but we often misunderstand or fail to fully grasp the meaning of such teachings. The truth is that without understanding the depth of these scriptures, we might find ourselves in relationships where we are expected to fill roles we were never meant to play. We don’t question why people want to get married. We think attraction and love is the reason, but what are we really saying when we decide to get married. What are the expectations?
	I believe, until a man (or anyone) is fully developed and mature, they may not be ready to truly commit and cling to anyone. It's crucial to understand what role each partner expects in the relationship. Some marriages end up with one partner playing the role of a spouse while the other seeks a therapist, a parent, or even a personal assistant. It’s essential to clarify expectations early on. Ask your partner about the roles they envision for each other financially, emotionally and spiritually in the marriage. And as the relationship evolves, regularly check in with each other to ensure that both your roles and expectations are aligned. This ongoing dialogue helps prevent misunderstandings and ensures that both partners are growing together, not drifting apart.
 	
	The truth is, despite doing everything expected of me, I had lost my joy. I struggled to breathe freely because my life was consumed by responsibilities that were never mine to bear. Taking ownership of another grown person’s life is emotionally unhealthy. We are not called to babysit our spouses; we are called to love them into their purpose. Loving them means holding them accountable for their own lives not carrying their burdens at the expense of our own well-being."

	The Proverbs 31 woman is often held up as an ideal, but this image can lead to unhealthy patterns of self-sacrifice and diminished self-worth. Taking on the responsibility for another’s life is never anyone’s duty, yet the traditional marriage vows’ for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health’ can set up unrealistic and dysfunctional expectations especially when you marry someone who is immature. These vows, which sound romantic in theory, may sometimes become a justification for behavior that is detrimental to one partner, leaving them to endure sacrifices and resentment. It’s crucial to recognize that true partnership involves mutual accountability and respect, not an unequal burden placed on one side.
 
	Absolutely, it's possible that traditional religious vows and roles can sometimes become burdensome and disconnected from the genuine, evolving nature of love and partnership. Just as Saul's meticulous adherence to religious laws did not bring him closer to God, a rigid adherence to traditional marital expectations can distance individuals from true intimacy and authentic connection.
Religious vows and traditional expectations often reflect a specific cultural or historical context that may not fully address the complexities of modern relationships or the individual needs of a marriage. These vows, while intended to signify commitment, can sometimes become a form of constraint that overlooks the personal and evolving nature of a partnership.
	Each marriage is unique, with its own set of dynamics and challenges. To hold someone rigidly to a set of traditional vows without considering the nuanced realities of their relationship can indeed imprison them, limiting their freedom to address issues and seek a healthy, fulfilling union. This approach can sometimes place the value of a marital title above the individual's well-being, soul, and dignity.
	True love and intimacy are not about adhering to a set of rules but about mutual respect, understanding, and the ability to grow together. A healthy partnership recognizes each person's individuality and needs and allows space for both partners to flourish. It’s crucial to remember that a person's value and dignity are inherent and not contingent upon their adherence to traditional roles or vows.
	Having a man or a woman is not enough; you are enough. In our society, we have idolized both marriage to an unhealthy degree. This idolatry needs to be dismantled. The prevailing belief that simply having a husband validates a woman, leaving her with no grounds for dissatisfaction, is damaging.
	True partnership is about mutual respect and support, where both individuals are valued and encouraged to grow and thrive independently. It’s time to challenge these outdated ideals and focus on relationships built on equality, genuine love, and personal integrity.
	God created both men and women as equals. Men are often raised with the belief that they are the prize leaders, strong, and capable, with choices and privileges simply by virtue of being men. I’m not suggesting that men shouldn’t be valued or loved; rather, despite their affection, many still harbor an ideology that they should be served and women are to look pretty, make them look good and hold their love and attention rather than exchange it mutually. This expectation can lead to a sense of entitlement, where the man believes he is above putting equal effort into the relationship. He thinks all he has to do is to go out and work a job, come home, pay the bills and have no responsibility to love, nurture or grow in the relationship.
	Such attitudes can foster grandiose behavior, where a man feels justified in showing up, doing, and demanding as he pleases, believing that his status exempts him from responsibilities and accountability. This can create an environment of oppression, control, and manipulation, leaving women in a position where their voices and needs are diminished. She ends up feeling like she does not need to complain about anything, especially if she is not working and if she does work, then it’s her responsibility to make sure he doesn’t feel less than by shrinking in some place where she has strength. 
	Men have been taught for centuries that they are the prize. I became a woman with a powerful voice in public, but privately, my volume was turned down. I was considered the prize when he put a ring on it, but was I simply what he conquered to control? Understand that some wedding rings symbolize ownership rather than partnership. Ensure that your union fosters freedom, the freedom to be yourself, to grow, and to evolve together as a team. The person you marry 20 years ago is simply not the same person today. They are different. You have to get to know that person. 
	
	It was difficult for me to wrap my brain around the man I married because  years into that marriage, he was different. He wasn’t interested in going to church, dreaming, building and living life. He was angry all the time, spoke harshly to me with disrespect and misused funds on habit that would later take his life unfortunately. 

	Many women, so eager to get married, often overlook the long-term implications. They may not fully consider whether the person they marry will be the same throughout their lives or if they’ll grow together. We’re conditioned to believe that our value lies in being chosen, in bearing children to affirm our womanhood. Most times I see women feeling they have to settle, because if they don’t settle they will not find love. But love is not something you find, it begins with you receiving God’s love and loving yourself.

	Before committing to marriage, ask important questions about your partner’s views on marriage and their expectations of a wife or a husband. Everyone enters a relationship with their own set of expectations, and it’s crucial to understand them to ensure that your union supports mutual growth and respect.
	
	The wedding ring originated in Ancient Egypt around 5000 years ago as symbols of unending love, but I can’t shake the comparison to a cow with a ring in its nose. The cow’s nose ring is used to control and manage the animal when it strays or misbehaves, as it’s placed in the most sensitive part of the cow’s body. In our sexist and misogynistic world, sometimes wedding rings can also symbolize ownership and control over a spouse. Am I opposed to wedding rings? Not at all. However, the essence of a union between a man and a woman goes beyond these symbols and laws. It truly lies in the heart, the respect, and the merging of souls
 	
	Let's delve into history. In the 11th Century, marriage was primarily about securing economic or political advantage. The personal wishes or consent of the couple were largely disregarded, especially for the bride, who was expected to conform to her father’s arrangements and desires. It wasn’t until the Benedictine monk Gratian that the concept of consent began to gain formal importance. In 1140, Gratian introduced the idea of consent in his canon law textbook, Decretum Gratiani. By the 12th Century, Roman Catholic theologians began to view marriage as a sacrament—a sacred ceremony meant to connect individuals with God's presence. This shift marked the beginning of a deeper understanding of marriage beyond mere transactions, emphasizing the personal and spiritual dimensions of the union
 	
	It’s indeed fascinating and somewhat disheartening how societal focus can shift so dramatically. Despite monumental achievements like graduating from an Ivy League college, inventing groundbreaking technology, or leading a nation, the attention often pivots to personal aspects like marital status and procreation.
	The fact that marriage wasn’t formally recognized as one of the seven sacraments until the Council of Trent in 1563 underscores the evolving understanding and significance of marriage within religious contexts. This formalization came as a response to theological disputes and the need to affirm marriage’s place amidst changing religious views.
	The societal preoccupation with personal milestones like marriage and family can overshadow individual accomplishments and contributions. It’s a reflection of the deep-seated values and traditional expectations that still shape our perceptions and discussions about success and worth.
	Yes, I loved pretty dresses, but I also adored jeans and Timberlands. I enjoyed romantic movies but equally relished watching the protagonist hunt down villains and assert justice. From the dawn of time, countless philosophies have sought to define the "perfect woman" — how she should look, feel, and sound. The truth is, the perfect woman is you. Your eyes, nose, hair, and shape—all of these are the perfect expression of you as envisioned by God when you were created.
Womanhood isn’t a box of rigid rules; it’s the essence of your spirit and how you express that outwardly. It’s your feminine blueprint designed by the Creator. 
	The notion that the Proverbs 31 woman is the epitome of every woman and should be adhered to by all is not only limiting but also disregards the rich diversity of individual experiences. When I got married, the first book I received was about the Proverbs 31 woman, complete with a workbook. On the other hand, my husband received no such instruction. Where are the books for the men?  This disparity highlights the broader issue of how societal expectations and preparations for women often differ greatly from those for men. Everyone wanted to tell me how to be a wife but no men were coming around my husband to teach him how to be a husband. We both needed it. 
It’s essential to recognize that womanhood should be defined by your unique qualities and essence, not by a single, outdated archetype. The ideal of womanhood should be as varied as the women who embody it, reflecting a more inclusive and authentic understanding of what it means to be a woman.
	For so many years, I suppressed my dreams and desires, sacrificing them to please my husband and fulfill my role as a wife. I declined trips, stopped dancing, and confined myself to being just a “wife.” Many women in the faith also attach their identity to this title, believing it defines them. While being a wife is a meaningful role, it becomes problematic when it consumes your entire identity. It’s unhealthy to have all your emotions and sense of self wrapped up in a single title. As women, we are far more fascinating and extravagant than just being a wife. Our true selves encompass so much more. 

	I have read Proverbs 31 multiple times, and while the woman described is indeed impressive, it’s crucial to understand that she’s not every woman. The Proverbs 31 woman represents the ideal wife as advised by a mother to King Lemuel—a model for a capable queen. While many women may exhibit traits similar to her, trying to fit ourselves into this religious mold can lead to frustration and failure. This chapter can inadvertently set unrealistic expectations and create a one-size-fits-all approach that doesn’t suit every woman. We should honor the diversity of each woman and allow her to thrive in her own unique way. And lets be clear, the Proverbs 31 was a boss, I mean who sees a field and buys it.

	The Proverbs 31 woman was never meant to be a cage. It was poem, not a prescription for womanhood. It was not calling every woman to be her.She was right for the man she was with. Many women were taught to measure themselves against it, like a spiritual resume. We were never meant to copy her we we meant to to continue her. You are not here to imitate the Proverbs 31 woman, we are hear to be who. God called us to be.

	For me, the idea of bearing children was only compelling if it was with someone I deeply loved and who showed the qualities of a great father. My vision for womanhood was different—I wanted to use my life to serve the world in other ways. I wanted a companion that understood me and me understanding him. I am creative, adventurous, a mover and shaker. I knew that since I was 8 years old when I climbed into Ms Miriams tree and ate the mangoes she was unwilling to share with her tenants , because she was selfish and had prefer to see them rot on the ground than have anyone eat them. I said, no ma’am, we are here to serve. I got an ass whooping but that mango tasted amazing.

	My lifestyle was unconventional, not a ball-and-chain relationship. Proverbs 31 presents a powerful image, but why not envision a Proverbs 32 woman? She might not have been raised with privilege but has become perfect through growth, not just adherence to man-made rules. It’s time for the Proverbs 32 women to step into the spotlight. The free woman, the joyful woman, the creative woman, the peaceful woman, the single woman who don’t need a ring but chooses who she wants to be with. Not feeling she has to settle in order to feel valued or more feminine. I am talking about women who are not just virtuous, but are visionaries. They don’t need to just rise early and make flax, they launch brands, raise babies, sign deals and heal generations. Virtue in this modern era looks like boundaries, boldness and spiritual gifts. It’s not constraint to modesty and virginity. 

	Not trying to add to the Bible but let’s entertain the thought for a moment. I was coming into my Proverbs 32 woman. She’s unique, made perfectly with all her scars  and speaks her mind. No more hidden behind outward appearances rather than genuine actions. Most times we only want to blame the other person for the downfall of the relationship. But I take total accountability, I lived with a man who didn’t truly know me, as I tried to conform to his traditional expectations just to maintain peace. I wanted to be his everything, but in doing so, I had to let go of myself. My transformation became a façade, adhering to standards imposed on me. It’s okay to cherish marriage, but not at the cost of losing yourself.  Sacrificing parts of yourself that were meant to make a difference in the world is an offense to God.

	There are many Proverbs 32 women impacting our world. I can’t help but imagine a more colorful God who created women to be vibrant and not broken down in order to have companionship. She’s a single mom because she is unwilling to settle for a man to just to be present but not show his presence. Proverbs 32 women who’ve gone through some trials but rose from the ashes and now own her own business.

	God please give us this Proverbs 32 woman who loves God and finds her hope in God as the spirit leads rather than become a workaholic, churchaholic so others can compliment her greatness by her deeds other than just praising her because she's worthy. She’s enough. She is beautiful. She is woman.

	Look,I don’t have a problem with whomever the Proverbs 31 woman is. Let us be a continuation of her not the conclusion. Proverbs 31 was written in a time when women had no voice. But today you do. Let the Proverbs 32 woman writes the next chapter-with her own hands, inked in healing, holiness and boldness. We are not women of limitations. We are women of legacies.

	One of the nicest things I’ve ever done was putting others before myself and yet it’s one of the worst things I have done with my life. How can such a nice gesture be detrimental to one’s health and well being? The word Christian and woman in my mind has always been this ideal, that in order to get God’s approval, I must be sweet, gentle, submissive and  have a smile on my face at all times.  For in that I will find purity, wholeness and some man will affirm my femininity by taking my hand in marriage. 

	Yes, the world had their trophy wife, she‘s gorgeous with the right symmetry and fawned after by every man. In the Christian world, she is also requested to have the same symmetries but in addition she must know her place as a woman. And fulfill all the rules. As people, we are always looking from the outside in rather than the inside out. We were taught to compare ourselves to the ideal woman created by society’s system and what we will discover is that we will never measure up.

After many years of being married and feeling suffocated by the fantasy of what I wanted my marriage to be rather than what it was, I decided to be honest with myself. I no longer wanted to live a lie and therefore I confronted the truth rather than what I thought everyone expected me to be. 

	It took a long run in Palos Verdes during the pandemic to realize I was truly unaligned. My marriage was a failure. I had compromise intimacy with God for a relationship where we loved each other but he didn’t like me. Every quality that served a purpose he founded a fault in. I ran until I ran into myself. After the run and on the walk back, I felt the breeze over my face, anxiety released from my heart and peace swept over me.  After eight years of soul searching, I jumped into my car, came back to the two bedroom apartment I lived in with my husband, sat on the couch and looked at the fake rose on our coffee table. It did not move. 

	My husband had found this plastic rose and placed it on the side table in the living room. It has been in the same place for the past five years. We cleaned around it, we never had to water it. It never needed sunlight or fresh air. It was just there. And it dawned on me , I had become that rose. I had been that rose in my marriage for the past five years. I have been sitting in that apartment with a man who felt he did not need to do anything in order to make our relationship thrive. I had lost myself in an unhealthy way. It showed in the pounds around my waistline, hips and arms. My skin looked dull, eyes sad and joy slowly disappearing. 
	
	I felt dead inside and when I looked in the mirror, I saw how tired and worn out I had become. My skin was horrible, I had spasms in my body and I felt foggy and heavy most of the times. All because I wanted to be the Christian woman who never got a divorce. It was quite symbolic that I had become that rose. He no longer have to water me with his words. He didn’t have to make any sacrifices for me. He didn’t have to do much. I just needed to stay there and look pretty. Make sure everything had an appearance of perfection but dead inside. And that’s exactly what people saw. A fake rose. My marriage was the fake rose.

	I had loved this man with my entire being. Every part of me I gave to him, but somewhere beneath our coming and going I had disappear behind every meal served, each sexual act, and all my wifely duties.  There I was sitting across from him on the couch. The house felt dead as if life no longer lived there. And one thing I have learned is that God represents life and when something feels dead for a long time, more than likely we are either in our comfort zone or God is moving in another direction.

	Soon after his bicycle run to the liquor store I sat there pondering for a while what to say to him. How do I communicate that a storm was stirring inside me and will he hear me this time around. After the hundreds of conversation we had over the years that went unheard, I was done with the way we were. Something had to change and one of us had to do it. It was at that point, I understood that I was responsible for the outcome of my life. It was up to me to stop being nice and be honest.

	I was done proving to everyone, inspiring everyone and pretending for everyone. It was time to let go.  I did not want to see my husband’s heart break and the disappointment he’d feel. I knew he had love for me genuinely with his heart but the truth is he did not love me the way I needed to be loved by a man. For the first time I felt un-nice. I felt like I was horrible person. I felt like I betrayed someone but I had betrayed myself for the longest time. And there is no way you can show up in the world authentic by betraying yourself and who God called you to be.

	For many years I pleaded and begged about how I wanted to be loved but he just did not get it and then I realized the common denominator here was me. I kept begging for something he was incapable of giving me. And then the truth surfaced, I was responsible to get it for myself. It was my responsibility to get the life I wanted. Unlike the dead rose, I had breath and life in my body to go find my sunshine, sit in the breeze and be around  an oasis to water all the beautiful things inside of me to bloom. And ladies it’s not another man, it was God. I din’t go looking for another man to mend my wounds. I went straight to the Creator.
 
	A few weeks later, I took my clothes from the closet one day, packed my bags and left. At first, it felt ludicrous. Girl, have lost your mind. Where are you going? You are not twenty five anymore. You are a Christian for God’s sake, Christians don’t get divorce and God is so not happy. Oh my Christian committee inside of me went off on my decision. All the judgment went blazing. My rose needed water and I was the only one responsible for it. I was determined to be a live rose and not a fake one

	I went to a hotel for a few days for some soul searching to figure out the next chapter. It was suppose to be a three day stay, but ended up to be eleven days. Sometimes we have to stay in our decisions until we hear answers. There in that hotel, I wrestled with God in prayer, myself and all the people I thought I was going to let down, including my husband. I have been his pride and joy for so long, but how come I did not feel that way being in his arms. Many times we get caught up being other people’s happiness, we forget that luxury also belongs to us. The luxury is grace, God’s lavish love. Sometimes people don’t love you, they love what you represent, how you serve them or how you make them feel. 

	In that hotel room, I prayed, I cried and I slept. And one morning after some deep breaths facing the window looking over the mountains, the floodgates of tears came gushing. It was time for me to release this responsibility of a wife, the “Christian wife.” The wife that kept all her husbands’ pain and her own misery all to herself. The tears could not stop and finally after being exhausted I said to God, “ God I don’t believe you are happy with divorce”. And God said to me, ‘Jozanne, before you were a wife, you were a daughter.’A daughter? The word felt foreign to me, almost like a stranger knocking at my heart. How could I embrace an identity I never fully understood? My biological father was never truly a father to me. The abuse I suffered at his hands distorted the very meaning of that word..

	There it is. Daughter. How many times have we forgotten to be a daughter of the most High. We run around town trying to be everyone’s everything in the world and forget that God himself is on the throne with other servants to do some of that work. We forget to be daughters. We forget we are our true position of inheritance. We forget being lost in a sea of definition based on our autonomy. God had seen me. God had heard my cry. God is dependable. And although I did not understand the depth of what daughter meant, but whatever it meant, it sure did not feel like the nice Christian girl I was used to. It was my time to say no to all the things and people who didn’t deserve me.

	I was the one who showed up for everyone, even when I was bone-tired. The one who answered the call when all I wanted was sleep. The one who smiled through clenched teeth when anger was boiling inside. The one who kept pressing through a toxic situation long after I had grown weary of the foolishness. And now, this ‘daughter, still wrestling with what that even meant was walking away from a nice Christian man to become something I had not yet fully discovered.

	My first not-so-nice Christian thing to do was to get separated. How big was that? I mean, God, could it not have started smaller? Like me telling Sister Susie I couldn’t make her bake sale. Or maybe just skipping the prayer meeting I promised I would be at. But no, it had to be drastic, life-altering. A separation.
And yet, I’ve come to see it: sometimes God doesn’t deliver us in polite little steps. Sometimes, in order to be delivered from ourselves, we have to hit rock bottom. My separation wasn’t just about leaving a marriage; it was about God stripping away the mask of “nice” I had worn for years. All the smiles, all the sacrifices, all the pretending, it wasn’t really me. God was ready to deliver me, not just from a marriage, but from the performance of being the good Christian woman everyone expected, while my soul was suffocating.
	God was ready to show me what being authentic, honest and alive in Christ looks like. It reminds me of when God called Jesus “Son” for the first time. He said, “This is my Son of whom I am well pleased.” It was in pain and turmoil, in heartbreak and even gruesome death, that the relationship between Jesus and the Father revealed its depth. Their bond was not forged in comfort but in surrender, not in the absence of suffering but in the middle of it. And maybe that’s where I began to understand what it really means to be a daughter, because intimacy with God is not built on “nice” appearances, but on truth, struggle, and raw honesty. That’s it. We often hear about the cross, but we rarely sit with its offense. Yes, the cross is God’s ultimate display of love, but it was not well-packaged and palatable. It was gruesome. It was scandalous. It was rejection, nakedness, and shame on public display. And yet, in that place of suffering, love broke open and made room for us all.  It was a place where no one wanted to walk or be.

	We could say the nice thing was for Jesus to stay on earth, use his gifts, heal everyone and deny the path of the cross to please everyone, this way no one gets hurt. But the truth is to live out purpose, it will cost you your life as you know it. It’s not nice or full of applause. It’s often times lonely and stressful. And in the midst of your decision to follow God, sometimes people get hurt and their heart breaks. That’s the truth.

	The day I got married, I never thought this would be the outcome. We both loved God. We both tried our best to serve Him and love each other. To the world, our relationship looked like sainthood compared to others. But behind closed doors, we were not compatible. He loved me for what I could do, not for who I was. He wanted a traditional wife, a woman who would work, come home, sit in front of the TV, and be content. But I was not that woman. I was a mover and a shaker. He loved comfortability, while I lived for growth. He preferred calm walks in the park, and I also loved leaping out of airplanes. It’s not that opposites can’t attract, it’s that when you start despising the very essence of who your partner is, it’s a clear sign you are out of alignment or not equally yoked.

	We live in a society where women have been waiting on men to fulfill purpose, but God himself the Creator of the universe gave Mary a 14 year old girl the greatest purpose on earth, which was to give birth to the Savior of the world. She carried God’s dream and God did not care about her marital status. God was not waiting for permission from the Pharisees. He did not look at her age, her gender or her race, He simply just chose her. Many would have aborted the plan of God out of fear in order to please man, please her community and her husband, just to impress people that she was pure and holy. But Mary said, “Be it unto me as you have said Oh Lord”. And it was Joseph, God gave the duty to serve. This story is a perfect example of God God does what he pleases.

	Joseph had to take care of her and protect the seed planted in her. In this moment Joseph had to lay down his life for his wife so Mary could lived out God’s dream. This is for the women, whoever the man is in your life, if he’s aligned he will know how to nurture the dream God placed in your spiritual womb. He will treat it with gentleness, respect and love. He will seek God in the midst to see how to make you thrive and not survive within his presence. He position himself in a way that will benefit you and in return it will benefit him because he does not need to lose himself, it will also align with the purpose for his life. Let’s go Proverbs 32 women. This is your time to be live out God’s dream. 

	I see too many people doing all the laying down, carrying their spouse’s dreams, children, their pain, their trauma, their finances, their everything. God did not call anyone to be everyone’s everything. Ladies, enough. Men enough! You don’t have to fit the mold to be called. If you don’t look, sound, or live like Proverbs 31checklist-you’re still chosen. God doesn’t use cookie cutters. God uses calling. You aren’t failing Proverbs 31, you are fulling the “Proverbs 32.”

	The church taught us to memorize her and not realize ourselves. We can honor her, but stop losing yourself trying to be her. You were never meant to recite someone’s glory, you were meant to carry your own. She’s a blueprint, not a finished line. The Proverbs 32 woman is you, unfiltered, unboxed and unapologetic. She’s the CEO, the single mom, the warrior wife, the divorced sisters, the healed woman, the boundary-setter, and the wild worshipper. She’s not perfect, she powerful in her own way. We are also who wisdom didn’t write about, because we are still being revealed. 

	We’ve been edited out of the narrative for too long. Scriptures reflects many male perspectives, but women’s voices were lost, ignored or unnamed. We are the generation that refuses to be redacted. You aren’t a footnote, you are a full chapter and your name is not missing this time. This woman doesn’t just submit, she shifts atmospheres. 
	
	Submission isn’t weakness, it’s spiritual intelligence. This woman builds businesses, calls out injustice, and walks in dangerous favor. Her obedience is fierce, her surrender is strategic. She doesn’t simply submit, she shifts. The next chapter of womanhood isn’t about being perfect; it’s about being present. She is unafraid to say, “I’m still becoming.” She doesn’t have it all together, but she shows up anyway in truth, in process, and in purpose. The Proverbs 32 woman doesn’t perform. She embodies. She doesn’t shrink to fit a mold. She expands to fit a calling.

	I have spent the last decade trying to be this “perfect woman,” a Proverbs 31 woman nip-and-tucking my personality to fit into doctrine and religious dogma. And no matter how much I strived, God kept showing me that I am His daughter, perfect just as I am. Who I was becoming was always in His hands, not in the opinions of anyone else. It is deeply refreshing and healing to know that the Creator of the Universe loves you, flaws and all. He desires closeness with you, to sit and dine with you. He sees your beauty without nitpicking, and your existence makes His heart rejoice. Imagine it: the Creator is the master of romance from the very beginning, fully aware of what touches our hearts. He is gentle, intentional, and a true gentleman.
	
