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I am desperately trying to get some sleep before the beginning of this day’s task, but it is hopeless.  My 
mind is racing and all I can think about is a message that seems to want to be shared.  I start by saying I 
have no clue what’s about to be revealed, it’s a bit ominous, overwhelming, and nerve-wracking because 
I have desired to get a message out.  Just something, not sure what, but something that hopefully will 
encourage another person in this world to not lose hope and continue against to forge through every 
obstacle, challenge, and seemingly insurmountable odds that you face. 

  

I rely solely on faith in God.  This is what I share and stand upon. 

  

I will say that I do not live a consistently going to church fellowship every Sunday and this does tug at me 
sometimes.  But what remains constant is my unyielding press to pray.  In every situation that I have 
encountered, I pray.  I may not have the best prayer and know what to say all the time, but I talk to God.  I 
find that God is truly my only friend who sticks closer than a brother.  I know in my knower that I would not 
be here today without God’s protection and guidance.  I am not a wise person.  I really don’t have much 
common sense.  I am not an over achiever.  I do not have many accolades.  My life’s story is not great 
and one that could be bragged upon.  All I know is in my time of solitude and seclusion, God is always 
constant.  The strength that gets me through when I really have nothing in me to continue is God. 

  

I literally have a handful of friends that I reach out to when I am desperate.  When I get to a place of, I 
can’t go on further, I do text or call maybe one or two persons who I let into my world.  It is not easy being 
transparent with another human being.  When someone knows all your ugliness and still accepts you for 
the mess that you are without judgement is a gem.  It’s hard to find that one.  But, please don’t give up 
hope that God will not allow that one to be the voice of encouragement, reason, and tough love in your 
life.  This is a joy and an embarrassment all wrapped into one when you must share all your dark mess to 
another to gain counsel, but it is necessary.  Just pray that God provides you that person who will be a 
divine connection to God’s word, wisdom, and witness.  

  

Well, where to start? 

  

The canvass that I am typing on presents so many opportunities.  So, many messages that can be 
shared yet to be focused is the prayer that is in my heart.  I desire an inspired and anointed word that will 
pierce the very darkness that surrounds our lives so that God’s light of deliverance prevails. 
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I understand that in my life through the walk that I have lived, weeping does endure for a night, but joy 
comes in the morning.  I am crying now as I type these words, because sometimes crying is all that I can 
do to get through.  I am not ashamed of the tears and I am not going to remain in them either, but I must 
allow the cleansing of my soul to clear a pathway for what is to come next.  Sometimes a little cry does 
the trick.  

  

I got the title from Rape to Reap the paradigm shift of my life’s events because in October of 2008 I had a 
home invasion where the perpetrator raped me, and I thought that my life was going to end.   

Wow, now that I am writing this line, I am amazed that this is the month of October and literally 11 years 
ago this event happened.  Perhaps that is why I am unable to sleep.  The memory of this horrific 
encounter still stirs in my spirit.  Well, this life event initiated the spiraling and shifting of other life events 
for me.  I remember afterwards, all that I wanted to do was bombard myself like a hermit in my apartment 
and not emerge ever again.  I had a vice grip of fear that tied me up and encouraged me to not continue 
with living.  I still struggle with breaking free from the tendency to hide, but I know the power of 
prayer.  Whether it was my own prayer or someone else praying for me, this fervency is what penetrates 
the darkest, vile, of deception that would perplex the mind to not have hope.  

I thank you God for not giving up on me!  I thank you God for never leaving or forsaking me!  I thank you 
God that even in my emptiness you are there without judgement to just love me as I am.  I am broken.  I 
am not desirable.  I am empty.  But you are the love that fills me.  You are the protection that girds me up 
when I have fallen.  You God pull me through every day, and I am just in awe of you.  I adore you and 
thank you that even in my birth mother’s womb you ordained that I shall live and not die.  You predestined 
my path and unbeknownst to me on many decisions that I have made in error, you still stick with me and 
get me repositioned.  Thank you, God! 

  

Well, eleven years ago, I did rise from death’s door to a life of numbness.  I loss my lucrative job, car, and 
eventually got evicted.  My credit is shot.  This part of my story is not the best, but it is the blister that 
occurs before the bliss.  I know that I am not a successful individual in the eyes of society or even if I 
compare myself to individuals I know – whether family or friends.  I realize that decisions I made prior to 
my rape and afterwards have led me to where I am today.  Therefore, I don’t make an excuse.   

I am not a victim.   

