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The Broken Angel

 

 

A broken angel falls beneath the weight of an empty

promise, to which she spent much of her days mending

wounds weeping from infection caused by the enemies

within.

Continuing to fight the ravenous wolves pledging to

bear fruit from their labor, the spewing vomit continues to

pollute the bandaged sores of the soul beneath the skin.

Seeing the feathers of her wings tattered from

engaging one continuous battle after another, the unclean

spirits flourish in her presence. Distorting reality, they

pursue with a rapacious hunger, inflicting one fatal blow

after another.

Reveling in victory over conquering one of God’s

servants, the wilted body of the angel lies motionless upon

the ground. Desire to slay the life force that lay static

beneath their feet; the ravenous wolves attempt one final

blow.

A faint glow pauses their greed radiating from within

the broken angel. The light begins to flow in every portion of

her body; the wounds heal, the feathers crisp and free,

ready for flight.



A faint image of strength and power can be visualized,

raising her broken and bruised body into the light for all the

world to see; now standing before them a picture of

perfection.

 

 

 

 

The morning came as any other; however, my stomach

knew this wasn’t another day. The time finally came for my

plan to be initiated.

I spent the day gathering small items needed to gain

my freedom. The box was small and easy to carry. Time was

of the essence; I had no room for error. The evening was

setting in, I had to complete my choirs and get prepared for

my escape. Stashed outside the door hidden from sight was

the box I needed to take with me. My mind focused on

finally being free; I must survive one more night.

My stomach churned as evening closed in, but I had to

focus. In a way, I already felt free. For the first time, the



beatings were of no concern. My only thoughts were,

“Getting Out Alive.”

Then right on cue, the nightmare began, and I found

myself curled up on the floor in a fetal position to protect

my body from the blows. As he continued to thrash the

wilted skin that lay over my frame, I lay on the floor

wondering how long it would last this time.

The only survival mechanism I had to endure these

incidences was to literally leave my body, stop all conscious

thought and feeling. Falling into this trance served me well

over the years, tonight especially.

Then, in the same way, the brutality started and his

ranting began, the beating was over. Striding out of the

room in rage, laughing at the pathetic sight he witnessed

laying on the floor; he barked demands as his presence

disappeared down the hallway. I lay immobile on the floor,

struggling to regain consciousness after the secession. Each

encounter became harder and harder for me to regain my

composer. I could avoid the pain when I stayed static in a

trance.

Getting off the floor was extremely difficult.

Sometimes, I had to crawl for a while until I was strong

enough to stand. Doing everything possible to remain quiet

and not disturb the silence, I waited until darkness took over

the sky, and his snoring rattled the house. After he was

asleep and had no chance of disturbing him, I gathered my



coat and purse. My previous apprehensions of leaving were

quickly washing away. The concept of freedom was real, and

I could feel it now.

Down the street, a safe distance from my house, a

friend was waiting. I rushed to meet them, but the urgency

was mute; they would wait all night if necessary. My priority

had to be “Getting Out Alive.” With my meager belongings

tucked under my arm, I reached for the handle. My first

taste of freedom was soothing and brought a complete

sense of peace over my body.

The local women’s shelter was not far, and my friend

was overjoyed to see me alive. The shelter wasn’t a home,

nor where I wanted to be, but it was a start. The attendant

assigned me a cot and dresser drawer for my few

belongings. I slowly took the items out of my box and laid

them one by one on the cot. But as I started at them, the

realization filtered through, the horror endured for so many

years left me with nothing but broken bones and horrific

nightmares.

My life actually had no meaning. In essence, the time

spent enduring the abuse was in vain, because it left

nothing but darkness and vile experiences. Reality showed

its ugly head, and I realized my situation for what it was. I

knew there had to be a better way to live. My life may seem

hard right now, but it would never compare to the past.



I glanced around the room after unpacking my things.

Sitting on the edge of a cot across the room, I saw women

shivering and shaking. She had a cloud of evil wrapped

around her presence, and a sense of urgency came over my

soul.

The energy carried me to her side. We sat in silence for

some time before she spoke. I just held her in my arms to

calm the terror she felt inside. Although, as the night wore

on, her fears started to overtake her, and she fell into her

trance; an expression I had seen many times on my face.

Continuing to hold her in my arms, soothing words formed a

song inside my head. I sang gallantly most of the night,

trying to calm her troubled heart.

I Turn to Say,

“Please Don’t Leave”

 

I Bend to My Knees and Pray

 

You Turn to Say,

“I’ll Be Alright, I Cannot Stay”

 

I Turn to Beg,

“It’s Not Safe,”

 

You Turn to Say,

“It’s Morning Light, I’ll Be Alright”

 



I Turn to Say,

“I Fear You Will Not Return this Time,”

 

You Turn to Say,

“I’ll Be Alright,”

 

I Bend to My Knees and Watch You Leave,

 

You Turn to Say, One Final Time,

“I’ll be Alright”

By morning’s lights, she had survived her first night of

freedom. However, the daylight only added additional

concerns.

As she regained consciousness, her fear overtook any

rational decision-making. She began exclaiming to me, “I

have to leave, this was a mistake. He has calmed down now;

I’ll be alright. I will just tell him I went for a walk.”

The fear she felt overtook my body, and I pleaded with

her over and over, “You are not invisible out there yet,

Please Don’t Leave. Please Don’t Leave; it’s not safe yet.”

Later that day, I was forced to leave, and I begged her

to stay. “Give it more time, Please Don’t Leave,” I told her.

Thanking me for my help throughout the night, she

promised to stay, which eased my fears.

Wanting to see her face one more time, as I left the

shelter, I turned and saw the sheer terror harboring inside



her eyes. It was a look I would never forget.

Uncertain of my fate, I knew the risks of leaving the

shelter, but important business took me outside safety.

Upon promptly returning, I immediately glanced at her and

saw the cot she was assigned was being remade for

someone else. The staff reported she left quickly after me.

They were unable to convince her to stay.

My heart sank knowing the terror she would face.

Nothing could shake the look I saw in her eyes earlier that

day. The next several hours were almost unbearable. All the

pain, anguish, and sorrow I felt inside rushed out of me like

a dam about to break. Words could not describe the feelings

running through my head at the time.

Later that night, her cot was re-assigned to another

woman, leaving all the beds full again. However, tonight the

shelter was empty for me. I slipped into my trance and fell

asleep curled up in a ball, sobbing from the pain that ripped

through my body.

As the sun rose the next morning, and the rays warmed

my face, I looked around and heard nothing but silence. It

was a peaceful, serene setting. Freedom began to take over

my soul.

The moment came for me to understand my true

calling in life. Many years have passed since that day, but

none of them go by without the image of her face and the

intensity of the pain that plagued her soul.



I can still hear her say, “it’s alright, I’ll be okay. He’s

calm now. It’s alright I’ll be okay.”

Those were the defining words that brought light to the

realities of Abuse. And I promised myself that morning; I

would do whatever it took to find a safe outlet for women

seeking a way out.

“Let no women, seeking freedom from abuse ever be

injured or die again.”

Her death will plague my soul forever. For that reason,

the words of her story are written in the acknowledgment of

these books. So that anyone who reads these pages will

know she existed and carry her memory with them. It is

because of these women who died from an abusive situation

that this book was written.

“Please always give a moment of silence for the

individuals who still suffer in abusive situations. Pray for

their souls and the path that leads to freedom.”
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