“Keep your eye on the light.” This is something God once told me, and I continue to hear it in my head all the time since then. God has saved my life so many times and always been there through it all, no matter how bad I was. As you can tell from the table of contents, I’ve had twenty-nine years of wrestling with God, just like Jacob in Genesis 32, but Jacob only wrestled with God for one night. Others of us wrestle for years. Still, God never gave up on me, and now I know He has great plans in store for me. My life has been transformed over and over. It’s like baking a cake or putting an engine together; there are key ingredients or parts God needed. Through all the trials and tribulations, those were what God needed in me to make me stronger for the life He destined me to have. My first broken heart happened when I was five. My mother and father divorced. Life after that was not pleasant. At age seven I was beaten black and blue, literally, by the babysitter my mom had coming into the house to check on us. This babysitter also made my little sister hit me several times. This was the first time I tried to commit suicide because my mother did nothing about it. I hurt so bad all over that I just wanted to die. I am the oldest out of five girls; my sister under me is three years younger than me. I had to cook, clean, change diapers, and be the mom because my mom was working two jobs, or she was partying and not at home. At age nine I was sexually molested by my mom’s boyfriend and then his nephews off and on until Mom finally left him and then married another guy, who also tried to sexually molest me, but I put a stop to it this time. I was old enough to know how. I wrote my first poem at age fifteen when I left home; it was about my first love, who also broke my heart. This started an ongoing way for me to get my most devastating pains out, aside from all the other ways I chose to try to mend the incredibly overwhelming holes in my heart and soul. I have been writing poetry for the last twenty-nine years. I have two books of my poems with chapters of sorrow, sadness, heartache, drug addiction, alcoholism, understanding and forgiveness, and faith. Through all the trials in my life when I was not a Christian, I believed in God but did not live it. I would go one direction (down) for months, sometimes years, and then something would pull me in the other direction, back to church.

In 1999 I joined First Baptist Church in Mount Vernon, Washington, and joined Stuck to Unstuck, a recovery group held there at the church every Sunday night. I became a founding leader of the group. I did well for a while, until my boyfriend decided he did not want me. I was devastated and fell off the wagon, back to the cocaine and alcohol, and I almost committed suicide for the fifth or sixth time. Thanks be to God, Pastor Ron, and Stuck to Unstuck, this was my shortest fall ever—only six months. I didn’t even have time to bump my head, and God had me back. He said, “You are mine, and you’re not going anywhere. I have great plans for you.” Imagine my disbelief to what my ears were hearing. I was looking around to see what was coming next, and I was scared, not sure of what it was. But again, after two years of sobriety, I moved back to Texas and got around all my old friends, and down I went again. I was only home for three days and got a DWI, driving home with a hangover. I was not drunk and should not have received it, but the court system was corrupted. The jurors found me guilty because I smelt like alcohol but took into account that I had not had anything to drink in thirteen hours prior to being pulled over for speeding, nothing to eat, and had stayed three days in jail already—thus time served. So they ruled guilty but with time served. The judge went against their ruling and filed me guilty and sentenced me to two years probation and fines against the ruling of the jurors that I had already served my time and should not have been put on probation. There was so much that was wrong, but I did not have the money to fight it so I just had to accept it. I look back now and feel that this was God’s way of letting me know He did not want me in or around that life at all. I felt as if I had ruined whatever plans He had for me, so I just went back to drinking and living very alone. I straightened up in 2003, finished a paralegal degree, and got a job as a paralegal, but I had other problems with my fifteen-year-old daughter and her partying; then in her rebellion, she left me to go live with my mom. Again I spiraled out of control. I regained control in September of 2005 and have been straight since then, with the exception of a few short weeks. But my faith in God has not let me get out of control. Because of Him I keep pressing on (Philippians 3:14). Much of my writing has been out of the down times, that of sadness or of a lost love or loneliness—for the brokenhearted. I have written a few poems that were of happy times, but not too many. However, lately my writing has changed beyond what I thought I as capable of. There is a new inspiration, and I know it is the Lord Jesus working in my soul. God now has control. I want to share the story of my life and all the times God has saved me from my own demise. Look at it like this: someone walks up to you and says, “Hey, try this. You will really like it.” Well, you are going to be curious and try it. Isn’t that how you got where you are, by trying things? What I am saying is,

Give God a chance. Try Him out—GGAC

Because of what God has done for me, I hope to be of inspiration and a living testimony to others. I hope you will allow God to save you also. No matter where you are or what you have done, God is there, and He wants to be in your life. He wants you to reach out and take His hand. He is waiting patiently for you. Won’t you reach
