In Fight Forward, Brenda Crouch bravely removes the mask of a counterfeit identity to reveal the truth about our authentic value. Her honest
portrayal of the journey to freedom from the traumatic effects of abuse
through courageous faith will encourage you.
—Kevin and Sam Sorbo, award-winning filmmakers and authors

My father, the Reverend Jesse Jackson, has often said to me, “There’s a
lot of private pain in public life.” And most often those in ministry feel
pressured to mask their troubles, fearing the disappointment and condemnation that exposure of those challenges might bring forth. Well, no more!
In Fight Forward, Brenda Crouch courageously lifts her veil and shows us
how transparency leads to transformation. Blessed assurance, our scars can
become our stars. Thank you, Brenda, for reminding us that our pain is our
pathway to our greatest possibilities and power.
—Santita Jackson, executive producer, producer, and co-host,
Keep Hope Alive with Rev. Jesse Jackson radio show,
singer; television and radio host/producer

I was deeply moved as I read Fight Forward. Brenda Crouch is tenderly
vulnerable as she skillfully shares painful areas of abuse and her journey
into wholeness. It is truly a must read and a safe read for those who have
walked on similar paths, and it is especially insightful for those who haven’t. Brenda shares valuable revelation regarding the healing, restoration,
and freedom that flow from knowing your true identity—making you a
victor and not a victim.
—Dr. Patricia King, founder, Patricia King Ministries

In Fight Forward, Brenda Crouch shows us how to fight through every
battle and rise resilient, knowing the great I AM will bring us up and over
every mountain. Get ready to win!
—Thelma Wells (“Mama T”), author, speaker, mentor

Too many Christians feel isolated and obligated to perform for acceptance.
Brenda Crouch in Fight Forward will help you find a satisfying sense of
belonging in your God-given identity.
—Dr. Nick Eno, author of The Orphan Syndrome,
speaker, minister, licensed professional counselor,
marriage and family therapist

Brenda’s beautifully written book, Fight Forward, reminds us that no matter what we’ve been through or no matter what we are facing, we serve a
God who restores and heals. She challenges us to always seek the truth in
love as we practice forgiveness and find that ultimate peace which comes
only through knowing and following Jesus.
—Dr. Robert and Donna Schuller, Robert Schuller Ministries

Brenda Crouch finally exposes the demonic lies that have robbed millions
of Christians from understanding their true identity. No longer will you be
trapped by lowering the bar for fulfilling your destiny. Biblical and brutally
honest, Fight Forward provides us with essential knowledge to sail with the
coming greater Glory!
—Sid Roth, president and host of It’s Supernatural

In Romans 12:18 Paul instructs us, “If it is possible as far as it depends on
you, live at peace with everyone.” To live “at peace” means giving up and
allowing God to take on the suffering and pain we have endured throughout our life’s journey. Jesus endured the cross so that we would have the
option to choose peace. In family relationships, marriages, and friendships
that have cut into our beings, the blood of Jesus is the only healing solvent—but our healing also depends on us and what we choose. Brenda
Crouch has chosen peace. In her book Fight Forward: Reclaim the Real You,
she reveals her healing journey so you can take a risk and embark on the
same steps toward peace. If you are struggling, don’t miss this revealing,
heartfelt read. Choose peace.
—Kathleen Cooke, co-founder, Cooke Pictures and The Influence Lab,
author of Hope 4Today: Stay Connected to God in a Distracted Culture

Fight Forward: Reclaim the Real You reveals a deeply personal journey and
an all-too-common one of abuse, rejection, and pain. If you have ever
vowed that you will never be hurt again, then this book is for you. Brenda
Crouch will show you through her life story how you can reclaim the real
you and find wholeness and love.
—Gordon Robertson, CEO, the Christian Broadcasting Network

Brenda Crouch—with her engaging personality and love for her family
and God—is a true witness to the power of restoration through the Word
of God and forgiveness. In her new book Fight Forward, Brenda reveals
the dark struggles she experienced and the weapons she used to defeat the
enemy’s strategy to steal, kill, and destroy. You will find this compelling
true-life story one you cannot put down or easily forget.
—Joni Lamb, co-founder, Daystar Television Network

In Fight Forward: Reclaim the Real You, Brenda Crouch not only recounts
the trials and tragedies she faced, but also powerfully recounts how she
came through with victory in her heart and no malice of thought. I believe
you’ll enjoy the read and, even better, be strengthened in your faith.
—Richard Roberts, president and CEO, Oral Roberts Ministries

In previous generations, the Word of God, strong family ties, and personal
achievement could easily launch us into a godly destiny. But today, many
of us must hit a spiritual reset button in order to walk in God’s plan for us.
Reading Fight Forward will get you ready for the adventure of a lifetime as
you reset your life.
—Bishop Harry Jackson Jr., senior pastor, Hope Christian Center,
Washington, DC area; Bishop of the Fellowship of International Churches;
speaker, frequent media commentator, columnist,
TV host of The Hope Connection, presidential advisor

