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Overcoming Tragedy to Live Victoriously: A Miami Woman’s Story Inspires

Rosie Pierre could not have known where life was about to take her when her mother left her, young
and afraid, in the hands of a family that was supposed to look after her. Instead what she
encountered was neglect, starvation, witchcraft and an introduction to drug dealers. Determined yet
uncertain of what life would hold on any given day, Pierre fought to make it until she could call out for
help. She recounts a life of obstacles and victory in her book SOW IN TEARS (Pecan Tree
Publishing).

Pierreds introduction t o eviasaanfamily prepaned tohtransitcraheie.b b e
From the safety and warmth of a loving family and an attentive mother, to having to steal snacks from

a laundromat vending machine, Pierre displays the tenacity to live in spite of what is handed you.
Through SOW IN TEARS she tells the tale of what one can only describe as a life seemingly destined

for death and a woman who was destined to tell death where to go. Pierre softly yet definitively
weaves a story of faith, power, prayer and believing in the truth you accept into your life.

From a period of abuse to repeated vehicle accidents to a medical diagnosis that should have
crushed her, Pierre rises from the embers and proclaims that she believes she was spared to save
someone else.

il t el |l my i§ ltcanrmake fit howagl svery attack and if | could learn to trust God and
because of that trust be alive; then | am doing what | am supposed to do | am helping to save
someone else. It does not matter what the doctors say, it does not matter how many times something
happenedtoyoui you can | i ve. Il know it because | am al

Pierre is taking her message to ministries, book clubs, book stores and virtual book chats. She also
plans to introduce herself as an author and minister through weekly prayer calls. Pierre accepts
prayer requests at sowintears@pecantreepress.com.
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SOW IN TEARS EXCERPTS

My days became about surviving and not depending on her for basic things i like eating. | would go to
school an d spend my afternoons hanging out with drug dealers. They became my guardians in a way.
Her oldest son, who was about fourteen years old at that time, was one of them. Since | was his cousin

and the epitome of a tomboy, | fit in very easily. More impo rtant, | was not afraid of any of them. In

some strange way, in a clearly God -ordained way they looked out for me. Each afternoon, one of them

woul d ask as | passed by after school , fidid you eat o, and
memoney and | would happily take it and head to Rall yods; a

learned to appreciate a hamburger meal.

There were days that | fed myself from the vending machine at the neighborhood Laundromat. This
vending machine could not be easily shaken or tripped with phony coins, but because of my size, | could

get snacks to sustain me from it in other manners. | would stick my hand in it. Sometimes for chips,

other times if | hit the right position, all the change in it would fall o ut. At the time, | do not believe that
| ever considered my actions were illegal; | just knew that | had to do something to be able to eat. |
dondt ever r e me nbwhatis gomg ta hkappengf | got caught. | had to eat. So | would use the
change, that | admit | stole from the machine, to buy groceries from Winn Dixie. Of course it was not

your typical list of things; there were no eggs, bread, chicken, oranges, muffin mix, leg of lamb, milk or

cereal. My grocery list was fundamental - fifty cents corn dogs, a drink and potato chips. The chips |
would hide and eat them to calm my hunger at different times during the day and evening.

| am still so aware of those days so that | know that those were my first vivid lessons of survival. Here |
was a young girl, in a strange city, being mistreated by someone my parents thought would take of me.
Then part of my sustenance was found in a dope hole, a place where my cousin was a retailer and yet |
was not subjected to rape or forced into any sales T instead | was taken care of and fed.

| just wanted something to eat and drink and God supplied it. For it was and it is God who fed the
prophet in the wilderness through the ravens; it is God who said the wealth of the wicked is laid up for
me.

Though , survival became my focus, | would often find myself looking for someone that | could confide in.

While | had my friends at school, | was certain, that as kids themselves there was nothing they could do

to help me. | needed someone to talk to. But, | h ad no one to tell. | was lost and confused. Even
worse, on the occasions my mom would call, | was afraid to tell her. Not because | feared she would

think | was lying or that she would not take every step to come to my rescue T no i | knew my mother
woul d move heaven, hell and every territory in between i f
for the very thing | feared, each and every time my mother would call, she would stand directly in my face

to monitor every word | said. My entir e being knew that should | say a single contrary word to my
mother, this woman would hang up the phone and do something to me. What that something was, |

could not imagine. But | knew that the look in her eyes and the stance of her body as she watched me

was a definitive warning i do not say anything about what you think | am doing or else.
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EXCERPT 2

Still feeling awful, | decided it might be best if | took the rest of the day off to go home and get some rest.