I do not choose to remain in a vice grip either.  I am just who I am flawed and frazzled.  The one constant 
I must say is faith.  Regardless of all my imperfections and there are many, I have this unyielding 
determination and persistence to just trust God.  My mantra is Proverbs 3:5-7, “Trust in the Lord with all of 
your heart and do not lean on your own understanding, but in all of your ways acknowledge Him and He 
will direct your path.” I believe this was part of my DNA at birth before I knew my ABC’s and it is the word 
that I hold onto in my most sacred and secret inner being.  My spirit just trusts God regardless of the 
literal atmosphere that surrounds me.  I am resolved to believe in the God of the Bible.  I may not always 
be able to explain the why of my way, but the witness in my world will always believe that if God is for me 
then who or what can be against me. 

  

Okay, so what do I do now and what did I do then? 
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During that time of recovery, I sought counseling so that I would not remain a person on the edge.  I was 
on the edge of taking my life.  I was on the edge of losing my mind.  I was on the edge of constantly living 
in terror.  I was on the edge of wallowing for the remainder of my days on this planet in fear and 
hopelessness.   I just was teetering over the cliff to fall and literally die.  I may not have physically died 
when that rapist had his hands around my neck and choked the very breath out of my body, but when I 
woke up from my death sleep, my personal peace had been stolen.  

I now was existing in an unfamiliar place.  I was in the realm of terror where the voice of doubt, fear, and 
torment ruled.  My mind constantly relived the rape and that I was choked to what I figured was my last 
breath on earth.  I was stuck.  I had a new friend and foe in my life, the imp of perpetual harassment and 
chaos.  This irrational voice that would loop in my mind and playback a message of why continue to exist 
constantly badgered me.  So, yes; I was on the edge. 

It is hard to capture the inner turmoil into an understandable sentence or even idea so that the reader or 
receiver of these words get it.  I am not sure if anyone will comprehend the deep-seated loathing that 
caused me to retreat into a shallow grave ready for the undertaker to just put the dirt over my body.  I 
would force a smile when talking to a family member or friend.  It was a masquerade.  I found myself 
alone.  No one around me could relate.  The advice of well-meaning people would be that you can do it 
and make it out.  The words although maybe in the minds of the giver were from a place of good 
intentions, but really no connection to the emptiness and degradation that I lived.  After a while, the good 
intentions changed to just get over it.  This same type of sentiment occurs when someone mourns the 
loss of a loved one.   

Who gives the right for a family member or friend or so-called supporter to dictate the terms of when grief 
should cease for that one who mourns?   

This is the fatal flaw that humans operate, it is called selective and conditional empathy based on their 
own opinion and reasoning.  I know that I too have spit out well-meaning words of what I thought was a 
comfort to people before, but it was based on my limited capacity to really empathized and not really from 
where that person’s soul dwells.  So, during my time of demise, decay, degradation and debasement the 
insult to injury was flung from friends and family who thought they knew best on how I should navigate out 
of my situation.   

Truly walk in my shoes, live in my head, and feel what I do before giving advice should be how people 
approach encouragement to the desperate.   

When that intruder invaded my world, everything of comfort, complacency, and cushion was destroyed.  I 
no longer felt that there was a place of peace for me to exists within myself or in my literal surroundings.  I 
could not remain comfortable because of anxiety, fear, and the constant harassment that I dealt with in 
my mind.  I knew that I had to get it together and be strong or at least appear that I was a faithful Christian 
woman who trust God, but I had loss that fortitude.  Being a spiritual woman wasn’t good enough 
anymore.  The cushion and complacency of living regular just ceased to exist in my realm.   Now, I 
needed a true demolishing, rebuild, and restoration.  Something had to happen before I jumped off the 
edge to a fatal and final action where death would not be conquered. 

  

I am not sure if this is the message of hope that I wanted to share, but this is what happens with no sleep 
and unrest at 6 in the morning.   

I just type.   
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What happened eleven years ago is slowly beginning to shift and this truly is a testament that God never 
loses hope or sight of our Master’s life plan, even when we do.  I no longer harbor the imp of pestilence, 
torment, or doom.  I have advanced from teetering over and jumping off the suicidal edge to falling back 
into the assurance of God’s sturdy arms.   

What does that mean?   

I literally don’t want to commit bodily harm to where I just end my life on this planet earth anymore.   

God, I thank you for not giving up on me.  God, I thank you that even when I could not share this thought 
to anyone around me you understood and understand without judgement.  You just love me, the entirety 
of my life with all its mess you just love me, and I thank you.   

Hence, the power of prayer does wonders when you have desperate pleas.  I don’t know if anyone has 
ever got to a point of despair where words just could not be formulated, but that moaning within would just 
burst out and a wail of want cries forth.   