In Fight Forward, Brenda Crouch shares her incredibly honest, authentic,
transparent, raw, and personal story, and in doing so she empowers all of
us to reclaim our true and real selves in Christ. Every page is loaded with
God’s wisdom, grace, depth, and power. You won’t be able to put down
this book, and you’ll be glad you picked it up.
—Beth Jones, author of the Getting a Grip on the Basics series,
host of The Basics with Beth TV,
and cofounder of Valley Family Church

Brenda’s passion for experiencing all that God offers will inspire you to
boldly pursue His blessings. Her honesty and transparency demonstrates
her desire to see everyone healed and restored. Wherever you are in your
spiritual journey, you will be challenged and motivated to grow even more
through Fight Forward.
—Randy Robison, LIFE Today TV

Countless women are struggling in their relationships today because of the
emotional prisons their past has created for them. They find themselves
performing for love, living under labels, and stuck in abusive situations.
Brenda’s story of healing and courage will empower women everywhere to
discover the love of the Father for them through His Son Jesus.
—Ed Tandy McGlasson, founder, Blessing of the Father Ministries;
pastor, author, speaker

Brenda Crouch has masterfully combined her life testimony of painful
experiences of abuse and trauma with an anointed strategy for not living
as a victim of circumstances. In her book Fight Forward, she ministers to
the brokenhearted and reveals the path to full restoration and wholeness.
Every page is a guide on how to embrace a new life to the fullest.
—Hank and Brenda Kunneman, Lord of Hosts Church
and One Voice Ministries, Omaha, Nebraska

From broken to healed, from lies to truth, from victim to victor, Brenda
Crouch reveals through her life journey God’s grace and redemption. Her
story is an instrument in God’s hands to show others how to walk into
freedom and a new life.
—Bob Higley, CEO of Upliftv,
Joanie Higley Ministry Relations & Producer, Upliftv

Brenda Crouch has delivered a compassionate, life-changing book for
hurting people. Fight Forward is a riveting transparent life story of a victim
of abuse who found freedom, redemption, and restoration through Jesus
Christ. Fight Forward will open the door of dark secrets and set you free
with real answers.
—Ward Simpson, CEO, God TV

Fight Forward is a profound revelation of how to press forth to the mark of
the high calling in your life. If guilt and shame have ever tried to block your
progress, then Brenda Crouch’s deep and tender treatment of overcoming
near impossible life challenges will put you on a new path. Her incredible
story of going from victim to victor is enough to show how anyone in any
situation can move beyond their past into a glorious future.
—Mary Hudson, founder, AriseConferences.com, KeithHudson.org

Brenda Crouch has done what very few leaders in ministry are willing
to do: she took the mask off and let people see the real person. The real
person with pain, flaws, insecurities, and brokenness. Thank you, Brenda,
for blazing the trail of truth so that many can follow behind you into the
greatest days of our lives and find freedom!
—Hope Carpenter, pastor, Redemption Church Bay Area, San José, California

Fight Forward: Reclaim the Real You is not just a book—it is a gift. Told
with courageous candor in the hopes of setting other captives free, Brenda
Crouch unveils the crippling emotional, psychological, and spiritual damage that she suffered from years of childhood sexual abuse, and her subsequent tenacious, heart-wrenching, roller-coaster journey in search of inner
healing and reclaiming her true identity, purpose, and gifting in Christ.
Like a multi-faceted jewel, Fight Forward is filled with gripping stories and
lessons learned. Each chapter rewards the reader with pearls of wisdom to
help overcome life’s wounds and injustices and embrace one’s unique destiny. This is a not-to-be-missed book for anyone who has ever longed for
healing, wholeness, redemption, and the courage to finally step out of the
stormy boat into the loving arms of Jesus.
—Marion Pyle, president, Legacy Media Lab,
writer, director, producer, actor, author

In the words of Dr. Brené Brown, “owning our story can be hard but
not nearly as difficult as spending our lives running from it. Vulnerability
sounds like truth and feels like courage. Truth and courage aren’t always
comfortable, but they’re never weakness.” Brenda Crouch’s book Fight
Forward is all courage, bathed in truth and motivated by love.
—Bobby Downes, filmmaker and founder, ChristianCinema.com
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Sylvia, who went to be with Jesus at the inception of my first outline for this
manuscript. The seeds she planted in me from early childhood and throughout my life became the fruit of love and grace, which I’ve poured out on every
page. Her unwavering voice and her tenacious love for Jesus and the people
who need Him are her legacy that will remain forever. She was my Mordecai,
my intercessor, my best friend, and my biggest encourager. I miss you so very
much, Mama! Until we meet again … I’ll be about our Father’s business.