	Ladies, it is crucial to know the Father’s affection for you before seeking a man’s. I am not saying God cannot use a man in your life to bring healing. He absolutely can. But without that foundation, you risk tolerating disrespect and disdain from a man who doesn’t even know who He is.
	The journey to reclaiming my life and identity has not been easy, but it has been necessary. I have learned that being “nice” at the expense of my soul, shrinking to fit someone else’s vision, or performing a version of womanhood dictated by others will never lead to freedom. True strength, true grace, comes from embracing who God created you to be, flaws, fire, and all.
	God does not call us to be perfect by human standards; He calls us to be His daughters who are fully seen, fully loved, and fully alive. When we understand His affection, when we anchor ourselves in His love first, we no longer settle for crumbs of validation, for relationships that diminish us, or for roles that were never ours to play.
	Walking away, standing up, and reclaiming our identity is not rebellion, it is holiness in action. It is the courageous choice to live fully in alignment with our true selves, with our calling, and with the heart of God. And in that alignment, we discover the most radical, life-giving freedom of all: the freedom to be unapologetically, gloriously, and authentically ourselves.
Reflections and Revelation: Write in your Journal
How have I tried to perform “godliness” instead of embodying my true calling?
What parts of me feel silenced by religion or tradition?
What does a Proverbs 32 woman look like in my life?
Am I writing a life that requires a new chapter?
Proverbs 32 Declaration
I am a Proverbs 32 Woman.
I rise in truth, I reign in grace.
I was not made to be polite in the face of injustice.
I was born to disrupt darkness with light.
I wear wisdom like silk and courage like steel.
My kindness is a weapon.
My voice is anointed.
My heart is on fire, and my feet are on mission.
I do not apologize for my brilliance.
I do not beg for my seat at the table. I bring my own.
I do not shrink to fit into systems I was born to overturn.
I am not ornamental. I am apostolic.
I lead without fear. I speak with divine fire.
I do not chase crowns, I carry them.
Heaven recognizes me.
Hell backs up when I walk in.
I am the continuation of a legacy that cannot be erased.
The prophecy that patriarchy couldn’t cancel.
The storm that silence couldn’t hold down.
I am not your nice little girl.
I am not your tame little Christian.
I am a Proverbs 32, A new beginning. 
Crowned. Called. And completely unstoppable.

	























CHAPTER 3
 
GIVING YOURSELF A WHOLE YES

	Stop shrinking and apologizing. Stop waiting for the world’s permission to be who God created you to be. For too long, you’ve been giving pieces of yourself, crumbs, polite ‘yeses’ to everyone else while forgetting the one yes that actually matters: God. It’s time to give yourself a whole yes, rooted in Him. No compromises. No hiding. No excuses. When your yes belongs to God first, everything else falls into its proper place.

	So, have you ever woken up and just wanted to tell the entire world, “NO”? You’ve been saying yes to everyone else while giving yourself a maybe. You keep showing up for everyone’s vision, crisis, and dream while ghosting your own.
We’re afraid to say no without explanation. Afraid to say no without feeling guilty as if prioritizing ourselves makes us selfish or terrible. But what if I told you that saying “no” doesn’t mean the world will end? What if it’s exactly what you need?
	My constant, unwarranted ‘yes’ didn’t just inconvenience me, it caused a full-blown train wreck in my life, leaving me exhausted, overlooked, and disconnected from the person God created me to be. Every time I said yes out of obligation, fear, or the need to please, I chipped away at my own joy, my own voice, and my own purpose. 
	What would life look like if we said “no” more often? If we only said yes to what truly resonates with us to what aligns with who God created us to be? Who might we become if we were honest? These were questions I began asking myself. Just the thought had me shook. What would it be like if I began telling people in my life ‘No”? Would they still love me? Would they stay or leave? Scary thought isn’t it?
	So I took on the challenge. I started saying no  to everyone in my life. No to my routine. No to advice. No to the same job. No to friends. No to my manager. No to social media. No to answering calls and texts. No to being the nice girl everyone knew.
	And yes to God.
	Making that choice made me feel like the villain in everyone else’s story. I felt like I was letting people down simply by not showing up on their schedule, on their terms. But the truth hits hard: I had become a chronic people-pleaser, the 911 call for everyone else, the one who always answered, always sacrificed and always bent. I was addicted to being “nice,” addicted to being liked, to being needed. But I learned the hard way that kindness without boundaries is nothing short of self-betrayal.
	I spent more than half my life being the Nice Christian Girl. The one everyone called when they needed a favor. The one pushed around, only to have people applaud me with, “She’s so nice.” But it wasn’t kindness, it was codependency. I handed out love, gentleness, and patience like they were disposable, forgetting that the person who truly deserved them also was me.
	Unhealed trauma fools us into thinking love from others will be our medicine. But until we love ourselves, pouring into others becomes misguided. When we ignore our own pain, we attract the wrong relationships, the kind that use us for their own gain. I had over 400 contacts in my phone, but maybe three real friends. That wasn’t anyone’s fault but why own. I was the hero for everyone except myself. My cape didn’t say “S” for Superwoman, it had a “C” for Christian.
	Yes, I loved God. I went to church, knew the Word, prayed at 3 a.m. for others. But my niceness was costing me my identity. And that’s the problem: being “nice” all the time eventually leads to betraying yourself. We get stuck in the “nice girl” image. And to be honest, part of me loved her. Because the broken, reckless girl I used to be made terrible decisions. She had anger issues. She was raw. And I buried her because the religious church had no safe for that kind of woman. But she had something I needed: fire.
	She walked into rooms unapologetically. She beat the crap out of her abuser. She didn’t care what people thought. She was brave, honest and real. But I traded her for a Christian mask of false humility and unnecessary niceness, all to prove I was changed. But faith isn’t about being nice. Faith is about truth, obedience, and authenticity. So where did she go?
	My fire dimmed under religion and the weight of false expectations. I thought usefulness equaled righteousness. But sometimes, all I was doing was distracting myself. Some people only kept me around because I made them feel good. But life isn’t about pleasing people, it’s about growing into who God created you to be. Some of us are raising 30, 40, and 50-year-old babies, people we coddle, carry, and enable. We’ve been trying to be their source instead of pointing them to God. Sometimes, the most loving thing we can do is let go. Let them pick up their mat and walk. Let them find their own courage and strength.  Let them discover that God is their provider, not you. Because when we show up for people too much, we can accidentally become their crutch, keeping them from developing their own faith.
	Even Jesus didn’t do everything for everyone. He healed, He taught, He loved but He didn’t carry the weight of every single person’s life on His shoulders. He gave people instructions. He told the man who had been sick for thirty-eight years, “Pick up your mat and walk.” He didn’t lift him onto His back or carry him through life. He gave him a word, a path, and the tools to take responsibility for his own healing and then He moved on.
The truth is, God never intended for us to be doormats for everyone else’s burdens. Love does not mean overextending, overgiving, or losing yourself in the process. Sometimes the kindest thing we can do for ourselves and for others is to set boundaries, speak truth, and give people the space to rise on their own. That’s how we honor God, and that’s how we honor ourselves.
	We need to stop trying to be everyone’s savior. Stop thinking that if we don’t step in, if we don’t solve every problem, we are somehow failing as Christians. Our “yes” is expensive, says Pastor Toure Roberts! And he is absolutely right. It costs our time, our energy, and our soul. Jesus didn’t run to every emergency. He didn’t rush immediately to Lazarus’ tomb, yet His timing was perfect. He knew when to act, when to speak, and when to allow others to take responsibility for their own lives.
	We, too, must learn to discern when to give and when to hold back. Constantly running to everyone else’s crises doesn’t make us holy. It makes us exhausted, resentful, and disconnected from the life God actually called us to live. True faith is not measured by how much we carry for others, but by how faithfully we walk in our own purpose, how we steward the gifts and energy God has entrusted to us, and how we empower others to stand on their own two feet. 
	A mature Christian is not measured by how many prayers they say, how often they lay hands on others, or how faithfully they attend church services. True maturity as a child of God is found in discernment, the ability to distinguish between good and evil, between what aligns with God’s will and what does not. It is understanding the heart of God well enough to make choices that reflect His truth, not just performing religious duties. Maturity is living with intention, setting boundaries, and walking in alignment with the purpose God has placed within you, rather than being swayed by the expectations of others.
	God never called us to be nice. He called us to be Spirit-led. Jesus wasn’t “nice.” He flipped tables in the temple. He confronted religious leaders and spoke truth boldly, even when it made people uncomfortable. In all of Scripture, the word nice doesn’t appear. Love does. Good does. But nice? No. Because God isn’t interested in pleasantries or polite behavior. He is interested in power, transformation and truth. And when we choose His way over being nice, we step into the abundant life.
	Too many of us have confused being helpful with being purposeful. We’ve been taught to bend, to give, to serve endlessly, especially as women, as if our worth is measured by how much we carry for others. We think we have to be everyone’s everything, the friend, the caregiver, the peacemaker, the fixer. And for many of us, the church reinforced this idea, teaching that our first duty was to our husband. But that is not the whole truth.
	Before you became a wife, you were a daughter. Before you became a caretaker, you were a human being with needs, desires, and a calling uniquely your own. God never intended for your life to be defined by other people’s expectations. Your purpose is not to exhaust yourself for everyone else; it is to honor the life, the gifts, and the voice God placed within you. To step into that truth is to reclaim your identity and to finally give yourself the whole yes that belongs to God and only then can everything else fall into its proper place.
	God reminded me of this truth in the midst of the collapse of my marriage. I had poured so much of myself into the church, into my husband, into everyone else, that when I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized the woman staring back at me. My identity had been swallowed by obligations, expectations, and the relentless drive to be “enough” for everyone around me. I thought my value was in the doing in the sacrifices, the service, the constant giving but I had forgotten the most fundamental truth: God loved me simply because I was His. Not because of what I could accomplish, not because of how obedient or “nice” I was, but because I existed in His image.
	It was a painful, yet liberating revelation. In that moment, I realized that no amount of pleasing others could replace the love and acceptance God had already freely given me. I had been measuring my worth with human standards, chasing validation through tasks and approvals, when all along my value had been intrinsic, unshakable, and anchored in Him. That understanding became the turning point and the foundation on which I would rebuild my life, my identity, and my purpose.
	My husband and I were respected, gifted, anointed but we both were dying inside. I gained 40 lbs, my body riddled with stress and our marriage crumbling behind the applause. We were serving from empty places, pouring our energy, our love, and our time into everyone else while our own hearts cried out for care. And no one noticed. No one stopped to see the exhaustion behind our smiles, the weariness behind our prayers, the cracks behind our seemingly perfect lives. Because here’s the cruel irony: broken people can still look “blessed” from the outside. We can appear polished, faithful, and put together, while inside, we are running on fumes, silently struggling to keep the act alive.
	It’s easy to hide pain when everyone applauds the façade. But God sees differently. He sees beyond the surface, into the empty wells of our hearts. He calls us to refill, to restore, to reclaim the life that has been spent trying to please everyone else. Serving from empty isn’t love. It’s a slow betrayal of the self He created. And the moment we begin to notice our own emptiness, we can finally start saying yes to the One who can truly satisfy.
	My husband died with unfulfilled dreams and a life cut short, all because religion told him that being a “man of God” meant relentless humility and sacrificing himself for others. According to that teaching, the most pious, most righteous path was to give endlessly in order to please God. So he prayed for others while silently bleeding inside. He performed countless righteous acts, yet beneath the surface, he carried resentment toward the very people he had poured himself out for.
	It’s a painful reminder that faith without balance and faith that ignores personal boundaries, dreams, and joy can become a prison rather than a path to life. God never intended for His children to live in silent suffering while the world applauds their “righteousness.” True devotion does not demand the annihilation of your purpose; it calls for alignment between obedience, love, and the life He has uniquely gifted you. 
	I believe that was one of the reasons my husband returned to drinking. Deep down, he was unhappy, trapped by a faith that had been distorted by the very teachers he trusted to divide the Scriptures correctly. The guidance he relied on promised righteousness and reward, yet it left him unfulfilled, burdened, and resentful. Instead of finding life, joy, and purpose in his faith, he was suffocating under expectations that were never meant to define him.
	It’s a harsh reminder that misapplied religion can hurt the soul as much as any vice. When the spiritual leaders we depend on misinterpret truth or emphasize obligation over relationship, even the most devoted hearts can break, seeking relief in ways that ultimately lead to destruction.
	So often, religion uses people, turning hearts and hands into tools for someone else’s agenda, while claiming it’s righteousness. But love restores. Love sees the broken, the overlooked, the exhausted, and invites them back to life. Your worth is not measured by how much you give to others or how many people depend on you. Your worth is found in aligning with God’s purpose for your life, in walking fully in the gifts and calling He has placed within you.
	I decided it was time to stop drowning in plain sight. To stop being everyone else’s crutch while ignoring my own needs. It was time to breathe. To reclaim my voice, my dreams, my life. To stop bending under the weight of expectation and finally saying a “yes” rooted in God’s love and intention for my life.
	Not a partial yes. Not a tentative maybe. A full, wholehearted, unapologetic yes and a yes that claims your life, your purpose, your identity in God. And yours will look different from mine; it will bear the unique fingerprint of your journey. You’ll know it when the world around you stops making sense. And not even the people you’ve trusted most, not even the friends who’ve known you since high school will understand. There will be a pruning, moments of stillness, seasons of silence and solitude that feel unbearable. But don’t be afraid, this is the quiet work of God reshaping you, clearing the clutter, and making room for something new to rise. You don’t need to explain it, justify it, or convince anyone else of it. This is sacred and private. This is between you and God. And when you finally embrace it, you’ll discover a power and freedom that cannot be borrowed, taught, or stolen. It is yours because God designed it that way. It will be the best thing you’ve ever done. 
	Go ahead and give yourself permission. Girl, stop RSVPing to everyone else’s drama, emergencies, and expectations while your own life passes in the background. Your “yes” is sacred, a reflection of the Spirit moving through you, and it is not meant to be handed out casually, as if it were disposable. Every misguided, overextended yes you give to someone else comes at a cost and often times silently eroding your energy, your clarity and your joy.
	A whole yes is not just about fulfilling your calling; it’s about honoring your own capacity, your own limits, and your own heart. Even Jesus knew the importance of withdrawal, of stepping away to pray, to rest, to recalibrate. He didn’t apologize for retreating. So why do we feel guilty for doing the same? When we protect our yes, when we steward it intentionally, we allow God’s power to flow through us without sacrificing ourselves in the process. We start showing up fully rooted, present, alive and exactly as we were created to be.
	We must understand partial obedience equals delayed breakthrough. A halfway yes will keep you a spiritual limbo. Refusing to give a whole yes is dragging your feet with what God told you to run towards. Heaven is waiting on your whole yes, not your safe one. Giving yourself a whole yes means no longer surviving on emotional scraps. Most time we are surviving off of “almost  enough,” “kinda supported,” and “barely seen.” A whole yes is refusing to gaslight yourself into staying in small, toxic places. Girl, you are not hard to love. You’ve just been feeding people with the last piece of me. 
	Embracing God’s full purpose for your life will unsettle those who once thrived on your hesitation and compromise. Giving yourself a full yes means disappointing the people who were accustomed to your self-abandonment. And that’s okay. You must be willing to be misunderstood, to walk a path that feels lonely at times, in order to become whole.
Your freedom will cost comfort, the familiar expectations, and the quiet approval of others, but this cost is the currency of your restoration. Your wholehearted yes will startle the version of yourself that settled for less, that whispered “maybe” when your soul was screaming “enough.” This is the radical path to healing. Sometimes the breakthrough your spirit craves is not found in another prayer, a longer fast, or a deeper Bible study. it is found in a single, resolute no. It is found in your radical obedience to what god said to you in the secret place.
This is resurrection for your soul. A rising from the ashes of compliance, a reclaiming of the fire God placed within you. A full yes to God is a full yes to yourself and in that sacred alignment, you will finally meet the woman you were always meant to be.
	A whole yes leads to wholeness and not to hustle. Hustle burns you out. Wholeness builds you up. Sometimes, your yes will look like rest — rest from obligations, rest from overcommitting, rest from always showing up for others when your own soul is running on fumes. Rest is holy. Rest is obedience. Rest is a part of your yes.
	Your yes will also look like surrender, laying down your need to control everything and allowing God to write the next line of your story. It will look like joy, laughing again, smiling again, choosing gratitude even when the enemy meant for you to fold. It will look like sleep and trusting that God is still working while you close your eyes. We don’t have to grind our way into worthiness. The cross already declared us worthy. Wholeness is not about doing more. It’s about choosing peace over pressure, joy over performance, truth over pretending, and destiny over delay. And when you say yes to that, heaven responds.
	God is pleased when you move in the direction He is calling you and not half-heartedly, but with your whole being. So I’ll ask you: Where in your life is God calling you to give a “Whole Yes”? Go ahead, I dare you. Answer the call. Step into the unknown. Say yes with everything in you. And watch who you will become. Because when God gets your whole yes… what comes out of it will not just be a version of you. It will be a masterpiece.



Reflections and Revelation: Write in your Journal
Where have I been giving out more of myself than I’ve been giving to myself?
What does it look like for me to give myself a full yes — spiritually, emotionally, physically?
Who or what do I need to release to fully say yes to my purpose?
What are the lies that make me feel like I don’t deserve my own commitment?
Affirmation Corner
I give myself permission to be fully seen, fully supported, and fully aligned.
I am no longer waiting for the perfect moment. The moment is now.
I say yes loud, unapologetic, and whole.
Yes to peace.
Yes to rest.
Yes to God.
This is my whole yes season.















CHAPTER 4
Know Your Worth

	Growing up in the islands, we all carried ambitions greater than the small rooms, rickety streets, and dysfunction surrounding us. I saw the flashy houses with white picket fences, the luxurious cars, and the famous people on TV and those images felt like a distant dreams. Although my grandmother instilled in me the belief that I should strive for success, no one ever explained why success was necessary. No one taught me the deeper purpose behind the dream; it was always about producing and achieving goals. The emphasis was placed solely on accomplishment. 
	But worth extends beyond gross income. True worth cannot be measured by numbers on a paycheck, digits in a bank account, or the square footage of a home. Gross income may reflect what you do, but it does not define who you are. Worth is rooted in character, integrity, resilience, and the legacy you leave behind. It’s measured in how you love, how you serve, how you show up for yourself and others. A wealthy person in dollars can still be bankrupt in peace, purpose, or relationships. On the other hand, someone of modest means can be rich in joy, wisdom, faith, and impact. When we anchor our value to money alone, we set ourselves up for insecurity because money can be gained and lost. But when we anchor our worth in who God created us to be, no market crash, no pink slip, and no rejection can strip us of it.
	True worth isn’t found in a salary, it’s revealed in the standards we set for how others are allowed to value and treat us. How you permit people to treat you in relationships, ministry and business matters. It is a reflection of the value you place on yourself, your purpose, and your assignment. In relationships, if you allow disrespect, neglect, or dishonesty, you silently teach others that your heart, time, and presence can be mishandled. But when you set healthy boundaries, you communicate that your love is sacred, your presence is a gift, and you are worthy of mutual honor. 
	In ministry, if you continually serve without rest, recognition, or respect, you risk becoming a vessel drained instead of a vessel poured into by God. Ministry thrives on servanthood, but even Jesus withdrew to pray and protect His spirit. Allowing people to overuse you without limits can distort your calling and dim your light and in business if you accept unfair pay, tolerate broken agreements, or allow others to exploit your ideas, you diminish the value of your craft. But when you demand fairness, integrity, and respect, you set the standard for how your work and contribution must be honored.
It matters because people learn from your example how to handle you. Every yes or no you give is not just about the moment, it’s training others on what you will or will not accept. Protecting your dignity, spirit, and work is not selfish; it is stewardship. When you honor yourself, you give others permission to honor you too, and you align with God’s truth that you are fearfully and wonderfully made.
	How do you allow others to speak to you? How do you care for your body? Who do you give your intimacy to, and why? Worth is not a single choice, it is a mindset that shapes every area of our lives. Yet too often, we only recognize its true power after we have diminished ourselves so deeply that the revelation comes through pain. The sting we feel from others usually points to two things: either we have given access to people who are too immature to handle us, or to those unable to recognize our value. Ultimately, the people we permit into our lives serve as a mirror of how we see ourselves and a compass revealing where we are headed.
	It took countless moments of betraying myself to realize that until I fully embraced my God-given assignment, I would continue pursuing aimless endeavors and ratchet people. Social media is filled with messages like, "Girl, know your worth," "You are the prize," and "You are a gem." While these sentiments are empowering, they are easier said than done. Knowing your worth is not easy when you have been conditioned to believe you are less than, whether by family, society, or personal experiences.
	From childhood, I wrestled with my sense of worth. Poverty was the soil I was planted in, and abandonment watered my roots. My father’s absence and my mother’s rejection left an unspoken message carved deep into my subconscious: You are unwanted.
	As a young adult, instead of searching inward to discover who I truly was, I exhausted myself trying to be seen and validated by others. I mistook attention for affection, and interest for identity. But in reality, it was a desperate attempt to fill a void only self-worth could occupy.
	The truth is, many of us unknowingly devalue ourselves in the same way. We step into spaces where our spirit doesn’t belong. We stay in relationships, jobs, or ministries that break us down because we fear rejection more than we crave freedom. We silence our voices, minimize our gifts, and wear the cloak of false humility, not because we are humble, but because we are terrified that if we shine too brightly, people will label us as arrogant, too much, or unworthy of belonging.
But here’s what I’ve learned: hiding does not heal. Dimming our light does not protect; it actually exposes us to more harm. We convince ourselves that playing small will shield us from rejection, envy, or criticism, but in reality, it only strips us of authenticity. When we suppress our brilliance to make others comfortable, we are left vulnerable to being overlooked, undervalued, and even mistreated. True safety never comes from shrinking back, it comes from standing in truth.
	Every time we dim ourselves, we teach people how to mismanage us. We say with our silence, “It’s okay not to see me.” But what if the very light we’re hiding is the solution someone desperately needs? What if our audacity to shine boldly is the key to unlocking not only our own destiny but also the liberation of others? Playing small doesn’t protect us from pain; it prolongs it. The rejection we fear by being fully ourselves is nothing compared to the soul-wound of betraying our own essence. Dimming ourselves dims our joy, dims our opportunities and dims our relationships. It is self-betrayal disguised as humility.
	Protection is not found in shrinking who God call you to be but in standing in that truth. True covering comes when we embrace our full worth, unapologetically radiating the brilliance God placed within us. Our light is not a threat, it is an invitation for others to rise.And betraying yourself for the comfort of others is the surest path to emptiness. Worth must be reclaimed from within  and it definitely cannot be handed to us by applause, positions, or people.
	According to Webster’s Dictionary, “worth” is defined as "the value equivalent to that of someone or something under consideration; the level at which someone or something deserves to be valued." As a woman who has faced deep rejection, I have seen in the past how my lack of self-worth manifests in friendships, relationships, and career opportunities. How we think of ourselves dictates our path, because our inner dialogue becomes the compass that guides our choices. If we see ourselves as unworthy, we will unconsciously settle for less. Less love, less opportunity, less freedom. But when we carry a vision of ourselves as capable, valuable, and deserving, we step boldly into spaces we once thought were beyond us. Our thoughts become self-fulfilling prophecies: small thinking builds small lives, while expansive thinking opens doors we didn’t even know existed.
	For years, I settled for what I did not want and who I did not want, just to be agreeable. I thought that by lowering my standards, I was helping others, and in the process, I would receive what I needed. But devaluing yourself benefits no one. It only deepens the wounds. Having standards teaches others how to treat us. People do not follow our words; they follow our actions. We cannot expect respect in relationships if we consistently devalue ourselves. Respect is earned by how we show up and behave in every aspect of life.
	As a poet, I used to perform at events simply because someone asked me to. I thought that giving my gift freely would earn me respect, recognition, or validation. I believed that availability equaled worth. But in truth, it left me drained, frustrated, and increasingly resentful. I mistook exhaustion for purpose and self-sacrifice for virtue. I did countless gigs for free, telling myself it was about exposure or “blessing others,” when really, I was ignoring the value of my own time, energy, and talent. It wasn’t until I dared to place a monetary value on my art that the truth became undeniable: I had been used. The world loved the gift, but they didn’t value the giver.  It reminds me that so many people want a quick prayer. They want things from God but don’t honor God. They don’t spend time to meditate on God. They only take from God everyday without any reverence for His grace and mercy. We are all guilty of it.
	Well, the moment I charged a fee, everything changed. The invitations dwindled dramatically from nearly 100 gigs a year to maybe 20. But the difference was staggering. Those 20 gigs weren’t just paying clients; they respected my craft, honored my time, and recognized my worth. The shift taught me a powerful lesson that boundaries create value, and valuing yourself ensures that others value you too. It was a wake-up call that the world will often take what you freely give without care, but when you claim your worth unapologetically, you filter out those who don’t belong in your life and make space for those who do.
	Stop offering discounts on a full priced soul. You’re handcrafted by God, not sold at clearance. So often we shout from the rooftops how Jesus died for our sins, as if that is something to take for granted. As if thats a regular thing. Just imagined Jesus dying for our sins, giving his life up out of love. I don’t know about you but no one has ever volunteered to die for me willingly. And think we believe in a God who gave his one and only son in ransom for us and the way we repay Him is to diminish ourselves to people and situations that don’t see our worth. Stop letting people bargain with your value -especially in relationships, ministry, or business. This aint Macy’s and there are no seasonal markdowns.
	Know the difference between being humble and being a doormat. Jesus washed feet, but He never lowered His crown and deny his identity to please anyone. He walked in His authority and a knowing about who he is and what He was here to do. He did not compromise his purpose and standard. 
	When we value ourselves, we naturally attract the right people and opportunities. Devaluing our worth always leads us off course—spiritually, emotionally, and financially. Look at the recent SAG strike. So many artists took jobs they did not want for pay they knew was unfair, all for the sake of exposure. And what did exposure give them? Visibility without security. We betrayed ourselves for a bowl of soup and gave up our birthright for recognition. We were so use to a system that dangled a carrot in front of us, that we forgot that all we need lived on the inside of us. Artist reclaim their worth. Say it like this: “I can be Holy and still have boundaries.”
	As creatives, we must recognize that not every opportunity is meant for us. Some offers are distractions dressed as breakthroughs, time-wasters masquerading as growth, and energy drainers cloaked in excitement. There is an audience, a stage, a platform designed specifically for you but you will never reach it if you say yes to everything and everyone. Understanding that not everyone is for you is not arrogance; it is wisdom.
	Too often, we race from one gig to another, one city to another, chasing validation, applause, or a semblance of success, without pausing to ask whether our actions are aligned with purpose. We allow flattery to seduce us. Compliments, attention, and popularity whisper that we are winning but in reality, they can weaken our power, drain our creativity, and tie us to systems that profit off our gifts, our youth, and our brilliance.
	Picture this, you uprooted your life, gave up stability, moved to LA to pursue your dream, only to let the industry or the wrong people mismanage you. Your yes, given recklessly, cost you everything you fought for: your energy, your joy, your peace, your integrity. That yes is too precious to give away to anyone who does not honor it. Listen to me closely, those who wait on the Lord will rise on wings like eagles. Those who align with purpose, protect their yes, and trust the timing of God will soar beyond the distractions, beyond the flattering lies, and into a life designed for their gifts. Stop settling. Stop bending to what seems convenient or popular. Guard your yes and your battles. As a result you will fly.