An outsider looking in would think that you have lost it…and by all accounts that is what you are going 
through.  Just losing it.  Sometimes we got to just lose it and scream, cry, moan, rock, and do whatever it 
takes to release the bitter enemy trying to snuff out our existence.   I am still crying typing this portion 
because there are just no words that do justice to the soul of the defeated.  I know this reads 
contradictory to a message of hope and enlightenment, but for real; desperation precedes 
deliverance.  And the vulnerable can achieve victory.  So, in this transparent message knowing that 
defeat, death, and demoralization were my bedfellows; hopefully expressing that if you currently have 
these friends who are actually foes in your life, that your personal shift of current life’s events has arrived.  

  

Just by reading that you too can kick those intruders out of your life and know someone else has done it 
should be encouragement.  I can’t tell you when it will happen for you and nor will I presume to dictate the 
details to your deliverance.  I can just provide an example that for me, I am still a work in 
progress.  However, I am not living on the edge anymore but now I have shifted to a position where I can 
see the fork in the road.  God has never left me nor forsaken me.  He says never are the righteous 
forsaken nor their seed begging for bread.  I believe this to be true for me.  I may not have much or 
anything in my bank account, literally I am living paycheck to paycheck.  What I do have is hope 
renewed.  I have His joy that is my strength.   

This seems like a ridiculous statement that an unknown entity not visible to my human eyes propels me to 
continue in strength.  Wow?  Yet, this is my faith restored.   

Even when the breakdown of my past came to stop me and end my life; God said nope not my daughter 
and not her life. As I reflect about some of the challenges that I faced, I am reminded of Job’s story – he 
was a man of faith that lost it all.  Yet, after some time through the bitterness experienced, he morphed 
into a miracle and his testimony’s outcome was more than what he initially started with.   

Truly Job’s bliss was birthed from a blister too.   

I am not sure when your bliss will come, I pray even now that God guides you and that you allow Him to 
intervene on your behalf.  Matter of fact, we all need God’s meddling on our moments.  Sometimes that 
precise second where a mistake could be made, if we get the nudge to take a just slight move into a 
different direction or shift our focus; we can avoid so much.  God truly cares and will always want the best 
for us regardless if we accept that or not. 
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I am going to pause for right now from typing.  But I pray that I can return to continue.  However, if I don’t 
let me share that no matter what is knocking or rather bursting through the door of your life to take you 
out, God won’t let that happen!  There are Angels that rule over our domain and environment.  I know this 
to be true for right before my tragic ordeal I had a vision of my guardian Angel. My guardian Angel 
protected me from the imminent threat against my life eleven years ago.  The repercussions on how I 
lived impacted every fiber of my being, yet with grit, perseverance, and just taking it one minute at a time; 
I evolved to live and a life more abundant.   

I assure that you too will reap.   

You will rise from the dry soil that seemingly experienced a drought to never grow again   

As you rely on faith, God’s word, and the power of prayer; voila the miracle seed happens.  Never lose 
sight that God never changes nor makes mistakes.  Thus, you are not a mistake either.  Regardless of 
your previous or current situation, remain resolved to be steadfast, unmovable, and always abounding in 
the word of the Lord.  Though your foundation may be shaken or even broken, God is the architect, 
carpenter, and landowner.  So, cast away the fret and find your fight.  Remember you are stronger than 
your situation and better, yet God can do the exceeding, abundantly, above all that you can imagine.  

There may truly be times of lack, isolation, and brick walls; yet after the dearth comes the promise of 
plenty.   

Keep in mind Job that his story is not one of fiction but of provision.   

God never desired our birth into this world to be one that is unfulfilled and a void.   

That is not His desire or His word.  

He spoke into our mother’s womb when we were being developed that we are works of art.  We are 
valuable gems more precious than diamonds and more desirable than gold.   

So, it is understandable why the thief comes to steal, kill, and destroy.  The jealousy that our life was 
predetermined to be of greatness drives that imp crazy.  Don’t let the haters halt your grind, hinder your 
promise, nor hold back your prosperity.  I am not saying that “things” do not happen that just turn our 
world upside down, because it does. What I am emphasizing is that when facing these anxious events, 
just keep saying no.  Say no to all the voices that try to sway you to succumb to the message that you are 
mediocre.  Just say no to anything and anyone – this includes yourself – that tries to make you jump off 
the Edge.   

Yes, let us keep it real.  We all have cliffs to face.  The ledge may just be a point where you can stand for 
a moment to view how God brings a calm to your chaos.  Once you breathe again, just take a step back 
to divert your attention onto a new direction.  The fork in the road provides the opportunity where you can 
choose life.   If you take a moment in the madness, I assure you that God’s word and His guidance will 
push you back into your promise.  You will prevail instead of becoming the victim that leaps off the ledge.  
The shift to reap from rape happens. 

 Selah and Shalom.  Love you Miriam aka Essence of Myrrh Proverbs 3:5-7. 😊 
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