You know you have loved someone
when you glimpse in them that
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Foreword

T

he journey to becoming fully human in Christ is a lifelong one.
The process is ongoing and continues until we receive our glorified
bodies in the consummation of the kingdom. Until then, we are not
fully there, not fully human, and not fully persons. That doesn’t mean
we aren’t human beings; it just means we aren’t fully human beings, and
we aren’t fully persons because we are still “on our way.”
Our personhood is rooted in our creation in the image and likeness of
God. Adam was created to exist for God and for others, and when Adam
fell, he fell headlong into self-centered individualism. Individualism
enables us to shift blame and refuse to take responsibility for the choices
we make. It allows us to avoid reckoning with the resulting outcomes.
With Adam’s fall, our choices became self-made, and sin left its
imprint on the human race. We took a deep dive into the rebellion of
individualism and independence, and we lost the essence of true humanness and personhood. The immediate results of Adam’s individualism
and independence were violence and death. The first family became
quite dysfunctional, and the first murder was indeed fratricide: a deadly
confrontation between two brothers.
Abuse is nothing new to humanity, and dysfunctional family systems are as old as time itself. The dysfunction of our individualistic,
self-centered culture rears its ugly head in so many ways and causes us
to lash out against others. Our words, for example, have both the ability
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to kill and the ability to create life. To tell a child that they will never
amount to anything has a lifelong impact. It leaves a mark—an imprint
that requires the salvific presence of God Himself to mend and heal (a
process that can take many years). And in a society where we cater to
instant gratification, the notion of healing and wholeness as a lifelong
journey feeds the frenzy of our already restless and fast-paced lifestyles.
As much as we may affirm that we are new creations in Christ, we
also affirm we are beset by weaknesses, and the feelings of our infirmities can often get the best of us. An infirmity is that which takes
away our strength. All sorts of things throughout our journey rob us
of our strength and challenge our ability to move forward. None of us
arrive at adulthood without wounds, even if we were raised in a Christian home. Brokenness and beauty coexist in all of us, and the reason is
simple: sin is still present; good and evil still coexist, and we are fallible
and flawed and in need of grace to be and to become who the Father
intended in Christ by His Spirit.
Our journeys leave some of us more wounded than others and vulnerable to the experience of victimization. Depending on the degree
of victimization, the innocent party may suffer great trauma, and with
great trauma often comes a profound level of shock and numbness.
Many victims subconsciously freeze their pain, and the process of thawing out their emotions and allowing themselves to feel again can take
years. Denial and anger are often present simply because it can be far
too painful for the victim to admit the wound ever happened in the first
place.
But there is hope. In Jesus we see true personhood, true humanity,
and the opposite of egocentric individualism. Jesus isn’t out to “get”;
He exists to give. Christ was the victim of the worst and most cruel hate
crime in all of history, and through His own death, burial, resurrection,
and ascension, He established a pathway for victims to become victors in
and through Him.
I have known Brenda Crouch for a number of years, and I have been
deeply impacted by her life story. I am moved by the way the Lord has
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navigated her through pain to become an agent of the Spirit’s healing
grace to others who have suffered wounding. In her brand-new book
Fight Forward: Reclaim the Real You, Brenda makes her life an open book.
Her transparency is an open window that lets the fresh air of heaven into
the dark rooms of our isolation and pain, where our wounds have grown
foul and festered. Her story will not only draw you in, but it will also
invite you to explore the pain you have endured and help lead you to
Jesus, His healing presence, and His grace.
If you are reading this book, it is precisely because you are ready to
get your “fight” back—the good fight of faith, which refuses to settle for
less than the journey to a future immersed in Jesus’ glorious inheritance.
It is time to move forward and reclaim the real you, and this book is as
good a place to start as I know to help you take your first step.
Dr. Mark J. Chironna
Church On The Living Edge
Mark Chironna Ministries