	Not everyone who calls should have access to our lives, our anointing, or our talent. Just because we see our own value does not mean others will acknowledge it. That is why verbalizing our worth is critical. When we articulate our needs, we set expectations and prevent time-wasting decisions. Knowing your value changes everything! It rewires the way you move through the world, the choices you make, and the standards you uphold. When you truly understand your worth, you stop settling for crumbs and distractions and you begin to recognize opportunities that align with your purpose and gracefully decline those that don’t.
	Your relationships will shift because you no longer tolerate disrespect or manipulation. Your work transforms, because you demand compensation, recognition, and fairness that reflects the gifts you bring. Your energy is protected, your time is honored, and your spirit is no longer a currency for others to spend recklessly. Knowing your value also impacts your vision for the future. It allows you to dream bigger, move bolder, and take calculated risks without fear of rejection or judgment. It positions you to step into spaces meant for your gifts, without apology or compromise. Ultimately, when you know your value, you don’t just survive, you thrive. Every decision, every yes, every boundary becomes a reflection of the worth you finally claim as your own
	Society, culture, and even well-meaning parents have long imposed narrow ideas of what success should look like. From childhood, we are fed a script, a checklist of achievements meant to validate our worth. Graduate high school by 18. Earn a degree. Land a stable job. Marry. Have children by 30. Buy a house, a car, and take two vacations a year. Follow this linear path and  you will have a fulfilled, meaningful life.
	This blueprint, often referred to as "The American Dream," has created an illusion of universal happiness. But the reality is that when life doesn’t unfold according to this strict schedule, many are left feeling inadequate, insecure, or like failures. They compare their journey to others’ highlight reels, forgetting that no one’s path is identical. The world has made us believe that deviation equals deficiency, when in truth, deviation often leads to the discovery of passions, purpose, and possibilities that could never have been predicted by a template.
	Even the definitions of success themselves are often shallow. They are measured by income, social approval, or possessions rather than by peace, fulfillment, and alignment with one’s purpose. We chase these markers so desperately that we lose touch with the quiet whispers of our own hearts, ignoring the unique rhythms and callings that make our lives truly significant. Breaking free from this imposed narrative requires courage. It requires rejecting the idea that our worth is measured by timelines or milestones. It requires learning that life’s richness is not linear, that detours often hold the deepest lessons, and that true success is not a checklist, it is living in alignment with the purpose for which you were created.
	Let’s stop chasing external validation and start discovering who we truly are. Too often, we shape our lives around what society celebrates, or what our peers have achieved. But what if we dared to live differently? What if someone said, “I would rather travel the world than own a home because that brings me joy” And truly meant it? How liberating would it be to honor our own desires without guilt, shame, or fear of judgment?
	So many of us live trying to “keep up with the Joneses,” measuring our success by someone else’s standards by pursuing the perfect job, the perfect marriage, the perfect house and  the perfect Instagram life. But these markers are often arbitrary, shallow, and limiting. They can leave us exhausted, unfulfilled, and disconnected from the unique paths God has designed for us. God’s vision for our lives is far bigger, far more imaginative, and far more personal than any societal blueprint. He didn’t create us to fit a mold; He created us to fulfill a calling that is uniquely ours. Freedom begins when we release the need for comparison and permission, when we stop asking if we measure up, and start asking if we are living in alignment with the truth of who we are. When we embrace our true selves, our quirks, our passions, our rhythms, we will unlock a life full of purpose, joy, and abundance. The beauty of this life is that it doesn’t require the approval of others. It doesn’t have to look like anyone else’s. It only has to look like you.
	I want to fight for God's dream, the dream planted deep in my heart. True worth is in being, not just doing. Nothing external can provide the intrinsic value that lies within us. Self-worth is rooted in character, discipline, and a deep relationship with God. Worth is not defined by anything external. Worth is the entirety of who you are and the legacy you leave behind. Many chase material success rather than building themselves mentally, spiritually, and physically. The world has conditioned us to seek value outside of ourselves, rather than cultivating it internally. You are the prize- not the consolation. You are not someone’s backup plan, second choice, or “maybe later.” Choose unpredictable path even when it feels lonely. It’s important to stop demeaning ourselves in the name of love. Love protects, love values and love honors. In the words of Rihanna, “ Shine bright like a diamond.” 
	A diamond remains a diamond whether buried in the dirt or set in gold. The only difference is visibility. Some of us are buried under pain, doubt, and fear, unaware of our value. But knowing your worth is the key to unlocking everything. It is the key to the kingdom. God has already given us the key to our own worth. Once we discover it, everything changes. Every decision we make should stem from an awareness of our value. The spouse we choose, the way we present ourselves, and the opportunities we accept all reflect our self-worth. If they can’t see your value, put them on ‘read’ like a bad devotional. When you know who you are, the world no longer defines you, you define your world. We must understand that most times devaluing ourselves comes from a deep place inside of us that we have not healed. Healing will always teach you what you deserve. Sometimes we don’t know our worth because we’re still bleeding from old wounds. 
	Childhood trauma lied to me. It whispered that my value was conditional, that love had to be earned through pain, sacrifice, and self-erasure. I internalized the message that I was only worthy if I tolerated betrayal, endured abuse, and gave more than I received. A boyfriend cheated on me countless times, yet I returned, convincing myself that my presence could fix what was broken in him or that somehow his actions didn’t define my worth. I slept with him even knowing he was with other women, thinking my love alone could secure his fidelity or prove my own value. I returned again and again to a physically abusive boyfriend, hoping that my loyalty and tolerance would earn me love. I protected a father who abused me from the ages of six to sixteen, believing that shielding him or accepting his cruelty was part of being lovable. Every act of endurance, every compromise, every self-betrayal was an attempt to win affection and attention but in reality, it was slowly eroding my sense of self. 
	My trauma convinced me that my worth was tied to what I could tolerate rather than who I inherently am. It took years of pain, reflection, and divine revelation to understand that my value was never determined by anyone else’s choices, failures, or mistreatment. My worth was mine to claim, and no one had the authority to diminish it. The question becomes, “Who taught me I was only lovable if I was useful.” There were so many compromise to prove I was valuable. Whenever you have to impress and work so hard to get someone’s attention, understand  they do not value you. See the signs and walk away. That person don’t need an explanation , another moment of your time. Respect yourself and exit the situation. 
Know your worth -then add tax. In your career, ask for the raise. In love, expect reciprocity. In ministry, don’t serve from burnout. I now this from experience. As an entrepreneur, I struggled many years in asking for a specific price for my services. The struggle was so real, I literally would have a whole  conversation in my head as to why I need to markdown my prices. Sometimes, I ended up doing things for free. When we do these things to ourselves it’s trains our brain that we do not have value and will continue to permeate that cycle until we break it. 
Let’s. Talk about love. Frequently we pour our love into a partner who shows up half-assed in the relationship and we think if we just do more we will get the love we deserve.  But once again value is not common or does it over do. It’s contained and it’s elusive. It doesn’t have anything to prove. It has a righteous confidence , not an arrogance.  Confidence is not cozy, it’s kingdom. It’s royalty. It’s expensive and not everyone is worthy of your time. 
Stop explaining your standards to people who benefit from you not having any. People and systems depends and runs off you having no standard and no value. Have you ever noticed the minute you begin to walk in your worth, this who use to benefit from it becomes irate. When you no longer show up for mediocrity, it will becomes real clear what the relationship was built on. Talk about the  backlash you get when you Strat standing up for yourself.
There is a difference between discernment and approval addiction. To have discernment means we are able to look at a situation spiritual and see if it’s aligned with who you are and who you are not. The minute you become uneasy on your spirit, we must pay attention. If all your decision is based on how someone respond to you , then we have become dependent on their approval to exist. We need their attention to feel happy. We break our boundaries to make sure they are happy. Girl, your boundaries are not up for debate- they are divinely assigned.
Who you know your worth, you walk different. You no longer live for approval but for significance. Your yes becomes sacred. Your no becomes a full sentence. We don’t need too explain and convince anyone why you are the way you are. You no longer become exhausted defending your standards and choices for who God call you to be. You are not easily swayed to be what other people desire of you. Your circle tightens, your standards rise and your peace multiplies. 
Can we talk about PEACE? Turmoil and chaos are just a few things we will encounter on the path of devaluing ourselves. The unsettling in our spirit. The sleepless nights of unease because we know we are not where we are suppose to be. Peace is the result of standing on our values. Be the woman who walks away from chaos in red bottoms and halo. 
Worth is not earned-It’s inherited. We had worth before the foundations of the earth. We were always valued. You’re valuable because you exist. Not because you performed, pleased, or play perfect. God’s love is enough. You are enough. God’s love isn’t a reward , it’s a revelation. We work from a place of value not work to be valued. God called you worthy before you said yes to the call. Now girl, go and be God’s girl, not a nice Christian girl. He is not interested.
“Nice Girl Detox” Checklist
Let go of the lies. Reclaim your true identity
Detox from:
 Saying "yes" when your soul is screaming "no"
 Shrinking so others feel comfortable
 Apologizing for your anointing
 Waiting to be chosen
 Measuring your worth by how much you serve
 Keeping quiet to “keep the peace”
 Confusing passive with peaceful
 Dimming your light in spiritual spaces
 Believing boldness = arrogance
 Thinking you’re only valuable when needed
Say Yes To:
 Setting holy boundaries
 Walking in your spiritual authority
 Showing up unfiltered and unashamed
 Rewriting your definition of obedience
 Being too much — on purpose
 Being a safe space for yourself
 Leading where God sends you — even if it’s unconventional
Reflections and Revelation: Write in your Journal
Take a moment to check in with your heart — and with Heaven.
Where in my life have I traded power for politeness?
What parts of me have I been taught to hide to be considered "godly"?
What would it look like to lead as a Kingdom Queen in this season?
Who do I become when I stop trying to be liked and start choosing to be led?
What spiritual gifts or callings have I buried to keep others comfortable?
Where have I mistaken fear for humility?
What boundaries do I need to set so I stop betraying myself?
How does God see me — right now, unfiltered and unedited?












CHAPTER 5

NICE CHRISTIAN GIRLS VS KINGDOM QUEENS

 	Sunday mornings were a sacred tradition back home in Jamaica. Fancy dresses, neatly arranged hair clips, and a Bible in hand—my grandmother ensured I knew the Lord. And that meant dressing up and being in church every Sunday. Blessed Assurance was the the must sing hymn and he choir off key made me fall asleep every time. My grandmother would pinch me and say, “Don’t fall asleep in the Lord’s house.  It was quite important to talk to God. But it’s one thing to talk with him, but to know him is much different.  

My grandmother made sure I was dress to the nine, matching shoes, ribbons, socks and shoes. It all screamed nice Christian Girl. The nice Christian Girl is a role and not an identity. She’s polite, quiet, always smiling and rarely questions anything. As a motherless and fatherless child, it was imperative that I learned how to stand on my own two feet and my grandmother engrained in me that I needed to be nice if I wanted to make it in the world. It was taught that I would be raised to be agreeable and punished for being authentic. As I grew into these traditions of men, I would learned that being nice meant killing my voice and being obedient God says will save it.Be a woman of faith is not as simple and packaged as the idea is being sold. 

The kingdom queen is spirit led end not people led. She moves when God says move and not when culture claps. She’s bold, discerning and prophetic. This woman has no time for games or to entertain people who are not aligned to her purpose in any way. She has no time to gossip, being idle or taken advantage of. She’s powerful, even when it makes people uncomfortable. She’s not rebellious, she’s just not under anyone’s control.

For many, church represents freedom, a relief from all the negative things we heard in the world, but I suppose the older I get I also saw the bondage of religious systems. I have experienced both spectrums. As a child, church was a mixture of boredom and joy at the same time. After I moved here to the United States,  the next time I went back to church I was 22 years old. This  was where I built friendships, studied the Word, and proclaimed truth. Attending a church service reminded me that I was not alone—that I belonged to an extended family across different races and cultures. It became my oasis, my refuge from the mental warfare of uncertainty.
Attending a Church service stood for safety, love, guidance, healing, and freedom. We all walked into the building yearning for transformation. Leaving unchanged was not an option. But what we often forget is that we are among real people with real struggles. Many enter church feeling vulnerable, seeking answers, desperate for an encounter with God. This is why it is vital that the congregation fosters an environment of love and truth.
As I matured, I sought a deeper understanding. One of my greatest revelations was distinguishing between the God within me and the religious place I attended every Sunday. The church is not the building; it is within us. The stained glass, the steeple, the pews—these are just places of fellowship to encourage each other. But the true church is a governing force that shapes our thoughts, decisions, and actions. It is not something visible to the naked eye; it is a spiritual realm, a divine presence that orchestrates creation—and it resides within us.
Religion, on the other hand, is the enemy of true church and God. This might disrupt some theological perspectives, but the church cannot be joined—it must be born into. It is not built by human hands. It’s a regeneration within one’s spirit. It’s an encounter. This is why Jesus said, “Tear down this temple, and in three days, I will raise it up.” The Pharisees thought He was speaking of the temple in Jerusalem, but He was referring to Himself. What God has placed inside of us is far greater than a physical church building or a religious system. Religion dries up the living water, it sucks out the pure essence of connection because it’s fragmented, it’s flawed. There’s only one that is perfect and when we  are focus on that one, we are able to see God only and clearly. If our eyes are single, our whole body is full of light. Jesus was never part of a system. Even though I attend services, I recognize the structure for what it is—a system designed to maintain order, but not necessarily to bring full freedom.
I became a "church girl," proud of my service, believing that if I did more for God, He would do more for me. If I sowed and tithe, God would do this and do that.  That is often the message taught from the pulpit: serve, tithe, do something for God, and He will do something for you. But can we truly do anything for God? Is God transactional. The entire world belongs to Him. Even when David wanted to build a temple, God reminded him that no structure could contain His presence. Though He allowed Solomon to build it, the principle remained: God is bigger than any temple. And if we are the temple God is talking about, then God is bigger in us than anything outside of us. 
In the New Testament, the temple is no longer a physical place—it is us. The Holy Spirit resides within us. While fellowship is powerful, we must deconstruct the notion that we need an external place to find God. We must learn to be still and allow God to encounter us, fill us, speak through us and move on us.
To walk this kind of walk, we need to be more intentional on where our focus lies. It takes a disturbance of tradition. What we are use to. What our forefathers have done. What we feel comfortable doing. I found every time I took a break as I was led from the assembly of the gathering, God’s voice became much clearer and much potent. I find myself having more peace and more joy in my life. It’s God abiding in him that brought me comfort. A Nice Christian was wearing on me like old torn clothes. I enjoyed it, but also know it’s time to let it go. People who once admired the beauty of the garment was now criticizing the wear and tear of it all.  
So many times we live our lives in the frame of mind of What would Jesus Do? Rather than what is Jesus doing? And doing Now! We must seeking seek in the now. Because sometimes what God did yesterday he is not doing that today. 
I was tired of being a church girl. I wanted to be a woman who walks in her true identity in God and that meant I had to die to everything to find the true God. You see nice girls stays in boxes, but queens break them. There  is a difference between a church girl and a kingdom queen. 
The difference between a church girl and a person who is led by the Spirit is profound. Church girls have to-do lists; Women who are bold and and Spirit-led walk according to assignments. The church is not limited to flesh, blood, and buildings—it is a divine presence that shifts atmospheres. Being a Child of God  towel in the embodiment of God's power.
As I explore the word “Nice” I noticed it is often used to domesticate and tame women in the faith spaces. Nothing is wrong with cooking and cleaning, but when that is only what men or society see you as , then it becomes a problem. Often times women are not respected when they are in leadership positions because it’s frequently looks as a masculine role. The truth is Kingdom Queen are not unruly-they’re just uncontrollable by man-made expectations. You want nice? Try tea and crumpets. I’m more like fire and thunder.  Nice girls perform, Kingdom queens possess. Nice girls are always looking for approval. But Kingdom queens possess their identity, authority and grace. They don’t chase platforms-they create atmospheres.
A nice woman is always going to wait for validation from others. Internally asking the question, “ Am I pretty, do you like me, am I good enough? They are always looking at themself through other people’s point of view of them. Women stop auditioning for a seat at the table , you were born to build rooms. 
The spirit of religion loves a nice girl. But  Heaven crowns the bold. Sometimes the church stay celebrating silence and submission over purpose ad power. We preach so much about Jesus, yet we don’t follow in his footsteps. Jesus was always interacting with bold women. All the women he encountered were not nice women, proper women. For instance, the woman with the alabaster jar. She knew a king was in town. She wanted her blessing at any cost. She did reserve the only expensive thing she had. She had faith. She wen though the crowd despite the naysers. She took all she had and poured it on Jesus’s faith. This woman knew how to invest in her future. She knew what was necessary for her breakthrough. She was unwilling to be the same, stay the same. 
Let’s not forget the Samaritan woman. Minding her business, getting water at the well, she encountered Jesus, a Jew. Back then Jews and Samaritans were not suppose to speak. Yet, when Jesus spoke to this woman, regardless of her skepticism, she took a risk to engage in the unusual of the day. She did not pretend to be someone she was not. She knew she had married several times and she was promiscuous. Yet, Jesus took the time to give her the most valuable thing, her identity. This woman not only received the words Jesus spoke, she ran into the city and began her ministry right away. This woman was not timid. She was not worried about what people thought about her. She became who she was and made no apologies which led many to Christ. She walked in her power. Heaven told her not the shrink. But religion always will.
Children of God is about honor—honoring ourselves and others. It is not about restrictive rules, long skirts, monotone voices, or standing in the shadows. The greatest oppression to authentic feminine power has often come from religious systems. There is always some restriction on what can and can not be done. 
I was conditioned to believe that God wanted "nice girls"—coy, dainty, subservient girls who stayed in their place. Girls, who were quiet. Girls who liked sex less. Girls who didn't curse. Girls who bore children. Girls who look and dress feminine. Girls who was always dependent on their husbands. Girls, who gave sex whenever their husband ask even if they were not in the mood. Girls who never rocked the boat. Girls who will always sacrifice themselves all the time. Girls who should be liked. And yet, I never fit into any of those categories. So what kind of Girl was I?
I loved my freedom too much to be silent. I loved children but knew I would only bring them into the world with the right partner. One who will invest in his healing and finances that He does not bring a child in this world to suffer the toxic traits we all suffered by our parents and ancestors. I sought revolution and evolution. My calling was bigger than any box others tried to fit me into.
For many years, I saw myself through the lens of others. What other people think especially in the church. I lived to meet expectations that were not my own. But I have since learned that my power lies not in fitting in, but in standing out. Standing on the side of God and that is never conventional. Children of God Walk Differently
Children of God are not weak or uncertain. They are strong in love and truth. They are courageous even when afraid. They do not live by rigid, fear-based rules, but by the voice of the Spirit. They are driven by purpose in every area of their lives. And each Child of God purpose is unique. They are never a pushover. Kingdom Queens know when to be soft and when to roar. This is not about rejecting felinity; it’s about reclaiming your full emotional and spiritual range.
Her crown is not defined by long hair, flawless makeup, or outward appearances. Children of God are deep divers of life, unafraid to get their hands dirty. They do not walk safely. They jump off cliffs and free fall so they remember they can fly. These women understands spiritual warfare, discernment and intercession. This kind of woman understand the nice girls do not win battles. She is anointed and armed. She might not make a scene in public, but will bring you to the throne on her knees because she understands where her power resides. 
She fights for whats right and not stand behind injustice out of the fear of others or even a man. Nice girls hide their gifts, while kingdom queens activate them. Many women have been taught not to outshine others-especially men-in church. I have see so many women in church with gifts and unable t share them because she is married. She puts her man firsts. That’s her place. And although I am a woman who love supporting her man, I also understand that a man who loves you will pull out your gifts and not stifle them. A true queen understands that her light don’t dim for anyone else. Girl, your gift is not arrogance, it’s alignment. 
We must go from apologizing to announcing. Nice girls apologize for taking up space, Kingdom queens announce their arrival in love and power. She knows it’s not about her but one greater than her. She is there to truly serve and not to belike. She moves from “Sorry, is this okay, to “God sent me.” She is not waiting for permission, her goal is to walk inter purpose. Nice girls wait for approval from pastors, parents, partners or her pers before stepping out. A kingdom queen understand their calling is not a group vote. If God gave you an assignment, he doesn’t expect you to wait for a signature.
We live in a religious world that seeks to control women, to dictate their worth based on rules and traditions. The tragedy of a young woman being murdered over her hair is just one example of how women are subjugated. But oppression is not always physical—it is woven into policies, pay gaps, and societal norms that diminish our existence. Women are being dragged through unjust marriages, underpaid jobs, and oppressive systems that dictate their choices for so many years. But may this generation of women rise and stand in their power. May this generation of women do not conform to expectations—please redefine them.
It is time to step into your divine identity. It is time to trade religion for Sonship, conformity for calling, and fear for freedom. Nice girls keep the peace, kingdom queens carry the sword. There is a difference between keeping the peace and making peace. Because sometimes peace  requires confrontation, truth-telling and uncomfortable obedience. The problem we have in the world today is that we are unwilling to disturb the peace for the truth in the name of keeping the peace. 
God is not calling you to be quiet, he’s calling you to be clear. To move from being nice we must be clear in our convictions, clear in our identity and clear in our purpose. Living in the vague is like living in the dark. We don’t get to see where we are truly suppose to be  when we pretend to be someone else. Clarity shakes atmospheres. Confusion pleases the  crowds. Your crown was custom made, stop trying to trade it for acceptance. You don’t have to tone it down, blend in, or play small to belong. Heaven did not ordain you to be digestible — it anointed you to be disruptive.
Too often we are afraid to confront others when we feel they are in the wrong. We skim around the issue or we pretend everything is alright. Because of our nice girl syndrome, we avoid conflicts and leave sometimes serious issues unresolved. But confrontation is not unloving, your silence is. Silence has been destroying families for years. We have witnessed the abusive father and the silent mother while her daughter is molested for years. Her silence has allowed years of trauma that’ll pass to several generations until someone is bold enough to break the chains. Love tells the truth. Love draws the line. Love casts out fear. 
From we were younger, we learned to be caught u in our feelings rather being disciplined on what’s right. Nice girls preserve feelings but Kingdom Queen preserve destiny. Listen, the world doesn’t need more nice girls in hiding. It needs dangerous men of faith in assignment. Let’s find the women whois ready to pray and  prophesy. Women who mother nations and confront injustice. Women whoa re safe for the broken and a threat to the darkness. 
Ladies your weren’t born to be silent. You were born to change generations. You were born to leave legacies in your family. It’s time to change the industry that you are in. It’s time to change a generation and not everyone will understand. That’s how you know it’s from God. 