On the bus ride home, | wondered if | had been exp osed to something or just picked up a flu bug or a

cold. | exited the bus not far from my home, in the area of Miami -Dade called North Miami Beach. The
bus stopped at the intersection of Northeast 163 Street. The strangest thing happened. | was standing on
the side walk waiting to cross the street and without warning, | fell. | did not collapse, | did not black out;

| fell from a standing position. | laid there for a minute wondering, what is wrong with me; what in the

world just happened? Then realizing | was still on the ground, | got up wiped the dirt from my butt and
my c¢l othes and | aughed. I said to myself that was d6craz
before falling | did not feel my legs trembling or any type of pain. | was really qui te puzzled, but brushed

it off, crossed the street and walked home.

That night | had a dream. In this dream, | was running into a grave yard and away from three big black

dogs that were chasing me. | was running for my life when 1 fell in an empty grave . In the grave there
were people dressed in black and they began to surround me. | begged them to help me get out of the

grave and they just stared at me. The dogs kept barking at the opening of the grave and | was crying and

begging for help, but they al | just turned and walked away. | woke up at the sound of phone ringing.

It was my doctorés office. Their tone completely and
me to rush over to the emergency room at Jackson Memorial Hospital. | starte d to cry and to wonder
again - what could be wrong that he would need me to rush to the hospital? At the emergency room, |

asked the doctor would this be long and he said no and explained that all they needed to do was run a

particular test.

| ended up staying over night, awaiting the test results. When those results showed no specific
i ndications, the doctor decided to run more tests. As
and clueless, and all the doctors did was take more tests. On the evening of the second day, the doctor

ut t |

t he

entered my room and said Awel |l I have some bad news, your

called Lupus (SLE). o SYSTEMI C LUPUS ERYTHEMATOSI S i s
tissues caused by autoimmune disease.
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EXCERPT 3

Il guess if | am honest with myself about Paul ds ability to
| would have to admit that his infidelity is what crushed my romantic spirit. | would also have to admit

that it was my acce ptance, my allowance to let him frequently and boldly disrespect me, meaning |

disrespected myself. Many of those times we would hang out together laughing, other women would call,

he was quite honest about who they were. If | remember correctly he had at least three other serious
relationships while with me, before | finally ended our relationship.

Just like he could make me laugh, Paul could make me mad. There was a night, at about three in the

morning; we and a couple of friends were headed home from a club; when we arrived at my house his cell
phone rang. It was clearly one of his girlfriends and he did not think it was necessary to wait for me to at
least get out of the car before he began the conversation. As | listened to part of the conversatio n i

became instantly enraged. Since | was sitting right behind him, and felt no need to ask questions about
what | had plainly overheard, | took my right hand and slapped him across his head with every bit of
energy in my body.

We got out of the car and started fighting, | mean really fighting. Our friends just sat there and watched

as we fought in the parking lot about him completely disrespecting me. It felt like we were fighting for a

good 10 to 15 minutes. Finally one of the friends decided things were getting out of hand, so they jumped
out of the car and tried to stop us, a while later we were finally pulled apart and the fighting subdued.

Still | was mad and | thought about getting a gun from someone and putting all of his other women and

mysel f out of the misery of loving him.  The thoughts of murder eased when the anger did and when |

realized he was not a good reason to go to prison. Realizing that | ultimately had a level of respect for

myself also quelled the thoughts of murder.

The final straw for me with Paul was when one of his girlfriends became pregnant. He never told me that

he had a baby on the way; instead his mother told me accidentally one day as | visited her. Paul had not

bothered to mention to her that we had reconci led and she mentioned it to me simply to voice her opinion

about it. It that same conversation | also learned that he had rented an apartment for her and they were

|l iving together. So | gave up on | ove, I just didndt think
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INTERVIEW SUGGE STIONS

Rosie was diagnosed with SYSTEMIC LUPUS ERYTHEMATOSIS, speak with her about:
The diagnosis itself

What kind of symptoms had she been having

The emotional rollercoaster of being misdiagnosed and then not diagnosed for days

Living with some of the literal scars of the illness

Rosiebs story is one of a young woman who
with God continued to be guarded even after she initially began going to church. Not until she

made up her mind to seriously seek and try Him did she begin to experience the power of faith.
Interviewers can discuss the emotional and mental things that keep us guarded in our faith walk.

Rosiebs tremendous | ife is also an exaanpl
learned to identify faith and how it added to her personal determination.

A major step of faith exhibited by Rosie was the decision to stop taking her medicine and start
taking God at His promise to heal. Speak with her about what others, including medical
professionals may think about her decision?

Rosie talks about a tumultuous relationship and how she has not stepped into a new relationship
at this time T discuss with the author whether or she believes that she is experiencing another
test of our ability to trust God in every facet of our life?
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