Fight Forward:
Reclaim the Real You

F

or the last twenty years, I have been steered internally by essentially
one question: Do you truly understand the salvation of your soul
and how it affects your real life? With every tragic loss this question has
resonated more deeply, and my journey to the answers has been long,
often difficult, and repetitious. But the aspects of my life that I once
had no power to change have been drastically corrected, and I have been
categorically transformed in the light of truth. The work of the Spirit of
God becomes evident when we notice a difference in how we respond to
what once seduced us, controlled us, and even crushed us.
As I prepared to write this book, I lost my mother quite tragically
and unexpectedly. It was a significant, life-altering event that rocked me
to the core of my being, and the months that followed were filled with
many tearful hours asking God for the courage and strength to tell my
story. The love I have for both of my parents, my entire family, and our
lifelong friends makes the delicate nature of information pertaining to
my past difficult to unveil. However, I do so for the sake of setting others free from lies. Wisdom requires prudence, and this is not a book of
therapy. I’m past that. Out of obedience to the call of God, I relinquish
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my dangerous transparency for one purpose only: to offer a place of
safety and compassion for the reader who might be struggling with similar issues. I do not believe you have picked this book up by accident, and
it is my prayer that you will feel the presence of the Holy Spirit, who is
a comforter, revealer, and constant companion for the journey I will ask
you to bravely take with me.
It has never been my intent to hurt anyone from my past, nor is it
now. I also want to honor both my parents who stand with the great
cloud of witnesses in heaven praying me through this and cheering
me on for my stance against the kingdom of darkness and its deceptive clutches over the minds and identities of desperate hurting people.
I honor both my mother and father for what they did right with the
limited knowledge they possessed, and I pray for those from my past
who still have time to find their way to freedom. I have purposely kept
names private and chosen to omit much of the salacious information
that deeply affected my journey for the sake of living persons.
Like my father, some of us have come from iniquitous bloodlines that
have held us in chains without our knowledge. As I wrote the last chapter of this book, by God’s exquisite timing, I was connected to a second
cousin from my paternal ancestry when she reached out to me after a
DNA test matched us. She is a feisty eighty-six-year-old today with a
brilliant mind, and she is a follower of Christ! Her personal accounts of
our family history opened a floodgate of information, which only confirmed my understanding of family curses and the iniquities that went
back generations beyond the ones I already knew about. A history of
domestic violence, murder, and cover-up, repeated generational incest,
alcoholism, gambling, and musical talent had left their traces in my
blood. Ironically, people of great faith who loved my father and invested
their whole hearts toward blessing him make up the other side of my
ancestry. They were preachers, pastors, missionaries, and entrepreneurial
hard workers. The prayers of these saints have brought the women of my
family before the courtrooms of heaven, where the blood of Jesus has
redeemed the wrongs and continues to break chains in and through us.
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My honest motivation for telling my story after years of repeated violations by various individuals, including sexual assault in school and in
the workplace, is not to simply say, “Me too.” I’m here to say, “But God!”
We need answers to annihilate the epidemic of dishonor and abuse, and
we need them quickly. Healing and restoration are not only available
for victims, because God loves both victims and victimizers. He offers
freedom to everyone imprisoned by dark secrets. The real enemy is the
one who controls your soul through a lie, and in this book I intend to
unmask him. It’s imperative to understand the roots of such abuse and
how that, historically, religion has often failed to rightly portray the love
and mercy of Christ to those who need it most. However, the outrage of
culture has brought a season of reformation upon us.
If you are not a believer in Christ, I pray you will see from my story
that we are all flawed as humans who are continually being transformed
into the image of who Jesus truly is. Becoming a child of God happens
in an instant, but becoming who we were meant to be takes a lifetime.
Those who let God heal them will, in turn, heal others. If you are a
church leader, my experiences with intimidation, manipulation, hiding
behind false projections, and bad advice will equip you with insights
to better understand the need for arming your ministry with solid
life-changing programs focused on healing and restoring people to their
divine purpose. These wounded souls who may not always feel welcomed
into your circles are, in reality, future ministers. They have the potential
to grow and expand the vision God has given you, and your purpose in
His kingdom, if you’ll recognize and value them for who they are meant
to be in Christ.
If you are a millennial standing on the edge of your dreams, may
the price I paid to find my identity be a testimony of God’s faithfulness
to you and a weapon of truth against the deception of culture as you
pursue your real destiny in Christ alone. If you are a victim of abuse, I
pray you will find the faith to believe in greater things for your life and
the strength to follow Jesus, even when His path appears daunting. You
have a purpose, and God has a plan for your life. Trust Him and He will
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not fail you! Just as my pursuit of the meaning of salvation has led me to
authentic personhood in Christ, I pray that you will also discover your
true salvation as His life works itself into every detail of your being. You
were worth every sacrifice to Jesus, and because of His abiding love in
me, you are worth every sacrifice that I have ever given for the honor of
pointing the way to a fully restored identity.
“The Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord make his face shine
upon you, and be gracious to you; the Lord turn his face toward you
and give you peace” (Numbers 6:24–26).
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1