The Kingdom Queen's Creed 
I am not a nice Christian girl.
I am a Kingdom Queen.
I don’t beg. I don’t apologize for being chosen.
I am love wrapped in truth. Oil and fire.
I am led by the Spirit, not by fear.
My boundaries are sacred. My voice is anointed.
I am not here to fit in. I was sent to reign.
COMMISSIONING PRAYER: 
From Nice Girl to Kingdom Queen
Father God,
I come out of hiding.
I break agreement with every lie that told me I had to shrink, be small, stay quiet, and smile through pain.
I renounce the spirit of fear, of performance, of religion.
I break free from the “nice girl” assignment that made me palatable but powerless.
I step out of people’s opinions and step into my divine calling.
I reclaim my voice. I reclaim my presence. I reclaim my authority.
I declare that I am not rebellious — I am anointed.
I was not made to conform — I was born to reign.
From this moment on, I walk in the fullness of who You made me to be — bold, wise, holy, and dangerous to the kingdom of darkness.
I am not here to please. I am here to lead. And I trust You, God, with the cost of being chosen.
In Jesus’ mighty name,
Amen.
CHAPTER 6
PEOPLE PLEASER
	I woke up asking myself one question. Why I have I lived my life questioning the truth inside of me.? We can not please man and please God. God’s plan is perfect and most times misunderstood. The logical mind tends to be linear and will take us to ease and comfort. God’s equation is unpredictable and takes us outside of the box and into the grace of the miraculous and what seems impossible. Looking to others always for confirmation on how we should live our lives is a life that will ultimately be void of supernatural exuberance and surprises. Many moments are missed because simply ignore the small flicker and choose not to entertain the thought that we can actually win From the moment we enter this world, we are subtly conditioned to please others. Our first cries are met with responses that teach us an unspoken exchange, love and care are given, but often with strings attached. Regardless of how we came into the world or who our parents are, we are at their mercy for a while. They teach us our value and what to accept from this new world we've entered.
	Unconditional love, though ideal, is rare. We quickly learn that everything seems to come with conditions. We're taught to suppress our needs, make ourselves small, and conform to expectations that serve the comfort of others more than the calling of our own souls.
	For many of us, the cycle begins early. As children, we are praised for obedience, for fitting the mold, for being “well-behaved” and “nice.” But beneath the surface, this conditioning is not just about discipline, it’s about control. It’s about shaping us into the image society deems acceptable, often at the cost of our authenticity. We are encouraged to obey, to assimilate, and never challenge the status quo. And those of us who dare to think differently, speak boldly, or disrupt the norm quickly learn that our voices can be silenced.
	While obedience may bring order, it also has the potential to rob us of our divine uniqueness. To whom and to what we obey can shape a life of abundance—or a life of loss. At some point on our journey, we face a defining choice: will we continue to please people and betray ourselves for their approval, or will we step into the Spirit-led life God has truly called us to?
	The first people we aim to please are our parents. People pleasing starts in the home. We grow up longing for the approval of our parents, shaping our decisions around their expectations. Their voices become the measuring stick for our worth, their opinions a guiding force in our lives. And although this is absolutely necessary, there comes a moment when we must decide: do we follow every piece of advice, even when it contradicts the truth stirring within us? Or do we dare to listen to the still, small voice of God leading us toward authenticity?
The world of authenticity is not an easy road to travel. It is a battlefield filled with competing voices, institutions, and expectations. And yet, it is only in this space of truth that we find our divine purpose. Scripture reminds us, "You cannot serve both God and man." To live authentically, we must seek and reclaim the voice we have buried under years of conformity. Somewhere along the way, we lose ourselves but in Christ, we are born again, spiritually awakened to who we were always meant to be.
	Addiction is an epidemic in our world but no one talks about the addiction of approval. People pleasing is a subtle form of bondage. It’s not kindness, it’s captivity. Most time we think we are helping others but I guarantee there are specific moments where we are abandoning ourselves. If pleasing people cost your peace, it’s not God. We all have to face an inner war between obedience to God and obsession with perception. When being liked becomes your God , you will betray the real one every time. I was so busy trying not to offend others, I forgot I was offending myself. There is a cost for betraying yourself. I know this struggle vey well.
	As a child, I was forced to apologize to a family member who had abused me because due to financial hardship, keeping the peace was more important than acknowledging my pain as a child. My grandmother requested for me to apologize to a  knowingly abusive father because she thought that living in America with him would provide a much better life. In that moment, I learned a dangerous lesson: my needs were secondary. There were no true concern for my safety,  protection  and my voice. 
	That single experience planted the seed of toxic behaviors that would later manifest in relationships with men who did not cherish or honor me. I became comfortable with living in spaces where people lie to me. When we bury our true selves, we become prey to those who thrive on our uncertainty. They sense when we are lost, and they take advantage of it. People-pleasing leads us into relationships and spaces where we are undervalued, overextended, and emotionally depleted. It keeps us running on empty, constantly pouring into others while neglecting our own souls. 
	For years, buried deeply in my soul, I searched for my lost voice, my confidence, my dignity. I thought I could find it in people, in places, in titles. But true healing was never going to be found in another person. It is found in God and and in ourself. Here is the wake up call.
	After two failed relationships and one broken marriage, I finally saw the pattern. I had spent my life trying to fix people, to heal their wounds, to make them whole. My grandmother, my mother, my husband—I poured into them, hoping my sacrifices would bring them peace. But they all left. They died. And when they were gone, I was left alone, forced to confront the one person I had been avoiding-myself.
Most times people-pleasers spend their lives running from conflict, from pain, from their own flaws. They attempt fix others so they don't have to face themselves. But on May 16th, everything changed for me.
That day, I found myself once again rushing to rescue someone—my alcoholic husband. I experienced the panic, the fear, the overwhelming responsibility of trying to save someone from their own self-destruction. I weaved through traffic, racing against time, praying that I would get there in time. But when I arrived, it was too late. The man I had decided to spend the rest of my life had transitioned from time and space into eternity. He was gone.
There he lay—lifeless, his body cold. The man I had given my time, love and energy to had slipped away, and I could do nothing to stop it. As I sat there watching the paramedics carry him away in a body bag, a wave of sadness, regret and anger washed over me. Not just for his passing, but for the years I had betrayed myself in the process trying to keep the relationship alive. I had spent so long trying to be everything for someone else that I lost the very essence of who God created me to be. Here is the truth about people pleasing. 
People-pleasing is not an act of kindness—it is a slow betrayal of self. We convince ourselves that saying "yes" when we mean "no" is an act of love, but in reality, it is a compromise of our soul. We ignore our convictions, bend our morals, and sacrifice our dreams, all in the name of acceptance. But this is not the way God designed us to live.
Scripture tells us that "The truth will set you free." And the truth is this: when we prioritize the opinions of others over the voice of God, we grieve the Spirit within us. We exchange our divine calling for temporary approval. And in the end, we are left exhausted, unfulfilled, and disconnected from our purpose. Living for the applause of people will always leave us empty. Authenticity, however, is our divine inheritance. Freedom in Christ is the only way forward.
	You are not responsible for other people’s  discomfort. Although being kind and empathetic is a fruit of the spirit, we must stop managing everyone’s emotions like a part-time therapist with no benefits. Not everyone’s disappointment is your assignment. Many of us will find our power once we know that our “no” might make someone uncomfortable but it will definitely make us free. People pleasing is manipulation in lip gloss. Say it loud with me: People pleasing is control dressed up as compassion. You are trusting how other see you, instead of standing in your truth.n Most time we are not helpful , we are curating an image of ourselves that makes us feel safe.  But know this, nice will get you an applause, but obedience will get you in alignment.
	You were never called to be celebrated by the crowd, you were called to be in covenant with Heaven. Life is not about performing even though we put on a performance frequently to impress others. Most time in order for people to like you, one must betray themselves at the cost of their truth, peace and convictions. People will always like the nice you and most time you had to betray yourself to keep the relationship going. The problem and root of being nice often times is rejection and the fruit is performance. 
	If we take a deep soul search within and get under the surface, we will discover the wounded child, some form of church trauma or cultural conditioning. There is a always life we believed that made us think we had to earn love. We end up spending a portion of our lives purchasing love with perfection. Every relationship we encounter we try to adjust our demeanor, beliefs and standards to fit in which ultimately leads to exhaustion and personality mutilation. We have cut and diminish ourselves so much that we disappear. 
	Pleasing people will always compete with your purpose. We must chose and come to a resolve about who we are because God’s call will always disrupt your desire to be liked. You can’t be prophetic and palatable at the same time. Stop trying to be digestible to people who you are not even sent to. Your calling is not up for consensus, it’s already confirmed. You’re not a puppet girl. You were called to be prophetic, a woman of truth, a beauty that is not common and accessible. Come out of pretense because you are scared if they find out who God really called you to be, they will no longer be around. As long as people are able to get what they need or want from you, they could care less who you become. Stop being moved by the strings of validation, praise and applause. When you say “yes” to God, you might lose fans , but you will gain freedom. Stop performing and prophesy to a generation that needs the word from your mouth with fire to burn through curses and free a generation.
I end with this: people-pleasing is bondage, but truth is liberation. When we stop living to satisfy the expectations of others and start aligning with the voice of God, we step into the freedom that was always meant for us. No more false identities, no more performing and no more pretending.
It is time to reclaim our voice. It is time to honor our calling. It is time to live authentically, boldly, and without apology. Because only in truth can we experience the abundant life that God has promised us. And that, my dear sisters, is the only way to truly live.
Freedom is your inheritance. Take it. OWN YOURS!
Journal Prompts
Where did I learn that disappointing others makes me a bad person?
How often do I say “yes” just to avoid conflict?
What is one boundary I need to hold — even if it makes someone upset?
In what ways has people pleasing delayed my destiny?
Truth Check: People-Pleasing Detox
 I can say “no” without explaining myself.
 I am not responsible for other people’s happiness.
 I choose authenticity over approval.
 God’s “well done” means more than the crowd’s “you’re amazing.”
 Disappointing someone else doesn’t mean I’m doing something wrong.
One thing we must understand is to overcome anything, we must pray. It’s time to pray for your identity to be fully activated,
Deliverance Prayer: Breaking the Stronghold of People-Pleasing
Father, in the name of Jesus, I renounce the idol of approval.
I break every agreement I made with fear, shame, and performance.
I repent for trading Your truth for human applause.
I uproot every lie that told me I had to earn love.
I cancel the assignment of silence, smallness, and spiritual shrinking.
I declare I am no longer a slave to the fear of man.
I am no longer addicted to their yes.
I do not live for validation I live from victory.
I am not here to perform.
I am here to proclaim.
God, deliver me from needing to be liked, so I can walk fully in my calling.
I command every residue of rejection, abandonment, and unworthiness to be broken.
I receive the truth: I am already chosen.
I am already loved.
I am already enough.
In Jesus’ name.
 I am free.
Amen.
Declaration: I’m Done Being Nice, I’m Here to Be Free
I break the chains of approval addiction.
I do not need permission to be powerful.
I do not silence my voice to keep false peace.
I choose obedience over image.
I am not a performer, I am a prophet.
I do not chase their applause, I carry God’s anointing.
I am not everyone’s cup of tea, but I am heaven’s weapon.
I no longer betray myself to be digestible.
I no longer shrink for comfort.
I stand in my truth.
I rise in my identity.
I please God and that is more than enough.




































CHAPTER 7

SEX SEX SEX

	I know some of you ran to this chapter at the speed of light. Well, let’s talk about it because the church rarely does and when it does, it’s weird and overly spiritualized. Sex is sacred but silence isn’t holiness. There is so much shame attached to the word sex in religious cultures that to even say, “I love having sex,” is a taboo for women. Saying you love it and all the things you love about is often silent inside of you because then one might think you are a whore , or not holy, or you body count might be many. 
	But the problem is because we don’t talk about sex in our culture, most people in the religious world suppresses their desires, which ultimately leads to frustration, perversion, adultery and promiscuity. At the same time, we live in a paradox. While sex is everywhere, open and honest conversations about it are often shrouded in shame, secrecy, or judgment—especially in religious, traditional, or conservative circles. This conflicting messaging can lead to confusion, guilt, and unmet expectations. People are often left to navigate their sexuality in silence, feeling torn between desire and dignity, intimacy and identity, performance and authenticity.
	Sex holds a powerful and pervasive presence in our culture, woven into everything from advertising and entertainment to personal identity and social values. In many ways, society both glorifies and sensationalizes sex—turning it into a commodity, a status symbol, and a marker of personal success or desirability. From a young age, we are bombarded with images and narratives that tell us what sex should look like, who should be having it, and how often. It’s used to sell products, define relationships, and even measure self-worth. This creates an atmosphere where sex becomes more than just a physical or emotional experience—it becomes an ideal to chase, a performance to perfect, and a source of validation.
	Sex is also deeply tied to power—who has it, who controls it, and how it’s expressed. Historically, sexuality has been weaponized to oppress, especially for women and marginalized groups. Yet, reclaiming sexual agency has also become a form of empowerment and liberation. The cultural obsession with sex reveals deeper truths about our values, insecurities, and evolving definitions of freedom and connection. At its core, the significance of sex in our culture isn’t just about physical pleasure—it’s about meaning, control, vulnerability, and the desire to be fully seen and accepted.
	So let’s talk about sex and the church which is a taboo topic. This three letter word definitely has the church in a tizzy. I remember when I first gave my life to Christ, the first "sin" that was discussed was sex as a single woman was , “Don’t have it”,  “Flee from it”, “Don’t watch it” and “Don’t even think about it.” Coming from a broken past and the things I liked about sex , triggered anxiety.  Many Christian women were taught more about fear than freedom when it comes tother bodies. Sex had brought me so much pain, yet so much pleasure. Torn between the two, I was left confused, guilty, and drowning in shame. I wanted someone to tell me what to feel and how to feel about sex. Because for me, sex had gone wrong in so many ways. I didn’t learn sexual ethics, I learned sexual shame.
	In the words of Eartha Kitts: "Men always wanted to lay me down, but never pick me up.” So, I made a decision, I would not have sex. Because I believed not having sex would make me safe, righteous, and somehow free from shame. Sex means different things to different people. And as a child of God, I wanted to experience sex in a new way—God’s way. But there was a problem. The church didn’t really didn’t want to talk about sex—at least not openly. Sex was scandalous. Sex was preached about with judgment. Sex was gossiped about in whispers. But never was sex spoken of as beautiful or an act of love. All we were told was:”Wait until you’re married.”
	But you are more than a virginity status. Purity culture created idols out of virginity and shame around desire. Your worth isn’t in what you’ve done or haven’t don, it is in who you belong to. So you have had many body counts, you’re not damaged.You’re not dirty and you are not disqualified from God. God created  sex, but the enemy marketed better. Sex is not the enemy, shame is.
	Sex was originally designed by God to be sacred, intimate, and deeply powerful. It was a divine gift intended to unite two people in covenant, not just physically but emotionally, spiritually, and even purposefully. In its purest form, sex within the context of covenant is a reflection of God's love, unity, and creativity. It’s not just an act but a bonding agent, a way of becoming “one flesh” and expressing trust, commitment, and vulnerability. It was never meant to bring shame or confusion, but rather joy, connection, and safety. God designed sex to be a form of worship—honoring not just our partner, but the Creator who made our bodies and souls.
But the enemy distorts what God designs as good. He twists sex into something casual, transactional, or performance-based—removing the sacred covering and replacing it with exploitation, addiction, and brokenness. Instead of covenant, he promotes consumption. Instead of intimacy, he offers instant gratification without commitment. The enemy hijacks sexual desire and turns it into a weapon—used to seduce, manipulate, or destroy. He fuels industries built on objectification and feeds lies that tell us our worth is based on how desirable or experienced we are. In doing so, he detaches the act of sex from the heart of God, making it something shameful or purely physical, rather than holy and spiritual.
This distortion has deep consequences. It fractures relationships, creates soul ties outside of God’s intention, and leaves people feeling empty, used, or disconnected from their true identity. The enemy knows that if he can attack our sexuality, he can confuse our sense of self, divide marriages, and dull our sensitivity to God's voice. But even in the midst of this cultural confusion, God still redeems. He invites us back into His original design—a place where sex is not something to hide or exploit, but to honor, protect, and celebrate within the boundaries of love and covenant. Understand the devil doesn’t create, he counterfeits. And that includes sex.
	But what if you never got married? What if you got married, then divorced? The message from the pulpit made it seem like God was extra pleased with those who waited. But no one talked about what to do with the desires, urges, and tensions that come with being human. This is a real conversation that needs to be had. This is the conversation the church avoids. But this “ Not nice Christian girl" is ready to have it.
	Lets begin with the double standard with sex and women. Men take pride in counting their sexual partners. A man with many women is called a player, a king, a boss. A woman with many partners is called a whore. Society has always played by these rules. But the truth is, sex is so much deeper than the numbers.Sex is skin deep, mind deep, heart deep. To share your body with someone requires vulnerability and exposure. The circumstances around sex reveal what’s in a person’s mind, heart, and soul. And yet, the church condemns sex while the world idolizes it.Both extremes leave us confused, ashamed, and afraid.
	How can something so good and beautiful be so tainted? How can an act designed by God be so scrutinized? Could it be because of legalistic teachings from the pulpit? Or is it due to the seduction and perversion of the world? Why is sex such a huge conversation in society? Why are we obsessed with who’s sleeping with who, where, how, and when? God created sex. It was created for pleasure, connection and intimacy. But as a Child of God what do I do with these emotions?For as long as I’ve known Christ, sex has been flawed in my mind.
It has always been a blur—conflicting voices shaping my perception. But desire is not a sin, disobedience is. You can be spirit filled and still have hormones. It is quite okay to own your humanity without guilt, and learning how to steward desire and not suppress it. Desire isn’t the problem, it is disconnection from God that is. 
	All of us at one point or another has had an unhealthy relationship with sex. I had made choices that led me down the path of wrong relationships and sexual partners.The bedroom became my place of discovery and heartbreak. I learned about A man’s pain through his aggression. His freedom through his passion. His guilt through his detachment and His shame through his hesitation. Every groan, every touch, every hidden desire exposed what was truly in a person’s soul.
Sex is not just physical. It is spiritual. It is emotional and It is psychological.The Bible says: "All things are permissible, but not all things are beneficial." Sex creates soul ties. Some give life and ignite creativity. Others leave you drained, empty, and broken. But we don’t talk about that in church. We don’t talk about the sexual trauma we experience. That’s often consider private. But sexual trauma is not only about someone violating you, it’s also us violating our own standards when we give ourselves away to someone who is untrustworthy. On both sides we have to take responsibility for our healing. For those who’ve experienced abuse and exploitation, you are not what happened to you. And for those of us who’ve just slept with the wrong person, bare not only our bodies but our souls, know you as well can reclaim your voice, your body and your story. Your body is not broken, it is holy ground. Reclaim it.
	There is so much silence around sex and women’s bodies. Growing up, sex was never talked about. Even living in a one-room house with my grandparents, I never saw affection between them. For God’s sake, my grandmother didn’t even want to talk about my period. I remember watching a maxi pad commercial—a woman running across a field in a flowing dress.When I asked my grandmother what it was about, she said, "It helps women run faster.” So, when my own period came, I thought I was literally on the verge of dying.
	We can’t heal what we keep hiding. The enemy thrives in secrecy, but God moves in surrender. Wether you have had sex , been addicted to porn or wrestle with sexual identity, healing is possible, but it requires truth. God will not flinch at your story, God is always about rewriting it. We must bring the sexual taboo to an end in the religious cultures.  Sexual education matters.

	If I had been educated earlier, I would have known my worth, understood my boundaries and made different choices when it came to my body. I would have known earlier that my body is not a curse, it’s a calling. 
For many of us, body shame and self-hatred have been constant companions, voices that whisper we're too much, not enough, or simply unworthy. We’ve been taught to pick ourselves apart in the mirror, to compare our curves or lack thereof, to chase impossible standards of beauty while ignoring the sacred truth: our bodies are not mistakes or burdens, they’re part of our divine calling. When we begin to see our bodies through God’s eyes, we understand they were never meant to be sources of shame, but vessels of purpose. Every scar, every stretch mark, every part of us carries a story, and those stories are holy.
The world often over sexualize the body, especially women’s bodies, reducing us to objects for consumption while simultaneously condemning us for the attention it draws. It’s a trap, one that makes you feel like your body is either a tool for power or a reason for punishment. But when you realize your body isn’t a curse, you begin to reclaim it, not for the gaze of others, but for the glory of God. You walk different. You dress different, not out of fear or control, but out of reverence. You no longer weaponize your beauty or hide it in shame. You embody it. You protect it. You honor it.
	To know your body is a calling and  to understand that you are not just skin and flesh, you are sanctuary. You are movement, breath, rhythm, and strength. You are created in the image of a God who makes no mistakes. When you reject self-hatred and embrace your body as a sacred space, you begin to break generational chains of insecurity and silence. You feel free to live in the temple you call skin, blood, nerves and organs. You stop apologizing for existing and start walking in authority. Not to reduce or shrink, but to stand tall in who God made you to be. That is the kind of liberation the enemy fears, the kind that starts when you finally believe: “My body is not my shame. It is my calling. You don’t have to choose between being powerful and being embodied. Girls, you are not a stumbling block, you are a temple. 
	For years the church or should I say religion taught us about sex but what does God really thinks about sex. If He created it, then he has a feeling about sex. He has a purpose for it. He has a time for it just like everything else. The Bible mentions sex over 70 times and over the centuries, different  theologies have shaped how we view sex.  For years, I equated sex with love.
But most of my experiences left me feeling broken. My childhood was stolen in a sea of abuse and manipulation.  So eventually, I condemned sex altogether. I told myself I wanted no part of it. We all have. A sexual past and sexual history. And that  history is recorded in our brain, soul and imprint in our body. 
	Just think about all your sexual encounters and what it meant to you or didn’t meant to you. Some of us had many one night stands that although you had he pleasure for the moment, it also taught us that our bodies were casual and didn’t have meaning . We shared intimate parts of ourselves, give then a taste of blueprint of both good and bad. Although I personally understand why God would say wait for a commitment before entering a sexual encounter, we will not sit here and lie that because one label themselves as a Christian means they will not have sex outside of marriage. 
Research shows that by age 44, 99% of people have had sex, and 93% had it before marriage (Guttmacher Institute). So what does this mean for Christians? Most people in religious community are taught to wait before having sex. So we have women especially running into marriage with men who are not compatible for them. They are now permission to have sex but soon realized they are sleeping with the enemy. Many believe that marriage erases sexual sin.
But what about when a spouse fantasizes about someone else during sex, pornography invades the marriage bed, and Unspoken trauma resurfaces in intimacy?
	Sex and sexuality go way deeper than the physical act. Sex is a spiritual connection. And no matter what anyone says to me, THE BEST SEX IS ROOTED IN LOVE. I believe the best sex happens when you are with someone you truly love. Because scripture  says: "Anything that is not done in love is a sin." (Romans 14:23) We must not be fooled to believe that just because someone gets married, everything will be perfect. Even in monogamous marriages, hidden desires still exist.We bring, our past wounds, our old experiences and our unmet expectations in the sheets So what do we do with that? How do we heal?m How do we reclaim sex as holy, beautiful, and designed by God? That’s a conversation I am ready to have. That’s a conversation the church needs to have. We would see more healings and freedom.
	If I should have any reason why the Lord wind gave us wait to have sex before marriage. I believe it takes time to know someone. Choosing to wait before having sex can offer deep emotional, physical, and spiritual benefits that strengthen not only your sense of self but also the foundation of your relationships.
	Emotionally, waiting allows you to form a clearer understanding of your connection with someone, separate from the intense chemical bonds that sex creates. Sexual intimacy releases powerful hormones like oxytocin, which can create a sense of attachment, even if emotional or relational compatibility isn't fully there. When you wait, you give yourself space to evaluate how safe, respected, and emotionally supported you truly feel with someone, outside of physical intimacy. This clarity can protect your heart, prevent confusion, and reduce the risk of attaching to someone who may not be aligned with your long-term values or goals.
	Physically, waiting can be an act of self-care. It helps reduce the risk of sexually transmitted infections, unintended pregnancies, and even emotional stress that can manifest in the body when intimacy isn't reciprocated or honored. It also encourages healthy conversations about boundaries, desires, and expectations, conversations that are often skipped when sex enters too early. This intentional approach promotes bodily autonomy and respect, both of which are essential to maintaining long-term health and well-being.
	Spiritually, waiting can be a sacred practice of alignment. For many, the act of waiting is not about repression but reverence. It’s about honoring your body as a vessel of divine purpose and not something to be casually given. When sex is treated as a gift rather than a transaction, it carries more meaning. Waiting can deepen your connection to your faith, your values, and your intuition. It allows you to hear clearly without the noise of premature intimacy if this person honors your soul, respects your essence, and is walking in the same direction spiritually.
	Ultimately, waiting isn't about punishment or fear, it’s about power, intention, and choosing to protect the most vulnerable parts of yourself until it’s safe and sacred to share them.
	Celibacy is not punishment, it’s about power. It’s your power. This is not about deprivation-it’s about protection and purpose.  If we can reframe celibacy as. Spiritual obedience and radical self-respect, we would see our worth clearly and realize not everyone gets access.  
	 But to the person out there who have used their bodies in so many ways, like prostitution, casual encounters and promiscuity, understand that you can start over without shame. It doesn’t matter the mistakes, heartbreaks or years of cycles, you are not too far gone. Restoration is God’s speciality. You can always recline you body, your mind and your soul. Stop letting religion shame what God made. 
	The church taught women to fear their sexuality, while the world taught them to sell it. It’s time for a new narrative. It’s Holy , whole and fully alive. Your body was meant  for shame, it was created to be anointed.  You re not just a spirit, you are body thatGod loves. He formed you in your mother’s womb and knitted you together. God sees eery inch of you and called it , good. The word “Good” in the beginning of the scriptures, “ where it says” He created it and saw that it was “Good”  came from the good came from the Hebrew word,”tov” means harmony, beauty, pleasing, agreeable and the fulfillment of a thing’s intended purpose. A good thing in alignment with God’s design and purpose. It means it is functioning was intended. This good thing is flourishing and bearing good fruit. The word “ good” is mentioned over 300 times in scripture and also used to describe a wife.
	It baffles me how we can be intentional about protecting our home, protecting our space but feel like our bodies are not worth protecting at all. We use our bodies out of harmony and purpose all the time and wonder why we feel confused, heavy, ashamed and afraid. When we are out f alignment, these will be the very result.nGod did not make us in pieces, he made us in over. 
You Can Be Saved, Sanctified, and Still Wanna Have Sex. That  is normal girl. You are not crazy, unholy, lustful or perverted.  Stop pretending like you don’t want it just to seem “holy.” Holiness is honesty. And God can handle the heat. It’s not about suppressing your desires, it’s about submitting to the One who gave it to you.  Intimacy without covenant is a soul leak.
	 Intimacy is sacred. It’s not just physical, it’s spiritual, emotional, and deeply energetic. When you give your body without the protection of covenant, you're not just giving skin, you’re giving soul. And without covenant, there's no container to hold that exchange. That’s why it leaks. That’s why you feel drained. That’s why you keep leaving pieces of yourself behind.
God designed intimacy to thrive within the safety of commitment , a holy covenant that honors, nurtures, and protects both hearts involved. Without that covering, every act of false intimacy becomes a transaction that empties rather than fills. You keep giving, but you're not being poured into. You keep connecting, but you’re never truly seen. That’s a soul leak when your value spills out in places that were never meant to carry it.
You weren’t created to sample love. You were created to dwell in it. Covenant is where love is sealed, protected, and matured. Without it, intimacy becomes a counterfeit version of connection, thrilling in the moment, but costly in the aftermath. Your body remembers. Your spirit grieves. Your soul whispers, “There’s more than this.”
	So if you’re tired of leaking, come back to the well. Come back to your worth. Come back to the God who designed intimacy not as a game, but as a garden to be tended, honored, and guarded with fire. Because real love doesn’t drain. It dwells.  I believe sex outside of covenant always costs more than you bargained for, even when it feels good in the moment. It's not about judgment, it’s about protection. Just because it doesn’t leave a mark doesn’t mean it didn’t leave a wound.
	Stop Letting the Bedroom Be a Battlefield. For married women: how many are married but still carrying shame from the church or past lovers? Sex should be pleasurable, prophetic, and pure , not performative or filled with fear. Sis, stop praying in tongues and moaning in silence. Heaven can handle both. The church act like God can’t handle sex. God is not mad at you, He misses youWhether you’re currently sexually active, living in confusion, or stuck in  cycles — God isn’t disgusted. He’s pursuing you. He wants your body, your heart, and your story  not in pieces. He’s not calling you to be perfect. He’s calling you to be present.”
	You don’t have to give access to prove you’re worth. Stop sleeping with people trying to earn love God already gave you. Your bed is not a proving ground and your body is not a resume. You don’t need to be undressed to feel seen. You need to be known to feel loved. Sis it’s too late to reclaim sacred sex Reclaim Sacred Sex. Sex can be re-anointed, desire can be detoxed and passion can be pure. Your sexual past does not cancel your future and there’s nothing in your sheets that grace can’t wash clean. This isn’t about shame, it’s about stewardship. God isn’t trying to ruin your fun, God is trying to protect your future. Sex that is in alignment will reflect clarity, connection and covenant. The world teaches us to chase pleasure and God teaches us how to carry it. Girl your Yes is powerful, but so is Your No. Saying “no” to sex outside of purpose doesn’t make you boring, it makes you blazing with discernment. Every time you say no, you remind hell who you belong to. Your no isn’t deprivation, it’s a divine strategy. Sex is spiritual warfare. It’s energy exchange, it’s soul imprinting. That’s why hell works overtime to pervert it because it’s that powerful. Every time you lay down with someone, something gets up with you.
	So the question is define sex for yourself by asking these three questions, How do I connect sex to love, how do I connect sex with truth and how do I connect sex to God?  First, I connect sex to love by first understanding that love is not just a feeling. It’s a covenant. It’s not something I fall into, it’s something I build with intention. That means sex, in its most sacred form, is an expression of commitment, safety, and self-giving love and  not a strategy for validation or a shortcut to intimacy. If love doesn’t protect me, honor me, and cover me emotionally and spiritually, then sex in that space will leave me exposed. Love doesn’t demand my body at the expense of my boundaries. Love doesn’t pressure. Love waits. Love builds. Love protects the soul. So I connect sex to love by asking, “Does this love honor my wholeness , not just my body?”
	Second, How do I connect sex to truth? Sex outside of truth is just performance. It’s role-playing. It’s hiding behind desire instead of standing in it. Truth means I show up fully honest about who I am, what I need, what I believe, and where I’m going. If I have to silence my voice, stuff down my values, or abandon my future to be touched, then that sex is not aligned with truth. Truth calls for clarity, not confusion. It’s not about rules,  it’s about revelation. When sex is connected to truth, it’s no longer a secret or shameful act. It becomes a reflection of who I really am and what I really stand for. I don’t disconnect my truth just to feel wanted. I let my truth lead, even in desire.