Seventeen Days

M

y sister and I had just landed at Oakland International Airport,
eager to make the commute over the Altamont Pass to the Central
Valley of California where our dad awaited our arrival. Those trips from
Dallas to California were much more frequent after my father had been
diagnosed with idiopathic pulmonary fibrosis (for which there is no
known cause or cure). It had been an excruciating six-month battle since
the previous summer when our long-time family doctor announced to
us that Dad had seen his last Christmas, but holding onto our faith in
God, we refused to accept his early death sentence or the given time line.
As determined ambassadors of hope, we committed ourselves to finding alternative treatments while we prayed for a miracle. We believed
that God could heal him, but despite all the faith we could muster and
the arsenal of holistic medicines that we convinced him to try, we faced
the dreaded process of having to say goodbye. By immersing ourselves in
family history and childhood memories, we did our best to maintain our
sanity by coasting through much of the process on emotional autopilot.
At the end of a two-hour drive with a family friend who had faithfully arranged our transportation and provided cheerful conversation,
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the moment of truth finally arrived. Nervously, we entered the building. A distinctive sterile smell lingered in the hushed atmosphere that
demanded reverence from all who arrived. The Hospice House had a
warm, residential feel that was strangely juxtaposed by intermittent hospital technology. It was a weird combination that seemed to probe at the
indistinguishable sorrow lingering just beneath the surface of our smiles.
For now, this place would be our indefinite home away from home, and
the only way we knew to avoid getting swallowed up by our fear of the
unknown was to keep a positive disposition.
I had never set foot in a Hospice House before that day. I’d only heard
about the significant role they play in assisting terminally ill patients and
their grieving families with the painful process of passing from earth to
eternity. It’s a little daunting, in hindsight, to recognize the extent of
my lingering youthful ignorance that still occupied my attention well
into adulthood. There were major blind spots limiting my range of sight
when it came to navigating life’s sudden turns. I now realize that it was
my deep and familiar sense of denial that carried me into the uncharted
terrain of parental bereavement, but I was definitely in line for a major
awakening. God was about to clear some considerable obstructions from
my path that had impeded my perspective. Gracefully He made the process of my awakening a merciful one that came layer by layer.
I could almost feel His tangible arms enveloping me during my
father’s transition, like a tender lullaby of sweet mercy in my darkest
hours. Carefully He began the pruning process, slowly snipping away
the brambles that had entangled my soul for far too long. Night after
night my sister and I lay on hard cots with thin cotton blankets that
didn’t keep us very warm. Being a medical facility, the temperature was
always kept quite cool, but after a while, certain members of the night
staff took a liking to us and began offering multiple blankets fresh out
of the warmer to make our stay there a little more comfortable. It was
unusual for family members to remain so close 24/7, and though it
wasn’t against the rules, they were not set up for long-term overnighters.
But we weren’t going anywhere. We were in it for the duration.
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Like my sister, I was less concerned about my personal discomfort
and more brokenhearted watching my father’s slow decline. He seemed
more like a compliant little boy than the father we knew. Often at night
he would call out in the darkness, “Hello … is anybody there?” I felt
the fear in his voice and wanted to cry, but instead I tried to be strong
as my sister and I tag-teamed, each of us barely sleeping. Whenever he
would cry out at night, one of us would rush to his side to comfort him
and tend to his needs. Based on the distress he exhibited, I got an eerie
feeling that when he awoke from his medicated sleep in pitch darkness,
he was questioning whether he had crossed over into eternity. He didn’t
have the deep peace I’d hoped to witness after a life of serving God. That
made me hurt so badly for him—so much so that I’d lie on my cot and
cry silently in the dark once he had been consoled.
As insomnia stole coveted sleep from my eyes, I remembered the man
I had idolized but also deeply longed to understand better. He was the
life of the party in every setting, sporting quick jokes and movie star
good looks (which were still very much intact). But the familiar persona
that everyone loved had suddenly become a thin veil for the pain that I
knew he was dealing with. Dad had a genius talent for music and could
play almost every instrument he tried simply by ear. His vocal tone was
like liquid gold. His music made a lot of people happy for as long as he
lived, and I was always so proud. Music was an intrinsic part of our family bond, and watching my dad perform was nothing short of magical.
He was such a powerful force in our lives that I didn’t notice the poverty
of his soul hiding behind the charisma until I saw the same lack within
my own somewhere in my middle-adult years.
As a child, my relational dynamics with people became difficult as I
withdrew in confusion, trying my best to survive the classism and social
dynamics of school. Then in high school, I was determined to make
a mark for myself. There are gaps of time from my childhood that I
cannot remember. During the time of my father’s passing, I felt like an
incomplete puzzle that was missing too many pieces to form a picture
of substance. Some memories, however, remained intact as a significant
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part of my past. One cherished memory centered on a rare day when my
dad joined my sister and me for a bike ride. Usually our time with him
was spent watching him play his guitar or watching TV together, so this
day was a special treat.
He decided to ride my bike since it was the bigger of the two and
encouraged me to hop on the handlebars. They were the long scooped
kind from the 1970s and seemed like the perfect way to share a ride. But
I wasn’t very comfortable, so I ran inside the house to grab a pillow off
the sofa to cushion my seat. Voila! We were ready to ride. My younger
sister rode her bike next to us, and she and Dad started racing with one