And thirdly, How do I connect sex to God? I connect sex to God by seeing it as worship, not weakness. The world says sex is for pleasure alone. Religion says sex is dangerous. But God says sex  in the right covenant is holy. He created it. Blessed it. Designed it for joy, unity, and oneness. So when I view sex through God’s lens, I realize it’s not dirty. It’s divine. But divine things must be protected. Not hoarded. Not withheld out of fear. But held with reverence. I connect sex to God by asking, “Does this moment reflect His design? His timing? His blessing?” If it doesn’t lead me back to peace, then it’s not from Him. God is not absent in the bedroom. He’s the Author of its beauty.
So I end with this Sex is not dirty. It’s not shameful. And it’s not something we whisper about behind veils of guilt and silence. Sex is sacred, spiritual and a covenant act, not a convenience.
God didn’t give you desire to torment you , He gave it to train you in discernment and devotion. Your body is not a trap. It’s not a temptation. It’s a temple, fearfully and wonderfully made, wired for both pleasure and purpose. But pleasure without protection becomes pain. And intimacy without covenant becomes a soul leak.You are not made to give pieces of yourself away to people who haven’t paid the price of commitment. Your value is not up for casual consumption. You are not a sample, you are the whole table. And you don’t owe anyone access to what God has crowned as holy. You can want sex and still choose wisdom. You can carry desire and still protect your destiny. You can wait and still be worthy , not because you're scared of sin, but because you're secure in who you are and whose you are. This isn’t about being a nice Christian girl. This is about being a powerful, whole, kingdom-minded woman who knows that her body is a prophetic instrument, not a public playground.

Journal Prompts
What beliefs about sex have shaped how I see myself? Are they true or toxic?
What experiences around sex have I never fully processed or spoken out loud?
Where do I still feel shame — and what truth does God want to speak there?
What would it mean to love my body again — without apology?

 Affirmation: Reclaiming My Body, My Story, My Power
I am not my past.
I am not what they did to me.
I am not the shame I’ve carried.
I am the temple of the Holy Spirit.
I walk in wholeness. I walk in truth.
I can feel, I can heal, and I can start again.
My body is not a battlefield. It’s a miracle.



Wrap-Up Power Statement:
You are not your body count. You are not your past.
You are not your purity pledge or your worst decision.
You are a walking miracle, wrapped in flesh, kissed by Heaven.
And yes, God cares about your sex life — because He cares about you.
Now get up, reclaim your body, rewrite the story, and walk like a woman who knows
her body is holy, her pleasure is protected, and her presence is powerful.






















CHAPTER 8
EMOTIONAL SOBRIETY

	‘My name is Jozanne, and I am here because my husband was an alcoholic. I found him dead on his bed. I had no idea he was losing in this area because he never told me. He told me everything was fine. Trust me. God will take care of it.”And I believed him because I believed in God, that God could do anything. I never imagined that one day I would find  myself sitting in a circle, listening to the stories of people who had watched their lives unravel, not by a sudden catastrophe but by a slow, relentless battle with a bottle. I had barely touched alcohol myself, yet here I was, a casualty of addiction—not my own, but his.
	I remember the first time I saw him drink a glass of wine in Malibu. I didn’t think much of it. I wanted to be the nice Christian wife, full of grace, not condemnation. Because I have seen many people who profess Christianity drink and there was never a problem. Although he did tell me that he use to get drunk back in Nigeria, he had been without alcohol for 20 years. How could I ever think that  one glass would become a bottle a  day, that would lead to his demise. Eight years later, he was gone.
For a few years, there was a sickness in my stomach that rivaled the heartbreak of a wife catching her husband with another woman. But this wasn’t infidelity in the traditional sense, his mistress was a bottle, and it had stolen him from me long before death did. Sitting in the ashes of it all, I asked myself, What happened? How did we build a life only to have it collapse? Was he that unhappy? That sad? That broken? He had touched so many lives, yet he was too afraid to be touched in his weakest moments. I had so many questions, none of which had answers.
	So, I did what was required of me. I planned a funeral. I stood strong, prayed harder, leaned on friends, and clung to God like my life depended on it. But beneath the spiritual resilience was a woman unraveling. A woman feeling betrayed, not just by her husband, but by the narrative she had believed in. He had always said I was the best thing in his life, so why didn’t he fight for me? Why didn’t he stay for me? It felt like a cruel, elaborate lie. I had been in a marriage with someone I did not know anything about. Really. Why didn’t he trust me with his pain, his sadness, the parts of him that was ugly. I wanted to see it all because marriage is not just the petals, it is also the thorn.
Grief came in waves. It crashed into my chest at random moment, like picking tomatoes at the grocery store reminded one of the times I wanted to make him a meal. Everything became difficult with grief, like getting up to brush your teeth, doing your favorite thing or even resting. It was as if you lost a part of you literally. 
	Your friends and family might not understand that when you lose a spouse or get a divorce, it’s not just the splitting that hurts, it’s the rebuilding that causes you to realize that your entire house was torn down and you have to rebuild a life from scratch. I wasn’t just grieving the death of someone, I was grieving the death of a life I had spent years crafting with someone, the death of the separation and the death of the person losing their life. Three deaths in one sitting and the person who can truly help is God
	My heart had been through too much. And just as my husband had needed sobriety from alcohol, I realized I needed something just as vital: emotional sobriety. I no longer wanted to drown in sorrow. I was tired of sadness, anxiety, and fear. I needed a break, not from responsibility, but from the weight of carrying the pain of others.
	Leaving that meeting that day, I realized I had been living in cycles of trauma my entire life. Pain had been my unwanted companion since birth. And while others in that room needed alcohol sobriety, I needed freedom from emotional trauma. I needed to experience joy without it being the reward for suffering extensively. I wanted to run on a beach, feel the cold splash of the ocean on my skin. Ride a bike through the countryside where no one knew my name. Be held. Be kissed passionately. Be loved for the wholeness of me, not just the parts of me that served others.Yet, something in me resisted. You should grieve longer, the committee in my head whispered. Be a professional widow. You don’t deserve joy yet.
	Have you ever felt that way? That happiness was something to be earned after suffering enough? That living in struggle was somehow the godlier choice?For too long, I had allowed myself to be broken by men who were fractured and didn’t know how to love me. I had made a habit of loving, forgiving, serving, and sacrificing for people who did not return the same. I was exhausted of carrying the weight of others. Tired of heartbreak. Tired of waiting for people who did not show up for me. So, I made a choice: this would be my season of joy.
	Emotional sobriety means breaking free from the cycles that keep us bound. It means confronting the redundant issues we replay in our lives. What behaviors, patterns, and relationships do we keep reliving like a broken record? Growing up, I saw struggle romanticized. I saw my grandmother endure mistreatment and call it love. I learned that staying where you are unloved made you noble. That being Christlike meant enduring the unbearable. But that is not the Gospel. Jesus redeems, He does not trap. Emotional abuse is more than bruises and betrayals. It’s neglect. Indifference. The unwillingness to change. Silence when love demands communication. It’s manipulation, pride, and emotional distance. It is every action that slowly erodes the soul of the one who stays.
My husband had died from alcoholism, and in that moment, I became numb. You see, church taught us how to pray but not how to process. Because the truth is we can’t cast out what we need to confront. We can not heal what we keep numbing. Busyness, over giving, toxic relationships, shopping , scrolling through social media and gorging food and sugar will only let you cope long enough. Sometimes numbness looks like strength, but it’s actually suppression. But emotional sobriety requires  you to feel what you were taught to ignore. We tend to blame everything we go through on the devil, but sometimes, it’s not the devil, it’s unprocessed grief of all we have been through and not talk about that has us in shambles. 
	His death was the wake-up call I didn’t know I needed, not just to let him go, but to let go of my addiction to saving others who did not want to be saved. Many said I should cry it out, but my tears were too complicated. They were love and anger intertwined, anger that he had witnessed God’s goodness yet lived as if he hadn’t met the Lord. Anger that his final memory would be one of loss and depravity rather than victory. He had blessed so many people and yet he couldn’t really hang on to love he professed. Anger that he never let me love him fully. He only gave me the parts he thought were acceptable. Bye misrepresented himself to find love. “Show up for yourself”, I had pleaded. But he never did. Nd the truth is maybe he just didn’t know how.
	As a Black man and all the woes that comes with the clot of his skin, he probably didn’t learn how to have his own emotional sobriety. He didn’t learn to process pain and share about it because most Black men are taught to show only strength. His pain was not allowed in the world and even finding a black woman who loved him dearly, he didn’t know how to receive her unconditional love. But also as a Black woman, I had carried so many other people’s pain. My grandmother, my mother, my father, my brothers, and my peers. Now t was time to let go and find my own sobriety.