another. I got nervous and asked Dad to slow down. When he hit the
brakes, I went soaring into the air and landed about five feet in front of
him on the asphalt.
I tumbled a few times and quickly regained my stance, realizing I
had road rash from top to bottom. My chin, my elbows, my knees, my
shins, and my hands were all skinned deep enough to leave scars, but
my biggest concern was that it might cause my dad to never ride with
us again, so I ignored my pain and very quickly yelled out, “I still love
you, Daddy! I still love you!” He felt just awful about it and scooped me
up with a big hug. Then he took me into the house where Mom cleaned
and nursed my wounds. It was all so fun until the sudden hard landing
that ended it all. Oh how we laughed and screamed wildly that beautiful
summer day, but I don’t remember ever riding bicycles with Dad again
after that.
Another distinct memory from that same year involved my childish
attempt to stow away in the back of my father’s work truck for the long
commute to his construction job at an Indian reservation. Dad was a tile
layer, and he would be gone for a week or more at a time due to how
far away his jobsite was. I later learned this was the time frame in which
he’d become addicted to gambling. He never drank alcohol because he
hated what he saw it do to his parents and its effect on their family, but
the dynamics of addiction were still a part of his life and the lure of fast
money must have gripped him. I had written a note to my mother that
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morning so she would not worry about me as I packed a little blue suitcase with my pajamas and a hairbrush, among a few other items that I
considered necessities for a week’s journey. I figured once Dad realized I
was with him, it would be too late to turn around and I’d be his buddy
for the remainder of his time there. It was the perfect plan!
My plan was hugely interrupted, however, when my mother found
the note I’d left her before we even pulled out of the driveway. At times
I think I was a pretty cute kid, but there are other times I just roll my
eyes and laugh. My dad was the hero I longed for, and I wanted more
time with him. Now I realize he most likely didn’t know how to connect
on an emotional level due to his own childhood. I do know that he tried
though, because he told us that he loved us and was proud of us often—
especially when my sister and I got older and became pageant queens
who could sing like birds. Dad always made the audience laugh with a
funny line about feeding us Hartz canary bird seed when we were little
to condition our voices.
My mother was a spiritual and emotional nurturer, bringing a positive influence into my dad’s life with her kindness and confidence
in his abilities. She provided a depth of love that he’d never had as a
kid at home, but he was often emotionally unavailable, even for her.
Dad’s distance didn’t seem abnormal to me in my growing-up years. I
actually thought it was just how men were, and I was fascinated with
understanding the mind of a man as a result. It did make vulnerability
with him very difficult, however—especially when broaching subjects
like boys, a broken heart, or female issues, etc. We pretty much avoided
those types of things with Dad. As a matter of fact, my sister and I just
knew he would disapprove if we talked about boys, so we kept our taboo
thoughts hidden. I remember keeping my eyes straight ahead when a
cute boy walked by in a restaurant because my dad was present and I
didn’t want to get his look of disapproval. Mom, on the other hand,
wanted us to open up to her so that she could guide us with her wisdom.
We did talk to Mom usually, but some subjects were just too embarrassing to explore despite her determined effort to offer us advice.
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Well into my late twenties, I was troubled by a variety of reoccurring
dreams that were very traumatic. My father was always present in these
dreams and always appeared to be overcome with shame. I reasoned that
was because he must have known or seen something that happened to
me and failed to protect me from it. The dreams were like fragmented
scenes from a movie, and I would always awaken with a sickening feeling of revulsion in the deepest part of my being. I loved my dad, but
I was not comfortable sharing these dreams with anyone. For years I
compartmentalized them in a private box of shame. I didn’t understand
them until a critical point in my life when I sought the help of a licensed
counselor to cope with depression and anxiety. In the process of therapeutic counseling, he probed about some of my issues with domestic
abuse and my emotional survival mechanisms.
When he asked me whether I had been sexually molested, I stammered nervously over the question and my heart beat rapidly. A very
uneasy feeling of shame swept over my mind. I hesitantly described some
incidents from my later childhood that had taken place in the home of
a church member. My mother, thankfully, put a stop to it and protected
us from the worst of it. I realized I should inform him of my reoccurring dreams because, although I wasn’t sure what they meant, I felt they
were a loud signal that something else was wrong. He told me that I
was a textbook example of someone who had been sexually molested as
a child. He also explained that some young children emotionally split
from the trauma, burying the memory so deep in their subconscious
that they cognitively erase it or shut it down for survival. The fact that
I had developed this very sophisticated defense mechanism was a dead
giveaway that I’d been abused.
I didn’t like the unraveling feeling of someone seeing through me
when I had convinced myself that I was wise and authentic. Perhaps
at the core of my being the elements of wisdom and authenticity were
present, but it was also cluttered with façades and counterfeit projections that I used to counteract my self-hatred. I’m convinced that it was
strictly by grace and my mama’s prayers that God helped me to not only
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survive the devastation of my shame but also walk through the process of
healing with the assistance of the Holy Spirit and good strong counsel.
For years I wondered about the nagging question that haunted me
in my nightmares. It pricked at my soul more heavily as I got older, and
in a brave moment, I asked God to show me the truth about what was
missing from the memories of my early childhood in His perfect timing. At one point I tried to bring up the subject with my father because
we seemed much closer in my adult years than we’d ever been. By this
time though, he and Mom were no longer together. Years of strain and
his infidelity had taken its toll on their marriage. During that season of
our lives we had a fun tradition of meeting on Saturday mornings for
breakfast and black coffee. I always loved coffee because he loved it, and
to this day, having breakfast on a Saturday morning tucked away in the
corner of some diner feels like coming home.
It was my desperate hope that perhaps together we could both come
free from the burden of whatever secrets lay behind us and build a better relationship going forward. Awkwardly, I spit the difficult and heavy
words out of my mouth, trying to put us both at ease while describing the repetitious dreams that I’d been having. They always involved
him having a look of shame and disgust as he shook his low-hanging
head and tried to tell me something. “Dad, I know that I was sexually
molested by an adult as a little girl, and I know exactly what happened.
I’m just not certain who did it. I’ve buried the memory, and I’m hoping
that you might help me figure this out.”
What had been hidden all those years was now trying to come into
the light, and I was finally giving it permission so I could be released
from what had hindered me for so long. “Do you think it could have
possibly been a family member?” I asked. Both my uncles on his side
of the family had been inappropriate at moments toward my sister and
me in our teen years and early twenties. Dad was often present when
they made sexual innuendos and coarse jokes around us, but he always
seemed to blow that stuff off as just their crazy antics and acted like
he was ashamed of their behaviors. I’d also heard about some of the
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generational incest that had taken place within his family, so I was simply putting two and two together. I never understood why he hadn’t
been more protective or quick to come to our defense over these subtle
violations that left my sister and me feeling quite powerless and awkward, but I never knew how to talk about it either.
I don’t remember the specific words Dad used in response to my
inquiry that morning over breakfast, only that he shrugged off my questions and the details of each dream, rapidly changing the subject to
something benign. I followed the flow of conversation as he guided it
elsewhere and decided that it must have just been too uncomfortable
for him to talk about. My nagging questions weren’t going anywhere
however, and I later gave pause to why he would not have cared more
to discuss potential perpetrators who might have violated his little girl.
I was so accustomed to brushing things off and betraying myself in
every relationship that I had trouble with real confrontation or asking
for accountability from others. These traits made me a target for easy
manipulation.
Not only was I terrified of the possible answers to what privately
plagued me, but I also couldn’t bear the thought of losing what little
relationship I had worked so hard to earn with my daddy. Sometimes the
truth coming out leaves you feeling like you want to put the toothpaste
back in the tube—a virtually impossible task once it has been released.
Years went by before the subject ever resurfaced again, but I found my
peace by placing the issue in the hands of my heavenly Father, knowing
that I could trust His perfect timing and faithful companionship in the
process of finding truth and restoring my soul.
Healing is not an instant work, whether physical, emotional, or spiritual. It is a progressive process that consists of significant moments of
deep revelation and putting new truth into practice. These are the building blocks of freedom, and the pace of progress is sometimes dependent
on the readiness of other individuals or loved ones who play a significant
role in the course of your healing. Part of my personal healing process
involved facing the reality that my father was a fragile human and not
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the superstar I had made him out to be. Just a month prior to dad’s
admittance into hospice care, this harsh reality abruptly confronted me.
The man I’d worshiped and considered to be invincible since childhood
had no more fight left in him. It was time for me to quit preaching to
him about choosing life and finally accept his will in the matter.
The news wasn’t easy for either of us as he called me to his bedside
that mid-December morning to tell me he was too weak to fight any
longer and was giving up on living. I wept bitterly with my head on
his chest as nothing but the sound of our sobbing and his uncontrolled
coughing filled the room. Once we both were able to compose ourselves,
he quietly said, “Daddy doesn’t have much to give you girls, but I have
saved a small amount of cash in my safe to help cover the expense of
your flights, and I want you to have my jewelry box.”
I was quite familiar with his wooden jewelry box as a kid because it
sat on my parents’ dresser and exploring its contents made me feel closer
to my dad. With a grateful heart I reached to pick it up off his nightstand. The lifetime we had shared suddenly rushed through my mind.
Knowing the essence of my father was contained in that familiar little box with the etched glass lid, his keepsakes spoke to me as I slowly
sifted through them one by one. As scenes of my childhood flooded my
mind, I now saw these things from a different perspective. I saw them
through the eyes of a grown woman who had been ransacked by years
of denial and abuse, and I could not believe that the man I considered
to be larger than life would very soon become a memory and my only
tangible reminder of him was going to be reduced to a small lacquered
jewelry box filled with fading mementos of yesteryear.
The six-month process of our long goodbye involved making new
memories and exchanging fresh devotions of love. They were now the
sustaining link joining our fragmented hearts and questionable past to
our present hope in Christ. We sat together in a house where people go
to die, waiting … just waiting, loving, and reminiscing. For over two
weeks Dad’s hospice room was filled with so much love and laughter
that the administrative staff and nurses became emotionally attached
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to our family. They shared with us that they were very careful about
avoiding such attachment as it made their jobs easier to do, but this was
different. Dad had a wonderful array of visitors that included the hospice chaplain, the pastor from a local assembly, lifelong friends, cousins,