God had used deaf of a mother, a grandmother, and a husband to finally wake me up and strip me down to nothing but Him. We often believe our worth is in what we do for others. We assume suffering is the currency of significance. But sometimes, the greatest act of faith is to be still. To sit. To allow ourselves to be loved and restored by God. Emotional sobriety is no longer striving to prove I am worthy but abiding in the One who is worthy. Our value is not in how much we endure, but in the simple fact that we exist.
We must be willing to put down our addiction to emotional turmoil. To break up with the cycles that keep us bound. To divorce destructive emotions and marry peace. Emotional sobriety is becoming whole. And wholeness is our divine birthright.
	The truth is we can be “saved” or “born again” and still emotionally immature. Speaking in tongues doesn’t mean you know how to speak truthfully. When we stay in a place of ‘“Nice” we often lie about how we feel. We pretend we don’t have a point of view of our circumstances. So we keep them to ourselves and it makes us sick.  Emotional maturity is a form of spiritual warfare. And many of us are not going to war. We are playing life safely, super friendly and nicely. 
	Feelings are real but they’re not your master. Just because something feels urgent doesn’t mean it’s true. Just because you love someone doesn’t mean you must let go of your convictions and boundaries have them in your life. You don’t have to believe every emotion that kicks on your door. Emotionally sobriety is learning to sit with a feeling without being controlled by it. That’s both for negative and positive emotions.
	Many times we fall in the traps of emotional highs. It sounds and feels good. But not all good feelings are God’s direction for our lives. Emotional highs are not a substitute for stability. Some of us are addicted to adrenaline, chaos and crisis.  God is not just found in our highs, he anchors us in the quiet as well. Spiritual growths often feels boring and thats because it’s rooted. Have anyone of us sat down watch a seed in the ground become a tree and then bares fruit. We would all want to pull our hair out. Not because we don’t always see and feel the process doesn’t mean nothing is happening. 
	Life can and will bring you many challenges in life. And we must learn to balanced it all. Most of the pain  I’ve felt is because I  did not set boundaries for myself, even in my relationships. I allowed people to think they can show up and talk to me in any way they wanted. We often teaches people how to treat us, which will often disrupt our emotional equilibrium. We think if we are being nice, they will respect us. But niceness only gives them the license to disrespect us. Sobriety means knowing what and who keeps us stable. We don’t need to “pray abut” protecting our peace. Just protect it. Guard it. I am a huge advocate of protecting my peace and my joy. Cutting ties with your emotional triggers is wisdom nit rebellion. Peace is not a vibe, peace is a decision. If anyone causes you to be out of character and leave the place of abiding, we must take notice. Pray first about, and then listen to the instructions that leads to peace.  You might think this is funny, but if it’s one thing that Jesus left with us it was His peace. 
	In John 12:27, Jesus said, "Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.” This verse is Jesus speaking to His disciples before His crucifixion, offering them a deep, unshakable peace that transcends external chaos, what many today would call emotional sobriety. It’s not the fleeting peace of the world but a sustaining peace rooted in Him.
	We do not have to respond to every fire. Not every battles is yours. And not every phone call is an emergency. I se to think whenever anyone call me with an emergency, it meant I needed to fix it. I needed to be there for them. Sobriety teaches you to pause, pray and respond. Stop reacting. Silence can be holy and stillness can be strength. Sometimes our silence and stillness give us the ability to see clearly what is going on. And that clarity can be that not everything loud is not urgent and not everything urgent is not always God knocking. 
	Having emotional sobriety is a weapon because the enemy wants you to be emotionally unstable, because instability delays destiny. When you are sober, you’re dangerous: clear headed , discerning and present. There is nothing more dangerous than a person who  has clarity in their minds and know where they are going. A cleared minded person will stop bleeding on people and will start building with people. Ladies, listen, a sober minded woman is a supernatural threat wherever she is placed.
	Also, remember your triggers are clues  and not curses. Don’t run from your triggers or avoid them. It’s important to study them. Emotional sobriety invites you to pay attention to where you flinch , shut down, or overreact. Triggers are not signs of weakness, they are your signals of healing. It can make you feel crazy at times when we are off balanced but use that moment to become more conscious of what’s going on with you. Don’t avoid  your triggers, study them long enough until you are free from them.
	I’ve learned to lead with both my heart and my discernment.  Ladies, I am talking to you. Based on how we are wired we often times get in our emotions more than men. Once we feel deeply, we allow the feelings to tear down our boundaries, burn our entire house down and we abandon ship just because we, “feel.” Trust me you can weep and still walk in purpose. Cry girlfriend but don’t forget to carry the anointing God has on your life. Emotional sobriety isn’t about being robotic, it’s about being rooted in God. Rooted in yourself with purpose. It’s about being confident about who you are and whose you are. It’s daily choice. This isn’t a one time healing moment, it’s a lifestyle. Just like addiction , emotional instability tries to creep back in. Sobriety means staying checked in, conscious , and committed to your peace. 
	I have allowed myself to be thrown off my peace many times jest because I got emotional and attached to the wrong person, vision and path. Emotional sobriety must be made a standard. How many times will we allow people and emotions, feelings have us derailed from our paths. We should make clarity our currency and peace our protocol. I now I have said a mouthful but the truth is if we can get rid of our nice syndrome we would not fall in the traps of instability.
	So what is emotional sobriety? Emotional sobriety is the ability to manage your emotions in a healthy, balanced, and grounded way regardless of your external circumstances or internal struggles. It’s often described as the next level of recovery after physical sobriety, but it applies to anyone seeking emotional maturity and inner peace.
Here are some  key traits of emotional sobriety, self awareness, self-regulation, accountability, detachment with love, resilience, and freedom from emotional dependency. Let’s talk about self-awareness. Being able to name what you’re feeling and why is important. Sometimes we are so busy with trying to keep the peace by being nice that we lose ourselves in the process and become a stranger to our thoughts and feelings. 
I remember so many times in friendships and romantic relationships where I felt uncomfortable in a situation and thought I didn’t have the right to be angry about how the other person made me feel. Instead of addressing it, I did nice things to make them feel like I was not upset, stuffing my feelings and betraying myself.
	Emotional sobriety isn’t just about avoiding outbursts or masking feelings with spiritual platitudes, it’s about standing in truth with ourselves. Self-awareness is the foundation of that truth. Without it, we confuse performance with authenticity. We confuse being "nice" with being whole. Emotional sobriety demands that we not only feel our emotions but that we also understand why we feel them. It asks us to pause, to reflect, to ask hard questions about our motives, our reactions, our patterns, not to judge ourselves, but to be honest with ourselves.
	For the Christian woman who has been trained to be agreeable, pleasant, and pleasing to others, self-awareness can be terrifying. It exposes the buried anger we weren’t allowed to feel, the fear we masked with faith-talk, the exhaustion we spiritualized with scriptures about long-suffering. But to walk in true emotional sobriety is to say, “I see myself clearly, and I still choose love,  not just for others, but for me too.” It is choosing boundaries without guilt. It is recognizing when we’re triggered, when we’re fawning to avoid conflict, when we’re shrinking to be accepted.
	Without self-awareness, we can’t heal, we just perform better. We can’t be sober, we just become better liars to ourselves. But the journey of becoming of no longer being a “nice Christian girl” but a whole woman of God requires us to look in the mirror and tell the truth. Self-awareness, then, is not selfish, it is sacred. It is the doorway to emotional freedom and spiritual maturity. And it is where the real work begins.
	Next, let’s look at at self regulation and it’s importance as we become more intentional about emotional sobriety. I remember so many times I would lash out, numb or spiral in my feelings and emotions because I did not take the time to pause, process and respond to a situation that was unhealthy for me. That’s what tends to happen when we don’t articulate and address issues in our relationships with others. Understanding  self -regulation will give you the power to master your world. One of the fruits of the holy Spirit is having self control. Too often we think that God is not able to handle our emotions or able to help manage them. 
	Self-regulation is the ability to manage your emotions, thoughts, and behaviors, especially in challenging situations. It’s not about suppressing how you feel or pretending everything is okay. Instead, it’s about recognizing your emotions as they arise and choosing how to respond rather than reacting impulsively. For many women, especially those raised to be “nice” or “compliant,” self-regulation can feel foreign or even rebellious but it is actually a powerful act of self-love and emotional maturity.
	When you practice self-regulation, you create space between the trigger and your response. This pause is a sacred moment where you decide whether to respond with anger, fear, or frustration or with calm, clarity, and intention. It’s the difference between lashing out or setting a healthy boundary. Self-regulation teaches you that your feelings don’t have to control your actions, and your actions don’t have to betray your values. You reclaim your power to be both human and disciplined.
	Self-regulation also means understanding your limits and knowing when to step back, rest, or ask for support. It’s not about perfection or being emotionless. It’s about being honest with yourself about what you can handle in the moment and making choices that protect your well-being. For a Christian woman who has been conditioned to carry everyone else’s burdens, this can be revolutionary. It means saying “no” without guilt and honoring your own needs alongside your faith and values.
	The journey to mastering self-regulation takes practice and patience. It involves mindfulness, self-reflection, and sometimes, forgiveness , especially forgiving yourself when you slip into old habits. It requires you to be vulnerable enough to face uncomfortable feelings and courageous enough to choose growth over avoidance. But every time you succeed, you build emotional resilience, a stronger sense of self, and deeper peace.
Ultimately, self-regulation is an act of freedom. It is choosing to live intentionally rather than reactively. It’s how you reclaim your emotional sobriety and stop being a hostage to other people’s expectations or your own inner turmoil. When you regulate yourself, you step fully into your power, not as a “nice Christian girl,” but as a whole, fierce, and authentic woman of God.
	Which now lead me to another important fact, which is accountability. I have come across many individuals who just can’t take accountability for the choices they make in being emotionally unstable. Everything is happening to them and nothing is happening for them. They live in a place of blame constantly and can’t see their way out of nothing  and might be too prideful to have others help them see their way out. Here are some reasons why there is an importance of accountability in emotional sobriety
	Emotional sobriety doesn’t happen in isolation. It is deeply personal, but never meant to be private. Accountability is the mirror that reflects our blind spots in the areas we can’t or won’t see on our own. When we’re committed to healing and emotional maturity, we need people around us who are brave enough to tell us the truth with love. Not everyone qualifies for this role. But the right accountability partners be it a therapist, mentor, close friend, or spiritual leader can help us stay grounded when emotions threaten to distort our reality.
	Often, we think we’re okay because we’re functioning: going to church, getting work done, and not crying every day. But accountability checks for more than function, it asks about heart posture. It challenges self-deception. Emotional sobriety requires us to be responsible for how we show up in relationships, not just how we feel. An accountable woman learns to own her emotional responses and behaviors, even when she’s triggered. She stops making excuses. She doesn’t weaponize her pain or hide behind spiritual language. But she doesn’t do this alone she invites someone else to walk alongside her.
	In many Christian circles, we’ve mistaken suffering in silence for strength. We’ve confused secrecy with sanctity. But accountability is not weakness it’s wisdom. It says, “I trust God enough to trust someone with my process.” It breaks the pattern of hiding and helps dismantle the shame that comes with emotional struggle. When we are emotionally intoxicated overwhelmed, reactive, or spiraling, our judgment is clouded. Accountability steps in and says, “Let’s get back to truth.”
	Being accountable also means being teachable. A woman who is emotionally sober welcomes correction, not because it feels good, but because she knows growth requires it. She doesn’t shut down when she’s confronted; she reflects, she repents if needed, and she realigns. Accountability creates the kind of environment where emotional integrity can thrive. It’s not about control, it’s about safety. It’s a container for growth, a guardrail for wholeness, and a safeguard against self-sabotage.
	Ultimately, accountability is an act of love. It's how we honor the women we are becoming. We cannot heal in the dark. And we cannot maintain emotional sobriety without someone helping us carry the mirror when our hands are too full. Accountability is not about being watched,  it’s about being witnessed, supported, and reminded that we’re not alone on this journey. We were never meant to be. Ladies please find you an accountability partner, a few as a matter a fact. You take ownership of emotional health. The more you do, the more wholeness becomes you.
	And we can’t truly become who we are if we are so attached to people, places and things when God wants us to be free to hear his voice and move  int he direction he would have us go. Let’s be clear, another important remedy to emotional sobriety is  Detachment with love. Oh, how we are afraid to detach ourselves.  We love comfort and the minute we find someone or a situation that is blissful, detaching ourselves becomes difficult. But also keep in mind we can become attached to chaos as well because the environment is familiar.
I remember how long it took me to leave some circles of friendships even leaving a church because of the familiar. It was scary to go out there on my own. I have stayed in so many situations longer than God wanted me and in return lose myself in the process. One of the most freeing principles in emotional sobriety is detachment with love. It's the art of loving someone deeply without losing yourself in the process. For years, many of us were taught that love meant sacrifice at all costs, even the cost of our peace, our voice, our identity. 
	Especially in the Christian context, we were told that “dying to self” meant tolerating dysfunction or staying in toxic spaces to prove our faithfulness. But emotional sobriety teaches a different truth: You can love someone and still say no. You can care without carrying what isn't yours. Detachment with love means no longer trying to rescue, fix, or control someone else’s behavior so you can feel okay. It’s understanding that love doesn’t demand codependency. It demands truth, boundaries, and the willingness to release outcomes we were never designed to manage. It’s looking at someone and saying, “I love you, but I will not abandon myself for you.”
	When we detach with love, we’re not abandoning others, we’re actually honoring them by refusing to manipulate, enable, or lie to keep the peace. We trust God more than we trust our own emotional strategies. And we trust ourselves enough to know that our value doesn’t come from being everything for everyone. It comes from being grounded, honest, and emotionally sober,  even when it’s hard.
	Detachment with love is not cold or distant. It is one of the most compassionate forms of clarity. It means choosing peace over chaos, and presence over pretense. When we detach, we give ourselves permission to stop begging for someone else’s transformation and start focusing on our own healing. We stop over-functioning in relationships where we’ve been trying to prove our worth through fixing, saving, or spiritual hustling. Instead, we reclaim our God-given power to stand fully in who we are, no longer shaped by someone else’s dysfunction.
	Emotional sobriety teaches us that boundaries are not barriers, they’re bridges back to sanity. You can be kind and still have limits. You can be generous and still say “enough.” Detachment with love empowers us to show up with grace and grit to say, “I care about you, but I won’t abandon myself to stay connected to you.” It’s not an act of rebellion; it’s an act of reverence for yourself, for others, and for the God who never asked you to play savior.
	In the end, detachment with love is what allows us to remain soft without being swallowed. It invites us to walk in truth, free from the guilt that used to keep us tied to unhealthy attachments in the name of Christian virtue. It’s a daily practice of emotional and spiritual maturity, choosing to love well without losing ourselves. And that, dear reader, is not just sober, it’s holy.
	 But what happens when the detachment is someone else detaching themselves from you or find yourself in the midst of a divorce, or loss of a loved one. That kind of detachment can feel like all hell has broke loose. You feel alone, shamed, isolated and afraid. And deep inside we don’t know how we are going to find ourselves back home to the strong emotional foundation we once stood on. That’s where resiliency comes in. We  have to find a way to bounce back from emotional storms with a deeper insight and peace.  No matter the trial and tribulation, God has a plan for it all. 
	Resilience is not just about getting back up after life knocks you down, it’s about how you get back up, who you become in the process, and what you learn about yourself along the way. When it comes to emotional sobriety, resilience isn’t powered by denial or distraction. It’s powered by truth. You don’t bounce back because you pretend it didn’t hurt. You bounce back because you dared to feel the pain fully, and you decided that your story doesn’t end there.
	Many women have been taught to equate faith with suppression, to smile while bleeding internally, to pray while ignoring trauma, to serve while silently drowning. But emotional sobriety calls for something deeper: awareness, ownership, and healing. Resilience in this space isn’t just pushing through. It’s pausing. It’s breaking down before you break open. It’s realizing that the storm didn’t come to destroy you, it came to reveal you.
	True resilience happens when you stop apologizing for your emotions and start listening to them. When you stop over-explaining your boundaries and start honoring them. When you stop measuring your worth by how quickly you "move on," and instead ask, “What did this storm come to teach me?” You gain insight not in the absence of pain but in your willingness to sit in it without letting it become your identity. That is where emotional strength is forged, not on the mountaintop, but in the messy middle.
	Peace is not the reward of pretending to be okay. Peace is the gift of choosing truth, even when it costs you comfort. When you’re emotionally sober, you don’t need to perform healing to keep others comfortable. You don’t need to fake joy to be accepted in the room. You’re not rushing to forgive because it’s the Christian thing to do, you’re seeking wholeness because it’s the necessary thing to do. And the more honest you are with yourself, the more resilient you become.
Resilience means you don’t need everyone to understand your process. You don’t need validation to honor your own growth. You recognize that just because you’re weeping today doesn’t mean you’re weak, it means you’re real. You might fall apart on a Tuesday morning in your car, but you rise on Wednesday with a fresh revelation about who you are. That’s emotional sobriety. It’s not perfection, it’s presence. It’s you being present and aware of God and You. 
	And yes, you’ll still feel the sting of disappointment. The grief. The triggers. But you’ll respond differently. You won’t spiral into old habits. You won’t chase closure from people who aren't capable of giving it. You won’t shame yourself for feeling. Instead, you’ll create space for compassion. You’ll sit with God, not begging for escape, but asking for understanding. That’s the shift. That’s where peace settles in, not from escape, but from deep integration.
	Resilience through emotional sobriety also teaches you how to love better , not just others, but yourself. You begin to separate codependency from care. People-pleasing from peacemaking. Guilt from responsibility. You stop shrinking yourself to make others feel big. You stop hiding your voice to protect their egos. Because resilience has taught you this: peace is not the absence of conflict. It is the presence of alignment.
	So when the next storm comes and it will, you don’t panic. You breathe. You remember what you’ve survived. You remember that the version of you before the storm is not the same as the one standing now. You are wiser. Softer. Stronger. And most importantly, sober. Not just emotionally but spiritually, mentally, and soulfully. You don’t numb your way through it. You feel your way forward. And that, my sister, is true resilience. So in this moment, I won’t say bury the past, I say find understanding, be honest with yourself. Let God give you the bounce back because when we allow Him to do it in his time, it’s not just a comeback, it’s elevation. 
	And now lastly, let’s end with Freedom from emotional dependency. This is where your sense of self-worth doesn’t hinge on others’ approval or behavior. As we discussed in previous chapters that Nice girl syndrome will have you dependent on others validation.  I truly believe once we are set free from the constant need to have someone’s approval of our existence, I promise you, it will usher you into another realm of identity and be able to hear God’s voice clearer.
	Emotional sobriety begins when you stop outsourcing your sense of worth to someone else’s attention, affirmation, or affection. Many of us,  especially women trained to be “nice,” self-sacrificing, and agreeable have been conditioned to believe that love must be earned, that our value is validated only when someone else acknowledges it. We wait to feel seen, chosen, or loved before we believe we are enough. But that’s emotional dependency  is a trap that keeps us tethered to other people’s moods, needs, and validation like spiritual hostages.
	When you are emotionally dependent, your identity becomes fragile. If someone pulls away, criticizes you, or doesn't respond the way you hoped, it shakes your sense of self. You start questioning your worth, wondering what you did wrong, or what more you could do to please them. Emotional dependency masquerades as loyalty, love, and faithfulness, but it’s really fear. Fear of abandonment. Fear of rejection. Fear of not being enough on your own. And fear will always keep you small.
	Emotional sobriety, however, teaches you how to come home to yourself. It says, I can love you and not lose me. It is the maturity to feel disappointment without spiraling into self-blame. It’s the ability to set boundaries without feeling heartless. And most importantly, it’s knowing that another person’s reaction to you does not define your truth. You learn that you’re allowed to feel sad if someone pulls away  but you’re not required to believe that it’s your fault.
Freedom from emotional dependency is revolutionary for women who have spent years being spiritual shape-shifters, bending themselves into who they think they should be to earn love, respect, or belonging. Emotional sobriety says: Stop performing. Stop pretending. You don’t have to be agreeable to be lovable. You don’t have to be perfect to be chosen. The more you know who you are, the less you need others to constantly confirm it for you.
This kind of freedom doesn’t mean you stop caring. It means you stop clinging. You can hold space for people without holding on for dear life. You begin to trust your own intuition and inner compass more than the shifting opinions of others. You learn that peace is something you cultivate within, not something someone else can deliver to you like a gift with strings attached.
Scripture says, “Do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind.” Emotional dependency conforms you to external patterns: people-pleasing, codependency, guilt-driven service. Emotional sobriety renews your mind by teaching you to walk in alignment with truth, not just emotional highs or spiritual performance. You no longer need to manipulate or manage others' feelings to feel safe. You are safe in God. You are safe in you.
	Breaking free from emotional dependency is also about spiritual maturity. Many of us have used God-talk to justify staying emotionally enslaved. We say, “I’m just being humble,” when we’re actually silencing ourselves. We say, “I’m serving like Jesus,” when we’re actually neglecting our needs out of fear. But Jesus didn’t die for you to be emotionally manipulated. He died so you could live free and that includes being free from the lie that your worth is on the line in every relationship.
	Emotional sobriety isn’t about building walls. It’s about building resilience. It’s about learning to sit in your own presence and say, Even if they don’t see me, I still see me. Even if they don’t love me the way I need, I am still worthy of love. And in that truth, in that sacred self-knowing you walk out of emotional dependency and into divine clarity. That’s where your power lives. That’s where your healing begins.
	This kind of emotional clarity doesn’t come overnight. It requires deep unlearning, intentional healing, and spiritual courage. You will be tempted to go back, to shrink, to appease, to wait for someone else to tell you that you’re enough. But don’t. Emotional dependency will rob you of the voice God gave you, the purpose He placed in you, and the joy that’s already yours. You are not here to live on emotional crumbs. You are here to feast at the table of wholeness.
	Walking in emotional sobriety means choosing what’s best for you according to God’s direction, without apology not in arrogance, but in alignment. It is no longer being ruled by fear of rejection or the need to be needed. It’s embracing your full humanity without losing your divinity. You’re allowed to be disappointed and still choose peace. You’re allowed to grieve what didn’t work out and still know you are whole. That’s maturity and  power. That’s emotional sobriety.
So no, you’re not “just being dramatic.” You’re waking up. You’re healing. You’re breaking chains that were disguised as Christian duty. And as you do, may you remember this truth: you are already enough. Not because they said so. Not because you earned it.  And not because you play Nice Christian Girl, but because God called you worthy and you finally believe Him. Go Girl.
Reflection Prompts
What emotions or people do I feel addicted to?
How do I self-sabotage when I feel emotionally overwhelmed?
Where in my life do I react instead of respond?
What would it look like for me to lead from a place of emotional sobriety?
BONUS: 12 Keys of Emotional Sobriety (for cheat sheet or retreat work)
Respond > React
Pause > Panic
Truth > Triggers
Boundaries > Burnout
Discernment > Drama
Listening > Assuming
Process > Perform
Clarity > Clutter
Honesty > Hype
Stillness > Stimulation
Surrender > Striving
Peace > Popularity



























CHAPTER 9

MARTHA MARTHA MARTHA

	“Jozanne, you are so nice”, I used to wear those words like a badge of honor. I was the one who got things done. The planner, the fixer, the dependable woman who didn’t rest until everything and everyone was taken care of. People praised me for it, but soon I became exhausted and resentful. Burn out was real and soon I realize that being busy wasn’t the same as being whole. People, no matter who they were would take until you are empty. My niceness had me showing up for everyone except for myself. 
	
	When I first accept that I was a Child of God, I thought I needed to be busy for the Lord. Listen, I was in every Bible Study, every service and every prayer meeting. I served in all kind of areas because I equated love with burn out. After all I grew up seeing my grandmother making unnecessary sacrifices for a man who didn’t love her. We must pay attention of at our destructive patterns where and who learn them from. It didn’t matter if I was tired, worn out or sick, I would get up and try to help someone. I’m not saying there is not a time where we can be busy as heck but when busyness replace our sense of worth and value, that becomes a problem. 

	Rest is a ministry. Scripture reminds us, “In repentance and rest is your salvation, in quietness and trust is your strength.” In other words, God is saying: I don’t need your hustle to prove your devotion. I’ve got the work covered. Can you simply be? Can you let Me lead you into what I have for you today, even if that means stillness? You don’t have to impress Me, just love Me. I already love you. There is nothing to earn, nothing to prove. Just be.But for most of us, that’s almost impossible to believe. We’ve spent our entire lives performing proving our worth to family, friends, church, even relationships. We’ve been conditioned to believe that love must be earned. So when God says, “I need nothing from you. I just want you,” it feels overwhelming. Why would God not want something? Why would He simply want me? Because that is the very nature of grace. Jesus is the finished work.
	
	 We forget that God is the source, not the receiver. Everything we have, breath, talent, time, strength comes from Him. When we “give” to God, we’re really returning what He already entrusted to us. Imagine a child giving their parent a birthday gift using money the parent gave them, sweet, but not necessary for the parent to feel whole. It is love that motivates a relationship with God, not lack. God desires relationship, not because He’s lonely or lacking, but because love always wants to share itself. His invitation to worship, obey, or serve Him is for our transformation, not His validation. God’s glory is eternal with or without us. Whether we praise Him or not, God remains glorious. Worship doesn’t add to His glory; it aligns us with reality.

	“Even if you are righteous, what do you give to him? Or what does he receive from your hand?” Job 35:7 Understand that God invites, but doesn’t depend on us. God invites us into His work, not because God needs a workforce, but because he wants us to grow, to be changed, to participate in purpose. So the question becomes, What does God want? He wants your heart, not because he needs it to survive, but because God loves you. And love, real love doesn’t control or demand out of need. It invites, transforms and gives.
	God doesn’t need another hustling son or daughter. How many of you have been working yourself to the bone “for the Lord” but when’s the last time you sat with him. When was the last time you hand over the duties and  go away with your beloved. Even married couples take time away together to focus on their relationship, plug in and see what’s going on with each other. God desires that. There will be times when he cares less about the “work of the Lord”and more about the “Lord of the work.” Ministry without intimacy is spiritual codependency. 
	Spiritual codependency is when someone uses faith, religious practices, or their relationship with God as a way to avoid personal responsibility, control others, or find their worth solely through service or sacrifice, often at the expense of their emotional, spiritual, or relational health. It often looks holy, but underneath, it’s rooted in fear, shame, and a distorted view of God and self. Here are some ways to identify if you are spiritually codependent. You serve constantly in church or ministry but feel burned out, resentful, or unseen. You feel guilty saying no to spiritual obligations, even when you're overwhelmed. You believe your worth to God (or others) is based on how much you do or sacrifice.You try to “pray away” someone else’s dysfunction instead of setting healthy boundaries. You spiritualize toxic behavior: “God wants me to be patient,” even when you're being mistreated. You stay in harmful situations thinking it’s your duty to “save” or “fix” people. The root of that belief is “ If I do more for God or others, then I’ll be enough, loved, safe, or approved.”
	 This is a form of performance Christianity. Spiritual Codependency hides behind humility or service but it’s really about identity confusion. It places your sense of self and stability in how much you’re needed instead of  being known and loved by God without performance. God is not a co-addict. God doesn’t ask us to betray ourselves for the sake of serving others. He calls us to love from overflow, not obligation. He doesn't use guilt or pressure. The Holy Spirit convicts, but He never shames. Real freedom in Christ means learning to say yes from a place of rest not fear of disapproval. You are not holy because you are busy, you’re holy because you are present. 
	There is a danger we will face in distraction. Martha wasn’t wrong, she was just distracted. Her heart was sincere but her priorities were misaligned. She was doing things for Jesus while missing Jesus in the room. She became  busy with serving, she missed intimacy. How many of us have missed Jesus while doing work for the Lord. I know I have several times. There were moments when I became so busy and even hear God saying to me , I need you over here and told him, hold on Jesus. I am doing this over here for you. I know he was just sick of me at that point. 
	There was a time God wanted me to leave a specific church but I was so busy serving that I ignored it. I even started going to a prayer meeting in the mornings, adding one more task. But God had clearly said, “Leave the Church.” I stayed two more months and in those two months, a gentleman who was a deacon of the church began to prey on me and eventually stalk me. By the way, I met him in the prayer room. Listen, God is more concern about our safety and our personal relationship with Him more that what we do for him.  It’s not that our works aren’t needed. It’s that our worship is neglected.
	We’ve confused productivity with with purpose. We think if we keep moving God will keep loving. But understand that performance can become a prison. You are not a machine for God, you’re a daughter of God. You are not a Christian, you are Child of God. Many women are praised for performance over presence. But it is presence that transforms us. When we assigned a religion, works will alway be attached to it. And the end result will always be resentment. Martha was offended by Mary’s freedom because when you’ve built identity on effort, intimacy feels threatening. Mary didn’t do less, she just prioritized the presence of God. How many times have we become jealous of others freedom in rest because we thought we were working hard for the Lord? We begin to judge them silently, even to the point where we think they don’t love God or walking with God. Don’t let your insecurity and someone else’s stillness expose your own restlessness. Sometimes our busyness is avoidance. We fill our calendar to mask our pain, grief or to avoid confrontation. 
		I guarantee you that sometimes the cry for help is hidden perfectly behind service. The spirit of Martha is always in a hurry. She is always checking the list and not checking her heart. She lives and breathe in anxiety, never resting in who she is. She loves looking at her watch and pulling out her calendar, sometimes forgetting that it is her stillness and awareness that is also commanding. Sis, your to do list is not your testimony. Trust me, I am talking to myself. I love me a calendar, with stuff on it and all of them highlighted. It creates a dopamine effect where I feel accomplished and not wasting my days. If you know me, you know I hate wasting time. I do not care if it’s sweeping my floor or washing dishes, Jozanne Marie will have a list for it. I can tell you what time I brushed my teeth, that’s how detail I am- well most of the time. But sometimes a personality like mine needs to remember that not having a list opens the space for God in a special way. It’s not about what would Jesus do? It is what is Jesus doing? 
	Jesus wasn’t impressed with Martha’s business, He was grieved by her disconnection from him. God loves when we are not idle. He loves productivity and us maximizing our time for His glory. No doubt. That day as Jesus called Martha twice. “Martha, Martha…”, the double call was one of love and not shame. He wanted her close, present and attentive. He needed her to know she was important, not the works she was doing. That had it’s place but she was more important than any work she could have ever done for the church, her family, her friends in his name. She was the apple of His eye. She was His Beloved.  We often think, God is captivating, but he is also mesmerized by the creation he created. He admires our complexities and all we are becoming. 
	Jesus was not rebuking her service, He was inviting her into stillness. He wanted her to see herself the way he saw her. Sometimes we are so busy, we forget the beautiful creation God is pouring into. We are not still enough to recognize and be wowed by what’s really happening to us. Who are we becoming, that God would be so mindful of us? Listen to me, God is creating a magnificent being that is evolving daily, so much so that the earth itself awaits the manifestation of the Sons of God. God is always creating something delicious behind the scenes that all creation can’t wait to see it. And that piece of art is you. Look, Jesus did not ask for a meal, he asked for her attention.
	Just imagine you went on a date and the entire time, all your date did was run around to cook and clean, but never spend anytime with you. Never sat long enough to hear you heart, learn about who you are. Often times we  see relationships destroyed because someone did not give enough time. We see it often where a person is working and and making money, yet their child or spouse feels neglected. I’ve been there. 
	There is a divine time in the pause. Trust me, you are not forsaking your calling when you slow down. You are actually fulfilling it. Children of God we must remember if the devil can’t derail you with sin, he will distract you with service. Rest is warfare. It’s not laziness. It’s resistance against a culture of performance, pressure and burnout. When we rest, we communicate with God that we trust Him enough to stop and let Him move. Your sabbath is not a weakness. It’s your time to remember, who is really in control and who got you. 
	Mary wasn’t just sitting at Jesus’s feet, she was receiving revelation. While Martha was working, Mary was listening and absorbing the wisdom, Martha was missing. Sitting in God’s presence will always lead to a greater clarity than working in your flesh. You don’t need another meeting, another todo list or another big idea. Your greatest need will always be a moment with the Master. Let theMary in you rise up and stop letting the Martha in you keep you spinning in circles. It’s time to lay it all down. Let the Mary in you find peace, discernment and divine timing. You are not less valuable when you are still. You are ore valuable to heaven in your stillness. 
	Looking back I can see places where I was a busy bee for absolutely no reason. I was trying to prove my worth to God. Serving in church at one point was where I found my identity instead of my sonship. A son will always be a son.  The son knows the inheritance is theirs and there is nothing  they need to do to get it. The son or daughter knows they were born into wealth. They don’t need to work for it. All they need to do is to be a son. In order to move into sonship, we must find ways to heal our inner child who have learned that love must be earned rather than love simply is. 
	Martha, God is waiting for you to become a Mary. He wants you to choose the  better portion. Choose what’s eternal. Busyness can feed our ego; presence feeds our soul. In this social media age where everyone is posting what they are working on or what  hot vacation spot they just visited, if we are not careful we will find ourselves in the trap of comparison and soon we will off to the races Pplanningnour next big idea and not. God idea. Some of my best times was spending time with God for long periods of time. I remember when my poetry tour kicked off, I had just came off a 21 days fast from TV or any kind of media and entertainment. It was in that time away, I wrote some of my best poetry. That slowing down and retreating gave me clarity and direction. 
	Mary had no time to fall in the comparison trap. She did not allow Martha’s busyness steal her joy. She knew she was in the best position at the time. Notice I said for a time because what we don’t want is the kind of Christian who is always spending time at the feet of Jesus and never knowing when it’s time to labor or work on their purpose. Balance is key. 
	Martha started with hospitality but shifted to frustration because she lost focus on why she was serving. And isn’t that where many of us live? We start our businesses, ministries, families, or projects with vision and passion. But over time, we get buried in the details, weighed down by the demands, frustrated when no one seems to notice or help. We go from hospitality to hostility, from passion to performance. Here’s the truth: God isn’t impressed by our hustle. Heaven doesn’t hand out gold stars for how exhausted we are. In a culture that glorifies the grind, where we measure our worth by how busy, booked, or burned out we are, Jesus calls us to something radically different. He calls us to grace. Grace says your value isn’t in your doing, it’s in your being. Grace whispers that God is more interested in the posture of your heart than the pace of your life. Grace pulls us out of the performance trap and reminds us: You are already loved. You are already enough.
	I’ve learned to redefine strength. True strength isn’t in carrying it all, but knowing when to lay it down. When I walked away from the burnout of relationships, wasn’t weakness but out of fierce obedience, I can see God’s heart for me. Jesus didn’t rebuke Martha’s work, he just invited her to rest.  When will you rest sis? How long since you sat at the feet of Jesus? Why do we think God aways need us to do something? 
	Martha’s story is not about good versus bad. Serving is not wrong. Work is not wrong. Responsibility is not wrong. Serving is a privilege that engages others and should point them to the Creator. What Jesus was pointing out is that when our service overshadows our stillness, we miss the very heart of the One we’re serving. Mary wasn’t praised because she was lazy. She was praised because she recognized what mattered in that moment. For me, I know what it feels like to be Martha. To be praised for strength, celebrated for resilience, admired for how much I can carry. Yet under the applause, there have been seasons when I was weary, resentful, and secretly longing for someone to notice that I was breaking. In those moments, I realized my worth had become tied to what I produced. Like Martha, I thought the meal, the schedule, the ministry, or the project was what proved my love. But love doesn’t need to be prove, it needs to be present.
	Jesus is still whispering the same invitation He gave Martha: Come, sit. Let the dishes wait. Let the to-do list rest. Let Me remind you that you are loved apart from all of this. That’s the invitation we so often miss because it feels unproductive. Yet it’s in the unproductive places that our souls breathe again. It’s in the stillness that clarity comes. It’s in the quiet that strength is renewed. God never asked us to burn out for Him; He asked us to walk with Him. he world says, Keep pushing, keep hustling, keep proving. But Jesus says, Abide in Me, and you will bear much fruit.Abiding is not hustling. It is a slow, rooted, intimate way of living.
	And the irony is this: when we choose presence first, productivity follows in a healthier, Spirit-led way. The work gets done, but without the bitterness, without the resentment, without the endless striving that leaves us empty. o maybe the call of this chapter is simple: to be more like Mary in a Martha world. To stop measuring our value by our busyness. To resist the temptation to compare our stillness to someone else’s productivity. To dare to believe that sitting at the feet of Jesus is the most powerful place we can ever be.
	Giving myself permission to rest has not been easy. For most of my life, I equated rest with weakness. Somewhere along the way I picked up the idea that pausing was dangerous, that slowing down meant I would fall behind, that sitting still meant I was wasting precious time. Maybe it was cultural, maybe it was family expectations, maybe it was my own inner drive to achieve, but I learned to wear exhaustion like a badge of honor. I kept moving, kept producing, kept proving to others. The more I did, the more people clapped, and the more I thought I needed to do. But applause is a poor substitute for peace. There came a point when I realized my constant motion was not strength, it was survival. I was surviving childhood trauma, unhealthy demands from my grandmother who has been dead and gone for years. I was serving being black and not becoming another statistic. I was surviving not being poor and destitute. I was constantly in survival mode because somehow if I decided rest, I might fail. But I wasn’t thriving, I was hustling to hold it all together. And the truth is, God never called me to survive in Him, He called me to abide in Him. Rest is not laziness; rest is wisdom. It is the quiet acknowledgment that the world will not fall apart if I pause, and that God is still God even when I am still.
	Rest, I have discovered, is an act of rebellion in a culture that glorifies hustle. Everywhere I look, the world applauds busyness. We compare calendars, brag about how little sleep we got, or silently compete to see who can juggle the most responsibilities without breaking. Productivity has become a measure of worth. But rest interrupts that cycle. Rest says, “I am not defined by my output.” Rest refuses to be enslaved to the demands of endless doing. When I give myself permission to rest, I am choosing to say no to the constant pressure of proving, and yes to the deeper invitation of being. Rest becomes a sacred boundary, a way of telling myself and everyone else that my soul matters too. It is allowing my body to recover, my mind to reset, and my spirit to realign with what actually matters. Rest is the holy pause between chapters, the breath between battles, the space where clarity and creativity are born. I have learned that some of my greatest revelations didn’t come when I was running, but when I was sitting still long enough to hear God whisper. 
	In those moments of stillness, I discover who I am apart from what I do. Without the noise of busyness clouding my judgment, I can finally hear the gentle voice of God reminding me of my worth. For so long, I tied my value to what I produced: the roles I played, the projects I launched, the people I served, the applause I received. Like Martha, I thought my service was the evidence of my love and the expression food in my life. But God isn’t looking for more proof, He’s looking for presence. He wants me, not my performance. And rest is the place where that truth comes alive. It is in the stillness that I am reminded that I am not valuable because of my accomplishments, reputation, or resilience. I am valuable because I am His. That is the core of grace. And rest is how I give myself space to receive it, not as a nice theological idea I nod my head to, but as an anchor that steadies my soul when I’m tempted to go back to striving. 
	So today,  give yourself permission to rest. To lay down the heavy loads you were never meant to carry. To stop being the strong one all the time. To stop trying to hold the world together with your own two hands. Rest is your  declaration that you trust God more than you trust your hustle. It is your way of stepping out of the performance trap and into the wide, freeing space of grace. Rest is no longer your last resort, it is your first response. When I feel overwhelmed, instead of automatically pushing harder, I am learning to pull back and breathe. When opportunities arise, I ask not only, “Can I do this?” but also, “Am I supposed to do this?” Because sometimes obedience looks like movement, and other times obedience looks like stillness. And in that place of holy rest, I find not only peace, but strength for the journey ahead. If you are a a Mary, raise your hands and go sit down somewhere, Jesus is waiting. Just do nothing
Reflection Prompt.
Where have I been busy trying to prove my worth to God?
In what ways do I find identity in service rather than sonship?
What does it feels like t imply sit with Jesus?
Who taught you that rest was a weakness?
Antidote 
Healing your inner child who learned love must be earned.
Boundaries rooted in grace and truth.
Receiving from God, not just giving.
Knowing that you are not the savior—Jesus is.

































CHAPTER 10

WOMEN THROW OVER TABLES TOO 
	
So many times, I hear my male friends dismiss women as “a bitch” or accuse them of “doing too much.” I’ve listened to conversations where men roll their eyes and say, “Why can’t she just shut up? Does she always have to have something to say? She needs to sit down and be quiet.” And if a woman dares to be assertive, suddenly she’s “acting too masculine.” The truth is, bold women often make insecure men uncomfortable. Yet from the time we are little girls, we’re taught that silence will make us more likable, that if we stay quiet and demure, we’ll be chosen, accepted, loved. But the cost of that conditioning is devastating. Too many women’s destinies have been buried in the depths of silence, their voices muted before they ever had the chance to release what God placed inside them.
	
	You see, there is a difference between a loud woman and a liberated one. Loudness is often misunderstood as a flaw, as though volume is the enemy of wisdom. But liberation, that is something else. Liberation is not about how loudly or softly a woman speaks, but about the authority, clarity, and authenticity with which she speaks. The world labels a liberated woman as “too much,” because her presence refuses to shrink into the small boxes society has drawn for her. But Heaven calls her “mantled.” Mantled with purpose, mantled with a divine assignment, mantled with words that must be released into the earth. To call her “too much” is to belittle what God has called “appointed.” 
	
	Every woman carries something unique. God did not design us in copy-paste fashion. We are not carbon copies of one another, forced to conform to one mold. Each of us is carved with different edges, different rhythms, different colors of expression. That means every woman’s voice matters, no matter her race, size, status, or the space she occupies. The whisper of the elderly grandmother praying in her rocking chair is just as significant as the fiery sermon of a preacher standing on a stage. The quiet confidence of a woman leading a boardroom is just as powerful as the bold advocacy of a woman marching in the streets. There is no hierarchy of voices in the Kingdom. There is only obedience to the sound God has entrusted to you.

	Some women shout because they have been silenced too long. Their words are not an act of aggression but of survival. For generations, women have been told to tone it down, stay in their place, and speak only when spoken to. When a woman finally breaks free of that muzzle, her voice may come out like a flood. It may shake rooms, disrupt systems, and demand attention. And that is not rebellion, it is resurrection. It is the sound of something that was buried being brought back to life. No one was created to be silent. Silence may be chosen as a posture of strength, but it was never meant to be forced as a condition of existence.
	
	Jesus Himself proved this. He walked the earth as the living Word. He was not silent in the face of injustice. He was not quiet when systems oppressed people. He overturned tables. He spoke to storms. He confronted the religious elite. He spoke healing over the broken and dignity over the shamed. His entire life was a demonstration of the power of voice. And if we are made in His image, then that same living word is etched into our very DNA. Engrained in every human being is a word God knitted into our being to demonstrate on the earth. That word may sound like art, like teaching, like preaching, like singing, like writing, like mothering, like leading, like creating but whatever form it takes, it was never meant to remain hidden.

	The tragedy is that so many of us spend our lives suppressing that word. We swallow it to keep peace in relationships. We dilute it so we don’t intimidate men. We minimize it so we don’t threaten leaders. We disguise it as “niceness” so we can be accepted by communities that value compliance over authenticity. But deep down, we know the cost of suppression is our very soul. When you bury your voice, you bury your identity. When you mute your truth, you mute your destiny. And yet the call of God continues to press against the walls of our silence, asking us: Will you release what I’ve placed in you?

	Being a woman who fluctuates between silence and fury has taught me that both are necessary. Silence is where I gather strength. It is the sacred pause where I listen, where I breathe, where I allow God to download His heart into mine. But fury, that is where my voice takes on fire. Fury is not rage out of control; it is passion ignited by purpose. Fury says, “No more.” Fury flips tables when oppression lingers too long. Fury refuses to let injustice have the final word. My journey has been learning not to edit either one, not to apologize for the stillness, and not to apologize for the roar. Both are holy. Both are needed.

	Heaven is not intimidated by a woman’s sound. In fact, Heaven depends on it. Creation groans for the revealing of the sons and daughters of God. That means your voice, your story, your word is not optional, it is essential. The enemy has always tried to muzzle women because he knows the power of what we carry. He knows that when a woman speaks the word God planted in her, chains break, lies shatter, and generations shift. This is why the labels come: “too much,” “too loud,” “too opinionated.” Those labels are simply attempts to silence what cannot be silenced. So I am learning to write this chapter without editing myself. To stop shrinking my sentences so they sit easier in someone else’s throat. To stop apologizing for the weight of what God has placed on my tongue. This is not about being loud for the sake of noise. This is about being liberated for the sake of truth. And if my liberation makes me too much for the world, then I trust that it makes me just enough for Heaven. Because God does not waste mantles. He gives them to those willing to carry the weight of their voice with humility, courage, and obedience. And perhaps this is the invitation of this chapter for every woman reading: to locate your voice, to honor its sound, and to release it without apology. You were not created to be silent. You were created to echo the living Word, to carry Heaven’s sound into the earth, to embody the message God wove into your being before you were even born. Whether your voice trembles or thunders, whispers or shouts, it is needed. The world doesn’t need you to be less, it needs you to be fully, unapologetically, divinely you.


	When most people think of Jesus, the first image that comes to mind is a baby in a manger, gentle and fragile. Others imagine Him as a calm, almost zen-like figure—soft-spoken, endlessly patient, and passive. But that is only part of who He is. The Jesus of Scripture is also intentional, direct, and unafraid to confront what is wrong. He always had something to say, especially when it came to injustice. God hates evil, and Jesus never shied away from addressing those who oppressed, exploited, or took advantage of others.

	We love to quote the Jesus who wept at Lazarus’s tomb, but we forget the same Jesus also braided a whip and stormed into the synagogue. He flipped over tables, scattered coins across the floor, and called out the corruption of the religious leaders who cared more about profit than people. These so-called shepherds were fleecing the flock, and Jesus had no hesitation in making His opinion known. That was not rebellion, it was righteousness in action. If Jesus had the authority to confront corruption, so do you. If He had the courage to disrupt the status quo in love, truth, and holy fire, then you carry that same authority through His Spirit. Meekness is not weakness. Jesus was meek because He had His strength under control, but He was never powerless, never silent in the face of evil.

	As people of faith, we are often told that anger has no place in our walk with God, that to be Christlike means to stay quiet, swallow pain, and endure injustice with a smile. But Scripture shows us something different. There is such a thing as righteous anger. It is not about revenge; it is about standing for what is holy, what is true, what is just.Your voice is not always rebellion. Sometimes your voice is God’s instrument of redemption. Sometimes speaking up is the most Christlike thing you can do. Silence in the face of corruption is not humility, it is complicity. But when you allow God to use your words, your conviction, and yes, even your righteous fire, you reflect the same Jesus who both wept and warred.
 
	Your holy rage is not a flaw at all. It is often your greatest feature. God is not intimidated by your fire; He is the One who placed it inside you. Too often, we give the devil far too much credit, when in reality, that blaze burning in your bones was never his to begin with. Women have been conditioned to believe that softness at all costs is the ultimate virtue, but the truth is, some battles demand fire. Some moments call for a warrior’s roar, not a whisper. There are injustices in our lives and in our world that will never be dismantled by passivity, timidity, or silence. Sometimes, the most sacred act is to flip the table.

	Do not dim the flame God Himself ignited in you just to make everyone else comfortable. It is the weapon God gave you to confront what seeks to destroy you, your family, your destiny. There is a holy anger, a divine boldness, that refuses to tolerate destruction dressed up as normalcy. It does not apologize for making the room uncomfortable, because comfort has never set anyone free. I remember the day I was so enraged by my husband’s drinking that I poured out a brand-new bottle of wine. He was furious with me, and I don’t blame him, addiction does not surrender quietly. But looking back, I wish I had poured out ten more, a hundred more, every single one within reach. Because those bottles were not harmless indulgences; they were slow, silent assassins. They were the weapon that eventually stole his life. My rage that day wasn’t against him, it was against the thief that sought to kill, steal, and destroy his life. That moment taught me that sometimes anger is not sin, it is strategy. Sometimes fire is the most loving response, because it refuses to stand by and watch someone self-destruct. Holy rage is the refusal to accept bondage as normal. It is the courage to confront what everyone else is too afraid to name. It is the refusal to bow down to destruction masquerading as pleasure. That fire is not your shame, it is your inheritance.

	Throwing over tables is not about chaos, it’s about correction. Correction isn’t cruelty, it’s clarity. In a culture that glorifies comfort, disruption often feels offensive, but sometimes offense is the only doorway to transformation. Some tables hold systems that were never built for freedom, and if you don’t flip them, you end up serving meals of oppression. To challenge what is broken is not rebellion; it is responsibility. We live in a generation where correction is mistaken for control. The moment you confront, people cry foul, claiming boundaries have been crossed. But love without truth isn’t love, it’s performance. Correction calls us higher, and sometimes love shows up not with flowers and whispers, but with fire and thunder. It is a divine disruption, not designed to embarrass but to awaken.
	And isn’t that the tension of 2025? Everyone is a brand, everyone a “star,” everyone curating their version of the truth online. Authentic accountability has been replaced with endless affirmation. We cheer people down paths we know lead to ruin, because silence feels safer than honesty. Yet silence is complicity. True friendship, true sisterhood, true discipleship requires the courage to speak when it’s easier to scroll past.
	Look at Deborah, Jael, Rahab, none of them bowed to passivity. They risked reputation, broke cultural expectations, and confronted systems that others tiptoed around. Ladies, you were born to carry truth, not just tea and casserole.You were not born to be ornamental, you were born to be operational. Your voice isn’t background noise; it’s a battle cry. Flip the tables that bind you, confront the silence that cages you, and walk boldly in the authority that heaven already assigned to your name.
	The church is quick to label bold women as “rebellious,” but what if your fire isn’t rebellion at all and it’s reformation? Righteous anger isn’t reckless; it’s often the very instrument God uses to confront systems that resist His justice. There’s a holy distinction between causing division for ego and causing disruption for truth. When Jesus overturned tables, it wasn’t vandalism, it was a vision for change and step to the freedom of others. He wasn’t destroying, He was declaring a kingdom that cannot be compromised. Sometimes flipping a table is the most loving act because it loosens chains. History shows us that freedom is never handed over willingly; it must be contended for. Every reformer wether they were biblical or modern had to wrestle with the reality that peace without justice is just silence dressed up. Maybe your fight, your boldness, your holy disruption, is the very thing God intends to set captives free.

	Jesus’ anger in the temple was never about disorder; it was about injustice. His passion wasn’t reckless—it was righteous. He wasn’t concerned about how others perceived His actions; He was concerned about protecting the heart of worship. The temple was supposed to be a sacred space where people could meet God, but it had been turned into a marketplace of greed. Imagine traveling miles with a sincere heart, carrying your last few coins to present an offering, only to be told by priests that your gift was “unacceptable” unless you bought theirs at an inflated price. That is theft cloaked in religion. That is manipulation disguised as holiness. And Jesus could not, and would not, tolerate it. He flipped the tables because exploitation in the name of God is one of the greatest perversions of worship.
	
	Fast forward to today, and sadly, we still see echoes of that same corruption. Churches filled with flashing lights, smoke machines, and fundraising campaigns—but the hungry man outside is invisible. Sermons that twist Scripture into a sales pitch for “seed offerings” with promises of a financial breakthrough, while the single mother in the pew silently wonders how she’ll feed her children that night. This is not the Gospel. The true Gospel feeds the hungry, clothes the naked, visits the prisoner, and lifts up the brokenhearted. Anything less is religion without compassion. And religion without compassion is a counterfeit, no matter how polished the choir sings or how eloquent the preacher speaks.
	What makes the “false church” so dangerous is that it knows how to mimic the language of faith while denying its true power. It knows how to put on a show but lacks substance. It knows how to demand loyalty but refuses to give love. A true disciple doesn’t exploit the vulnerable, instead they protect them. A true follower of Christ doesn’t build monuments of wealth while ignoring the cries of the poor, they become the hands and feet of Jesus to bring comfort, justice, and mercy. The Bible tells us plainly: “By this everyone will know that you are my disciples, if you love one another.” Love is the litmus test. If love is absent, then no matter how grand the building or how dynamic the preacher, what you’re seeing is not the true church, it’s a hollow shell.
	I’ll never forget that homeless woman in her car across the street from the church. She wasn’t a stranger; she attended services faithfully. Yet when night came, her sanctuary wasn’t within those walls, it was the front seat of her vehicle. She should have been able to find refuge with the very people she worshipped alongside. But instead, she sat outside cold, hungry, and unnoticed. I was 22 years old then, broke myself, but my heart burned with the weight of what I saw. I wished I had the money to help her. I wished the church that received her offerings would open its doors to her. But they didn’t. That moment branded me. It showed me the ugly side of religious performance, the kind that sings about heaven but won’t touch hell on earth.
	The call of Christ is radical because it demands that we actually live what we preach. It demands that we break open our wallets, our homes, our calendars, and our hearts for the sake of others. It demands that the church not just be a building, but a body that bleeds compassion, justice, and truth. If Jesus walked into some of our sanctuaries today, I believe He wouldn’t be impressed by our programs, branding, or flawless worship sets. He would be looking at the margins, the overlooked, the rejected, the ones crying in silence and He would ask us: “Did you see them? Did you love them?”
	Another time, I brought a woman who was struggling with drugs to the church I attended, hoping she would find compassion and support. Instead, most people laughed, whispered, and pulled away. Normally, I might try to cushion this story with, “I don’t want to judge”, but no, that was absolutely unloving. And I refuse to excuse it. That moment made me angry, and eventually, I stopped attending that church altogether.

	Here’s the thing: anger is not a sin. Anger is an emotion, and God gave it to us for a reason. Sometimes the most spiritual thing you can do is rise up and declare, “ENOUGH.” Sometimes flipping over the tables is the very act that makes space for justice to sit down. It is not our silence that disrupts darkness, it is our boldness. If you are a child of God, you cannot afford to be timid in the face of injustice. Silence is not always spiritual. Being quiet in the presence of abuse, corruption, or cruelty is not faith, it’s fear dressed up as humility. Truth is a weapon ladies and speak it even if your voice trembles. And if you really believe that someone laid down His life for your sins, then you must also believe He didn’t endure the cross just for us to keep quiet when injustice reigns. 

	But here’s the problem: from the moment many women give their lives to Christ, they are taught to be “nice,” to be quiet, to not make waves. The “Nice Christian Woman” script has been passed down in pews, pulpits, and women’s conferences: Smile. Submit. Serve quietly. Don’t question. Don’t disrupt. Don’t shout. Don’t shine too loud. And yet, when I look at Jesus, I see someone who constantly disrupted, who confronted hypocrisy, who defended the voiceless. He was bold. He was fierce. He was unafraid of righteous anger. Why then should His daughters be asked to shrink, to silence, to suppress what He Himself stirred inside of us?
	The table you flip may be the very one built to contain you. Systems, relationships, churches, and even cultures often desire your obedience, not your voice, the very truth God placed within you. Nice Christian Girls, don’t be afraid to walk away from a table God never asked you to sit at. I’d rather flip the table than fold into it. “Proper” and “nice” is what got us trapped in the first place. Years of people-pleasing and silenced obedience have only created deeper chaos.

	You do not need permission to become who God has already called and chosen you to be. Every breath in your body is evidence of divine purpose. When others question your authority, remind them who appointed you. Sister, you are not rebellious, you are released. Released to lead, to preach, to speak, to build and to dream. And if anything or anyone dares to block what God has placed inside of you, that’s not a table worth sitting at, it’s a table worth flipping. 
 


Reflection Prompts
What injustice have I been silent about because I didn’t want to be “too much”?
What tables in my life need to be flipped — spiritually, emotionally, relationally?
Have I confused peacekeeping with peacemaking?
Where is God asking me to be bold and confront what no longer honors Him?


Table-Flipping Prayer
God, give me the courage to flip what no longer honors You. Set my spirit on fire for justice, truth, and righteousness. Deliver me from silence, from fear, from spiritual politeness. I was not saved to fit in — I was called to flip the systems that keep Your people bound. Make me bold, holy, and unapologetically Yours. Amen.

War Cry Declaration
I am a table-turning woman. I carry fire. I carry truth. I carry justice. I speak when others hide. I rise when others shrink. I flip the lies, the silence, the oppression, and the cages. I do not apologize for my roar — I was born for such a time as this.




































CHAPTER 11
 MY PATH,  GOD STORY

	We often judge our own path too harshly. We scrutinize where we were raised, who our parents are, the schools we attended, the clothes we wear, the choices we’ve made, and the things that have been done to us. We take these fragments of our lives and form a verdict on who we are and what we are capable of. Then, as if that weren’t enough, we allow society’s standards to weigh in, letting its gaze define us, its expectations shape us, and its limitations bind us.
But what if we’ve been seeing it all wrong? What if the very things we resist, our struggles, our pain, our detours are actually working for us, not against us? Just for this moment , let’s rethink the journey and trust the Master’s hand. 
For a long time, I viewed my story as a series of obstacles, a relentless battle, a weight I had to carry. But what if I told you that the story is not my enemy? What if the breaking was part of the becoming? I have found myself in so many situations over they years that challenged my faith in a way that had me thinking how can this be God. For those of us who are a bit churchy, we often judge our journey when it feels unconventional. Because we have this naive idea that if we are walking with God then all things are peaches and cream. Have you not read the Bible? It’s messy, it’s 140, it’s unpredictable, it’s other worldly and yet it’s truth. How could anyone possibly think that signing up to walk with God meant Alice in the wonderland. 
	Perfection doesn’t exist as a Child of God. The only perfect one is Christ, which means at some point you will be reminded of that. Once we found ourselves in the mud we begin to doubt God and renounce our identity. But what if the detour is created for you to discover who you are. Your detour don’t cancel your destiny. The long way around wasn’t punishment, it was preparation. Even your delays ad wrong turns are being used for a purpose. God is the only Author who writes your mess into His Masterpiece.
	The Story-line may shift, but the promise always remains. Your life may not look like the blueprint you imagined, but the promise still stands, God doesn’t need perfect conditions to fulfill what He said about you. It’s not over just because it looks different. That is what makes him the perfect Author. He is Creator of plot twists. God writes in chapters, not captions. Instagram will tell you one version, but heaven will tell you another. What looks like failure is just a comma, not a period. Stop judging your calling off one hard chapter in your life.
The art of surrender is required for us to truly walk the unpredictable path and discover who God is creating inside of you. So often we resist what we do not understand. We fight the process because i125t doesn’t feel good. We wrestle with the breaking, unaware that God is both the builder and the one who tears down. He is shaping us, chiseling away what does not belong, and constructing something magnificent. But here’s the problem: resistance. We resist the very thing that is refining us. We resist the pain, the stretching, the discomfort, forgetting that transformation requires surrender. What if the thing you are praying to be removed is the very thing sent to grow you? What if God is not punishing you but positioning you? He is doing it for you. For you to rise. For you to heal. For you to break generational patterns. For you to thrive. bFor you to step fully into your calling. God is always doing it for you and to to you. Redemption is always in the plot. No matter how far you strayed, grace has a way of rewriting the narrative. Your paints not wasted, it’s being repurposed. God never edits out our wounds, He turns the into wisdom. 
	We so often make our walk about US rather make it about God. The calling was never just about you. Every. Twist in your story is making you more useful fro someone’s else’s freedom. Your path is someone else’s map. What you survive will be someone else’s survival guide. Too often, we make decisions based on circumstance rather than calling. We allow our past to dictate our future, measuring our worth by our wounds. But a spirit-led life defies gravity. It is a call to rise above the demands of this world and step into a greater narrative, one where we do not react to life but respond to divine direction.
	I won’t pretend my path has been smooth. In fact, it’s been anything but. I’ve faced disappointments, betrayals, closed doors, and unexpected turns. And if I’m honest, I don’t even know why I’m writing another book. Yet, here I am. Because the truth is, when God places a story inside of you, you don’t need permission from your past to tell it. You don’t need validation from the world to speak it. You just need to say yes. You don’t need a perfect background. You don’t need to have it all figured out. You just need to tell the truth. Your truth. God’s truth. And trust that in the telling, something shifts, not just for you but for those who need to hear it.
	His timing is greater than your timeline. You might be in a situation currently where it feels like all hell is breaking loose. And you are wondering how can God possibly use your pain, your mistake and your loss for a greater good. You are not late . You’re not behind, you’re on divine timing and nothing is missing. Delay is not denial, it’s divine development.  Don’t close the book when God is still writing. Your story is still being written and you are in the middle of a miracle. Let God finish what He started, even if you don’t like this chapter.
Trusting the Master’s hand Jesus walked this path before us. He carried the cross so we could see—so we could understand b that no one is greater than the Master, yet He endured. If the Son of God had to walk through pain, rejection, and surrender to fulfill His purpose, why do we believe our journeys should be any different? We must stop judging the process before consulting the One who designed it. Hardships, pain, uncertainty—they all have a purpose. What if we rethought suffering? What if we saw trials not as punishments but as preparations?
For years, I judged my story. I questioned why certain things happened, why doors closed, why some dreams felt delayed. But now, I see differently. This is not my story. This is God’s story. And if I trust the Master’s hand, then I trust the masterpiece He is creating in me. It’s time to stop resisting and start becoming.
Reflection Prompts
What chapters of my life have I tried to erase?
How has God shown up in unexpected parts of my journey?
Where am I rushing the process instead of trusting the Author?
What would it mean to let my scars speak instead of my shame?

Story Surrender Prayer
God, I give You the pen. I surrender the need to control, to rush, to rewrite what I don’t understand. Take every broken chapter and turn it into glory. I trust You with my past, my process, and my promise. Make my story a testimony of grace, redemption, and resurrection. Amen.