aunts, and uncles who gathered around him for hours at a time.
My sister and I sang the old hymns that we’d grown up singing
together, and we successfully maintained a happy, lighthearted disposition by staying in the moment, knowing that very soon those moments
would vanish from us forever. When his medications were increased
only a couple days later, Dad lost consciousness but seemed to be listening more intently than ever as we sang a familiar gospel song that
our family had often sung together. Gathered around his bedside, my
sister and I, along with our cousins, enjoyed a joyful and meaningful
moment until he unexpectedly began to cry like a little child. His countenance changed to one of deep anguish, and his inconsolable sobbing
interrupted the mood of our sentimental singing.
Looking me squarely in the eye as if no one else was there, I suddenly became frightened by the look on his face, and everyone held
their breath. Barely managing to utter the words through quivering lips,
his eyes still locked with mine, he cried out with a broken voice, “I am
so sorry!” Immediately, his wife of four years sprang from her seat and
rushed to his side to pat his back and calm him. “You have nothing
to be sorry for, you are a good and godly man,” she said. He failed to
respond as his eyes and attention remained locked with mine. The room
was absolutely still, and our hearts were held captive. I knew that this
was a moment of truth for my father, who had done his best to maintain
a godly life on the faulty foundation of his wounded childhood but had
failed to find peace in his own human strength.
I saw in him a precious life that had never fully experienced the
amazing grace God has given to us all. Finally my father was courageous enough to crack open the door to his freedom, exposing his most
dreaded secret before he died. It was the answer to all the questions I
had quietly prayed about in my private sanctuary, and I knew this could
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finally release us both from our prison of shame. I did not in any way
want to hurt or humiliate my dad, who I knew had also been abused as
a child, so I gently asked everyone in the room to allow me to privately
have his ear as I leaned down to whisper, “Daddy, I already know, and I
have forgiven you. Now you need to forgive yourself!” He sobbed from
such a deep and broken place of remorse, brutally choking on his words
as he said, “I don’t think I can …” My heart broke for him as I realized
the horrible shame he had carried all those years.
Suddenly the emotional distance that had always been between us
seemed to vanish, and I began to understand the reasons that he hid
behind his beautiful persona. I took his hand and said, “Daddy, do you
believe Jesus shed His blood to forgive you and set you free?” He said,
“Yes, I hope so.” His words were broken and breathy as he faced his
greatest fear. This was a man who sang of God’s love and grace, yet he
trembled in his final moments, wondering if he could be forgiven.
I asked, “Will you pray a prayer with me if I lead you?” He agreed
as he continued to weep, and together we prayed, “Heavenly Father,
you are a good and merciful father, and I come before you in the name
of your Son, Jesus. Today, I step into the light of truth and ask your
forgiveness as I lay all my shame and all my brokenness at your feet. I
believe and I receive your forgiveness for the sin that I’ve carried, and I
thank you for your sacrifice of love. Receive my spirit into your arms!”
As we echoed those last words in prayer, I had a vision of Jesus. I literally
saw Him in the spirit, standing at heaven’s gate with arms wide open
and the biggest smile on His face, the first of many brethren welcoming
my daddy to his final home.
I knew that my dad finally had the peace he needed and was ready
to meet Jesus because he was receiving the love he had always longed for
but never really knew as a son of the Most High. It was a total of seventeen days that we spent with him in that room before he passed on, and
many of us wondered at one point if it was a premature call to admit
him into hospice care. Now I am thankful to know it was a gift from
God to us all. I believe my dad was holding onto life this side of heaven,
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merely to soak up the last bits of our love and to ask forgiveness from me
and from Jesus before making his final voyage home.
The day of his passing finally came, and we were all ready to let him
go. Prior to slipping out of consciousness, Dad had asked my sister
and me to sing an old country and western gospel song called “Gentle
Stranger” at the time that he crossed over, and we kept that promise to
him. It was difficult to sing under those emotional conditions, but music
was such a huge part of what drew us all together so it only seemed like
a natural transition to honor him that way. After a while his breathing
became more belabored, and then he struggled for his final breath. But
as hard as he worked for it, it did not come. His eyes slightly opened as
his chest bowed upward in one final gasp, and then he was gone.
Tears flooded my face as my sister and I began to worship the Lord in
unison, knowing that our daddy was finally whole and finally home. At
that very moment I experienced an unexplainable phenomenon as heaven’s
glory touched the earth. I felt a physical shift inside my body as if my inner
compass suddenly clicked on and something awakened on the inside of me.
Then I heard the Spirit of the Lord say to me in a whisper, “Don’t be afraid,
I will be with you!” Suddenly I knew I would be okay. I had lamented for
so many months, telling God, “I’m not ready to lose my daddy, please don’t
take him.” I thought surely I would be lost without him.
It is with tears in my eyes that I remember those final moments with
our dad, but the truth is, I had been lost in an emotional maze for so
many years, desperately seeking the way to freedom, but God was healing and preparing me for the next part of my journey. In the years that
prefaced my father’s death, I had to face the truth of my own impoverished soul as my heavenly Father rewrote my future within the dark
space of my tiny cocoon. Perhaps at the moment of my father’s passing,
I took my own new breath of life, engaging my inner compass to recognize that I was no longer existing but ready to thrive and trust that God
would be faithful to finish the work He’d already begun in my life. I was
at peace knowing I could rejoice because my dad had finally found his
freedom, but it would take me a while longer to fully discover mine.
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