CHAPTER 12
GIRL WITH A LIGHT AND A SWORD

This chapter is for all the Joan of Arcs, Furiosas, the Olivia Popes, and the  Analise Keatings.  The didn’t care much about their pretty dresses, wether men liked them too much, they cared about the cause and mission they were on.  Most women are obsessed with marriage and often times not rest for the warfare that comes with the covenant. Being pretty and giving some ass is not enough. We were taught as women to get married, but no one spent enough time to share how to choose the right partner for ourselves. No one taught both partners how to war in marriage for the union and the unity.
	We were taught to appease and manipulate with our niceness and our curves. How we feel didn’t matter. Most of us watched our parents stifle their feelings  just to keep peace. We saw passive aggressive response instead of sharing how they felt about a situation. Conflict was covered up with sex or gifts. 
But marriage takes warriors because it is not just about romance, butterflies, and candlelight dinners, it’s also about endurance, resilience, and an unshakable commitment to fight for something bigger than yourself. The truth is, two people coming together means two histories, two broken places, two dreams, and two sets of expectations colliding under one roof. That alone requires courage. Love in marriage is not passive; it demands that you stand guard over your covenant, resist outside pressures, and continually choose each other even when feelings waver. Only warriors can do that. But I must preface it, it takes too. One person alone can not do the work without the other at some point making the decision to war as well.
	It takes warriors because marriage will expose every weakness you didn’t know you had. It’s easy to look strong when you’re single and only accountable to yourself, but marriage puts a mirror in front of your soul. The triggers, the insecurities, the selfishness, the fears, marriage brings them to the surface. And unless you approach it with the spirit of a warrior, you will either retreat or attack each other instead of fighting together. A warrior understands that the real battle isn’t your spouse, but the forces, spiritual, cultural, or even personal that want to divide what God has joined together.
	A warrior in marriage also understands sacrifice. Warriors don’t just fight for themselves; they fight for the one beside them. In marriage, this means laying down your pride, choosing forgiveness over bitterness, and standing in the gap when your spouse is too weary to stand for themselves. There will be days when one of you feels like giving up, but a warrior knows how to carry their partner through the valley. It’s not about perfection but persistence about refusing to surrender even when storms rage.
	Lastly, marriage takes warriors because love itself is warfare against the culture of disposability. In a world where relationships are abandoned the moment they stop being convenient, choosing to stay, to grow, to fight for oneness is an act of holy defiance. Warriors see marriage not as a cage but as a calling, not as a contract but as a covenant worth guarding with everything they have. To love someone faithfully, year after year, is one of the fiercest battles and the most beautiful victories anyone can ever fight.
	Trust me, some days I wished I had been a little stronger, a little fiercer, a little more relentless in fighting for my husband while he was here. I thought if I could just push harder, love harder, fight harder, maybe things could have been different. Maybe my endurance, my courage, my refusal to quit could have turned the tide. But the truth is, marriage is a battlefield with two warriors, and no matter how valiant one soldier fights, the battle can’t be won alone. True victory requires both partners to have the desire to fight, not just for themselves, but for the covenant, for the love, for the life they promised to build together.
	You can’t drag someone across the finish line if they’ve already stopped running. You can’t carry a partner who has checked out of the fight, no matter how strong your arms are or how determined your heart is. And that is one of the hardest truths in marriage: love alone is not enough to sustain a relationship if the other person refuses to meet you in the arena. Sometimes, no matter how much prayer, persistence, or passion you pour in, the outcome is not yours to control. And learning that, that bitter, painful lesson takes a kind of spiritual fortitude most people never have to confront.
	It’s not a failure to recognize this. It’s not a weakness to admit that you can only fight for what God has placed within your power. Your warrior heart still matters; it still moves mountains and carries the weight of grace and responsibility. But the other person must also be willing to fight, to show up, to meet you in the trenches. Marriage is not about domination or proving who is stronger; it’s about synchronized strength, mutual commitment, and shared courage. When one side surrenders, the battle is no longer about love, it becomes about survival.
	And yet, even in the midst of loss, even when the partner is gone, that warrior spirit within you remains. It teaches you how to fight for your own healing, to guard your heart, to honor the covenant even in memory. Sometimes fighting doesn’t mean changing the outcome; sometimes it means refusing to let pain define you, refusing to allow grief to silence your voice, refusing to let the loss steal your faith or your fire. Being a warrior isn’t about always winning; it’s about standing with integrity, persistence, and courage, no matter the circumstances.
	The truth is, we were never taught that we carry both illumination and authority. Every child of God bears a light, and light has the power to expose what thrives in darkness. But illumination alone is not enough. God places a sword in your hand, the Word, His truth which pierces deception, tears down strongholds, and liberates the captive. You were never meant to be ornamental or merely comforting; you were anointed to disrupt, to confront, to shift what cannot survive under the weight of divine authority. Warmth and sweetness are beautiful, but without the cutting edge of truth, they can become ineffectual, even complicit in perpetuating lies or injustice.
	God’s light draws people in, but it is the Word, the sword that teaches them how to live. Love without truth is not love; it is flattery. A shining life without boundaries or discernment can mislead, can enable, can soften what should be corrected. The fullness of your calling is found in the tension: the glow of your presence paired with the sharpness of the Word. To carry both is to reflect the very nature of God Himself radiant yet righteous, gentle yet unyielding, drawing the world to Him while tearing down what opposes Him.
	Shine boldly, but remember that your illumination is not meant to simply comfort the eye; it is meant to confront the shadows. The sword in your hand is not for destruction alone, it is for liberation, for justice, for the breaking of every chain that keeps the world in darkness. The combination of light and truth is revolutionary. To wield them together is to step fully into the authority God intended, to live as one who does not simply exist in the world but transforms it.

	People who truly love you will tell you the truth, even when it stings. But truth without love is cruelty, it cuts without purpose, wounds without healing. God calls us to carry both: to be fierce and compassionate, sharp and tender. You are both a warrior and a witness. You are not merely a vessel of hope; you are a vessel of heaven’s fire. Your call is not to exist quietly, but to ignite, to confront, to illuminate. Spirituality is not measured by hours in church, or by the number of verses memorized, or even by meditative silence on a mountain. True spirituality is living your faith in action, it is breathing truth, speaking it boldly, and embodying it in every interaction. It is being a living word.
	People may underestimate you because of your softness, because you are gentle or warm, but your strength is not in muscle or dominance. It is spiritual. It is authority ordained from heaven. The enemy of your soul does not fear your beauty, your charm, or even your obedience. He fears your authority, the power God has placed inside of you to disrupt darkness, to speak what others cannot, and to enforce divine order in a world that thrives on chaos.
	Being both warrior and witness means carrying the weight of justice while remaining rooted in love. It means standing firm when deception surrounds you, yet speaking in a voice that restores rather than destroys. To be a living word is to act, to correct, to challenge, and to uplift all at once. Your mission is not passive; it is active, relentless, and sacred.
	This duality is fierce yet loving, strong yet gentle and this is what sets bold, spiritual women apart. We are meant to shake foundations while nurturing souls, to confront corruption while offering grace, to speak hard truths while embodying unwavering compassion. This is not a contradiction, it is divine design. And when you walk fully into this calling, you become unstoppable. Heaven itself moves through you, and the darkness cannot stand in your presence.
	We are called to fight with the Word. Not in anger, not for show, and certainly not for self-aggrandizement. The sword God has placed in your hand is a weapon for victory, not violence. Every word you speak, every truth you declare, carries authority when it is rooted in God’s Spirit. This is not about clapping back at those who oppose you or proving a point to the world; it is about speaking the Word and letting it accomplish the work that only God can do. Light does not shrink from darkness—it confronts it. To not dim your light is to step into the fullness of your calling, to walk in the authority God has assigned to you, and to release a power that changes hearts, minds, and circumstances.
	In today’s world, it’s easy to mistake superficial brightness for true illumination. Scrolling through social media, you will see countless posts with perfectly curated outfits, carefully applied makeup, and poses designed to impress. Captions scream: “Don’t dim your light!” Yet, this is not the light God is calling you to carry. External appearances, while visually striking, are surface-level distractions. True light is not something that can be photographed or filtered. It is revealed in the words you speak that tear down strongholds, the truths you declare that free the captive, and the wisdom you impart that leaves an indelible mark on everyone in your presence.
Think of Deborah in the Old Testament—a prophetess and judge. She was not admired for her appearance or social polish; she was revered for her authority, her courage, and her ability to speak God’s word and lead an entire nation. When she called Barak to battle, it wasn’t about her fame—it was about her faith and her Word. The light she carried illuminated the path of justice, dismantled fear, and shifted the trajectory of a people who had been trapped under oppression. This is what it means to wield God’s sword: precision, boldness, and discernment, paired with a heart aligned to Heaven.
	True light transforms, and the Word is the instrument of that transformation. When wielded faithfully, your presence alone can bring insight where ignorance has prevailed, clarity where deception has thrived, and freedom where bondage has held firm for years. Kingdom illumination disrupts darkness, but it is never superficial. It is not about what others see on the outside; it is about what God has planted inside of you, what He has equipped you to release, and what Heaven has authorized you to accomplish on this earth.
	Many women have been taught that their role is to be pleasing, to blend, to smile quietly while others dictate the narrative. The world calls it “grace” or “niceness,” but God calls it potential wasted if it is never paired with authority. A woman who carries light without the Word is like a lamp without oil, it may glow, but it cannot endure through the storms. Your beauty, your charm, your softness, all of these can draw attention but only the Word you speak carries liberation. It exposes lies, dismantles oppression, and challenges systems that were never meant for freedom.
	Let’s bring this into today’s context: social media culture rewards visibility, likes, and approval. Many people mistake validation for power. They believe shining means having followers, perfectly sculpted bodies, or viral captions. But a true light does not seek applause. It is not concerned with trends or popularity. It is concerned with alignment to God’s purpose. Your light is not meant to entertain, it is meant to confront darkness, liberate the oppressed, and enforce divine order wherever deception has taken root. This is why so many of us are underestimated; the world looks at our softness and assumes weakness. But strength in the Spirit is unseen; it is the kind of force that cannot be measured by appearances.
	To wield the sword effectively, you must first embrace your authority. Speak with intention. Declare truth with confidence. Move in wisdom, not impulsiveness. Every word carries energy, and every declaration either builds or dismantles. The Word is alive; it is sharper than any two-edged blade, and when released in faith, it will penetrate hearts, minds, and even spiritual strongholds that have been held for generations. True authority is not loud for the sake of noise; it is precise, powerful, and transformative.
	Imagine entering a room where tension has lingered for years, the fear, shame, doubt, and oppression. The words you speak, grounded in God’s authority, can shift the atmosphere. Chains can fall, lies can be exposed, and hearts can open to new life. That is not metaphorical; it is spiritual reality. Light bearers operate on a different frequency than the world. Light paired with the Word has the power to alter outcomes, break generational cycles, and release destinies. This is why your voice matters, even when it trembles. This is why your faith, courage, and boldness are essential.
	Do not allow culture to define what shining looks like. True illumination is measured by impact, not image. It is not in the selfies or the viral posts—it is in the lives you touch, the strongholds you dismantle, and the souls you awaken. A true light paired with authority challenges darkness at its root and liberates those who have been trapped too long. This is not optional. If God has placed a word in your mouth, it is meant to be spoken. If He has lit a fire in your spirit, it is meant to burn brightly and disrupt every chain that attempts to contain you.
	So step into your calling with courage. Do not shy away because others misunderstand or underestimate you. Do not dim your light for the comfort of the crowd. Your authority and illumination together are unstoppable. The sword and the light, used in tandem, are your God-given tools to confront the darkness, liberate the oppressed, and establish truth. Let your life be a living Word, a presence that changes the atmosphere, and a testimony that Heaven is not silent in the world, it moves, it speaks, and it conquers.
	So often, God deposits a word in our hearts, a message meant to bring life, freedom, and transformation, yet fear keeps it trapped on our tongues. We worry about offending, disappointing, or making someone uncomfortable, so we tuck our truth away and settle for being “nice.” But God never called you to dim your light or to silence the Word because someone might not like it. Your light was not designed for comfort, it was designed to illuminate darkness, to expose what hides, and to draw the hidden into the holy. Shrinking is not your assignment; shining is. Your light reveals, and the sword, God’s Word, separates truth from lie. Both are necessary for real transformation. Sometimes deliverance demands a blade, not a blanket.
	I know what it feels like to hesitate, to bite your tongue, to fear being labeled the villain simply for speaking what needed to be said. I spent years trying to keep everyone happy, molding myself into what I thought would be acceptable, only to realize that in my pursuit of being “nice,” I muted the power and purpose God had entrusted to me. I allowed my love for approval and my fear of confrontation to dilute the Word He placed in my mouth. But light paired with the sword is not negotiable. Darkness thrives when truth is withheld. When we step into the fullness of what God has called us to carry, we stop playing roles and start carrying authority.
	Walking in both light and sword changes everything. You no longer exist merely to inspire or to be admired; you exist to disrupt hell’s agenda, to expose deception, and to liberate those who have been bound for years. Your obedience in speaking truth is never selfish, it is sacred. The presence of a woman fully aligned with her God-given identity is not just influential; it is catalytic. When she moves, systems shake. When she speaks, lies crumble. When she acts, oppression loses ground. That is power. That is purpose. That is what it means to carry the Light and the Sword in your hands and voice.
	Consider Deborah, the prophetess and judge in Israel. She was not admired for politeness or decorum; she was feared and respected because she carried authority from Heaven and dared to speak truth in a patriarchal culture. She commanded armies, pronounced judgment, and brought deliverance to her people. Her light illuminated injustice, and her words cut through fear and complacency. This is what it means to wield God’s sword alongside your light—precision, courage, and divine authority combined. You are called to the same audacity.
	The sword and the light are inseparable. Light alone can comfort, but without authority, it cannot liberate. The Word alone can convict, but without illumination, it may confuse or alienate. Together, they transform. This dual calling is not easy, it requires discernment, courage, and unwavering faith. You will meet resistance. People will misunderstand you, label you, and even attempt to shame you. But your calling is not to please the world; it is to obey God. Your voice, sharpened by truth and illuminated by light, becomes a force the enemy cannot ignore.
	There were times I hesitated to speak up because I feared being the “bad guy” or the bearer of bad news. I didn’t want to upset the status quo, and I didn’t want to lose approval. But in those moments, I realized that withholding truth is a luxury we cannot afford. Practical application looks like this: Speak truth even when it’s unpopular. Set boundaries even when others see it as harsh. Walk in your purpose even when people try to minimize you. Carry your light in such a way that it exposes hidden things, and use your sword to cut through deception, fear, and oppression. This is not rebellion—it is restoration. It is not arrogance—it is obedience. Your obedience in these moments becomes a conduit for God’s justice and mercy to flow into a world desperate for both.
	Your light is not decoration. It is a mandate. Your voice is not for comfort; it is for correction and liberation. And your sword is not for show; it is for victory, for dismantling what opposes God’s design. When you combine these gifts with illumination and authority, you become a true force of impact. People may not always understand it, society may resist it, but Heaven celebrates it. And remember this: the enemy of your soul is not afraid of your beauty, your charm, or even your obedience. He is afraid of your authority.
	So step boldly into your identity. Speak the words God places in your mouth. Shine your light unashamedly. Let your presence transform atmospheres and dismantle strongholds. Carry your sword with discernment and courage, knowing that each word you release in alignment with Heaven has the power to liberate the captive. Stop shrinking. Stop apologizing. Stop making your obedience dependent on comfort or approval. You were created to disrupt, to liberate, and to illuminate. You are a warrior and a witness. You are a living word. And when you fully embrace both your light and your sword, nothing in heaven or on earth can withstand the authority God has placed within you.

	Reflection Prompts
Where have I been afraid to shine my light?
What lies is God asking me to confront with His sword?
Have I favored comfort over confrontation in the name of peace?
What would it look like to walk fully in both my fire and my gentleness?

Light + Sword Declaration
I was born to shine. I was born to fight. I do not cower in the face of darkness. I confront it with grace and truth. I carry the light of heaven and the sword of the Spirit. I was not made to be nice — I was made to be necessary. I illuminate and I liberate. I am the girl with a light and a sword.

Holy Activation Prayer
God, awaken the warrior and the witness in me. Teach me to speak truth boldly and love deeply. Let my light pierce darkness and my sword cut through every lie. I choose clarity over comfort, obedience over image, and truth over silence. Make me a woman of light and fire. Amen.

Chapter 13 
The Funeral
	Life is full of living and dying.  There is a time for everything under the sun. And we me must decided what will live in our lives or what will die. I am a person of many eulogies. Giving things a final speech in my life is not frequent but when it happens you best believe it, it is buried. So bury her. The nice Christian girl.  Give her the best eulogy ever. Honor the times you were sincere and meant every word spoken out of your mouth, but despise the parts of you that buried yourself alive while the people you died for walked on your grave put you way under. 
The one who bowed her head when she wanted to lift her voice. The one who traded truth for approval. The one who thought holiness meant silence and sacrifice meant erasing herself. Lay her to rest. She served her role. She kept you safe when you didn’t know you had another option. But she cannot go where you are going.
	This chapter is not about mourning her. It is about releasing her. Because the death of “nice” is not the end of you, it is the beginning. It is the soil where your boldness, your authenticity, and your God-given fire will finally take root. And like any funeral worth attending, there will be tears but there will also be resurrection.
	When something dies, it’s important to name that thing. Make it specific, this way it communicates to your brain, your neurons that a change really took place. Name the Death Clearly ,  like the “nice Christian girl” must die because she is a counterfeit version of holiness built on fear, people-pleasing, and silence. Also, just like any other death, the death to our old toxic ways also comes with grief.We feel the pain of losing a part of ourselves that worked for us for a while. People who were close to her liked her and liked what she represented. They benefited from her, just as you did in your own way. 
	But growth now requires you to let go of her. Not let go of her in shame and guilt, but honor the role you played for what you were able to do. Acknowledge that she once served a purpose in self-protection, survival, and acceptance. But she has expired. Just like an actor who takes on a role for a while, but once the project comes to an end, they no longer walk or talk like the character. Some of us has played a role so long we start to believe that is who we are, that the life we have is all that there is for us to have. We have grown accustomed to how people see us, especially the ones that are close to us, like our family, best friends, co workers, and don’t forget the ones that we attend church with. Many of us live our lives through the microscope of other people lenses rather living our lives from the inside out. And soon we let others write the script of how they want us to perform and we begin to play out the role. The question is, the life you are living, wh wrote the script for you? Whose expectation are you trying to live up to and why is it so darn important to you that you have buried yourself so deep you don’t recognize who you are anymore.
	Expose the lie of niceness. Niceness is not kindness, it’s a performance and manipulation for approval. Good never asked us to be nice, but honest with who we are truly on the inside. In order to make this funeral final and that we don’t go back and raised the dead, we must call out what niceness cost us. Let’s list the real toll of being “nice” like the missed opportunities, suppressed voice, spiritual exhaustion, emotional suffocation  and loss of identity. Just look at the spiritual contrast of biblical women, like Esther, Mary, Deborah and Magdalene who were disruptive, unconventional and absolutely fearless regarding what society thought of them.
	In order to bury the “Nice Christian Girl”here are a few  ways to prepare for her funeral.  First , address your fears that are disguised as holiness, the kind of fear that keeps you silent, small and smiling when you want to scream. Fear is sneaky. It doesn’t always show up as trembling hands or a shaky voice. Sometimes it dresses itself in Sunday best, cloaked in Scriptures and spiritual language. That was the mask of the “nice Christian girl.” She wasn’t quiet because she was peaceful, she was quiet because she was scared. Scared of rejection. Scared of being called rebellious. Scared of being labeled “too much.”
	Fear told her to stay small and called it submission. Fear told her to stay silent and called it wisdom. Fear told her not to shine too bright, because holiness meant hiding. But let’s call it for what it was: bondage disguised as virtue. This false holiness was never God’s design. True holiness is not the absence of voice, it’s the presence of truth. True holiness is not passivity—it’s power under alignment with God. True holiness doesn’t silence you, it sanctifies you to speak, to lead, to roar in righteousness. So today, at this funeral, we bury the fear that pretended to be godliness. We lay it in the ground and refuse to let it rise again. Because perfect love casts out fear, and daughters of God are not slaves to timidity, they are clothed in boldness, truth, and fire.
	Next, lets bury performance- based approval. No more exhausting audition for lv, belonging or validation. The “nice Christian girl” was trained to perform. She learned early that applause meant belonging and that praise meant safety. If she smiled big enough, served hard enough, and never rocked the boat, people would call her good. So she kept auditioning for acceptance on stages, in pews, in relationships, even in her own home. She confused the clapping of others with the calling of God. But applause is a fragile master because it fades quickly, and the moment you miss a line, the crowd turns.
	Performance-based approval is exhausting because it is never satisfied. No matter how many yeses you give, someone always wants more. No matter how perfect you look, someone will still criticize. You cannot win when your worth is tied to shifting expectations. That’s why this “nice Christian girl” had to die. Because as long as she lived, you were chained to the opinions of others. Your whole existence was a show and the audience wasn’t even worth the tickets. God never asked you to perform. He asked you to be transformed. Transformation doesn’t happen on a stage; it happens in secret, in process, in surrender. God’s daughters don’t live for the spotlight, they live for His presence. And when you live for presence, you don’t need the crowd to clap, because heaven already stands in ovation over your obedience. 
	So today, we bury the performer. We bury the audition scripts, the fake smiles, the forced yeses, and the suffocating need to impress. At this funeral, you lay down the act, and you rise in authenticity. You no longer need to be “good enough” for them, because you are already chosen by Him. The role is over. The mask is off. And the daughter of God takes center stage, not to perform, but to be free.
	She is willing play out the generational  scripts that been passed down through our bloodline. Some of us were not just taught to be “nice Christian girls, we inherited it. It was passed down like a family heirloom, a script handed to us before we even knew how to read it. We were told to be quiet, to endure, to never question, to always put others first even at the expense of our own wholeness. These weren’t just suggestions; they were survival codes for women who lived under patriarchy, poverty, racism, and religion that demanded silence in exchange for belonging. They did what they had to do to survive, but survival isn’t the same as freedom. 
	Generational scripts are sneaky because they wear the costume of wisdom. We’re told phrases like “that’s just how it is” or “we’ve always done it this way” as though longevity equals holiness. But longevity doesn’t make a lie true. Oppression doesn’t become righteous just because it’s been passed down for 50 years.Tradition without truth is bondage. And if you’re not careful, you will confuse trauma responses for godly submission, or call silence a virtue when it’s actually a wound.
	This is why cycles must be named and buried. When we refuse to examine what we’ve inherited, we unconsciously perpetuate the very brokenness that hurt us. That’s why some of us find ourselves mothering the same way we swore we never would, or tolerating the same dysfunction we saw in our parents’ marriages, or serving God with the same fear that haunted the women before us. But truth is stronger than tradition. Christ came to set the captives free, even from the generational chains we’ve normalized.
	So today, at this funeral, we bury those scripts. We bury the “sit down and smile” orders. We bury the “endure at all costs” mentality. And we rise in what is actually ours by inheritance: boldness, wisdom, courage, discernment, and authority as daughters of the Most High. What your mothers and grandmothers endured out of necessity, you are called to transform through faith. Their ceiling becomes your floor. Their survival becomes your strength. Their prayers become your wings. So fly sweetheart. Flap your wings into a new horizon.
	Don’t let the way femininity defined in our society trap your brilliance. For too long, femininity has been packaged as decoration. Sit pretty. Don’t speak too loudly. Be agreeable, be delicate, be small. Many of us were raised to believe that being feminine meant being ornamental, like pearls on a shelf or flowers in a vase being admired but voiceless, touched but not heard. But that version of womanhood is not God’s design; it’s a cultural counterfeit. God did not create women as background characters or as props to enhance someone else’s story. He created us in His image, capable of reflecting His fullness in both strength and softness.
	Counterfeit femininity thrives in silence. It teaches that fragility is more desirable than resilience and that submission means erasing yourself to serve others. This is not submission, it’s distortion. True femininity is not about disappearing. It’s about showing up in fullness, allowing your voice, your gifts, and your presence to bear witness to God’s image in you. Anything less is a lie dressed as holiness.
	When you embrace counterfeit femininity, you’re forced into fragments. You learn to mute your lioness because you fear being “too much,” and you hide your tenderness because you fear being “too weak.” But in burying either side of yourself, you bury the fullness of who God created you to be. You are lioness and lamb, wisdom and warrior, nurturer and builder, intercessor and innovator. Real femininity is dynamic, not decorative. It embodies power and grace, authority and humility, fire and oil. So today at this funeral, we lay down the doll versions of ourselves, the fragile, voiceless masks we wore to be acceptable. We bury the shadows we were told to live in, the costumes we wore to make others comfortable, the lies that femininity equals fragility. In their place, we rise in our divine identity. We rise as women who roar and weep, who build and bless, who speak and serve, who create and conquer. This is the femininity that shifts atmospheres.
	And so, at this funeral, the counterfeit dies. The masks are broken, the shadows vanish, and the lie is exposed. From the ashes of the “nice Christian girl” rises the holy, fierce and whole woman. She is unapologetically herself, fully God’s, and unstoppable in her destiny. The funeral is over. The resurrection has begun.
	




	
