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Dedication

This book is dedicated first to the relentless God who pursued and nudged 
until I said yes to this work, and stayed with me throughout the writing, 
especially when it became very difficult to bare my soul on paper. You are 
indeed the Alpha and Omega of my life. 

To my husband Oliver (Guy) and daughter, Joy; you gave me the reason 
to go on, loving and praying me through the worst of times. 

To all Soul Survivors; you held on and did not give up and lived to tell the 
story. Yes, you are survivors! 
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Preface

I had no intention of writing a book about my life’s journey. I did not care 
to rehash my past, and when I thought about it I asked, what really is there 
to tell anyway? I have heard and read other women’s stories, which make 
mine seem like no big thing in comparison. In my mind the past is the past 
and it was best to leave it there, but my husband of more than thirty years 
had been prompting me for many of those years to document my story, and 
my response was always the same, “I don’t think so.” Then one day in one of 
our ministry meetings, after I had made reference to my life in a testimony, 
a friend, Sandra Clarke, handed me a note and this is what it said: 

“You need to write another book. This book will minister deep 
into the lives of the broken women…a book not on My Word this 
time my daughter, but one about you, one about your story...no 
matter how long it takes to write. You briefly mention to everyone 
that you know their kind of hurt, because you have been there, 
but sometimes you barely skim the surface. You need to get real, 
get deep and proclaim your testimony on paper.”

Since then, God has sent other people to talk to me about this book; some 
had dreams, while others simply said, “Have you ever thought of putting your 
story on paper?” After awhile I had to give in; I was still reluctant to do it 
but I knew I had to be obedient.  

Some years later Sandra said to me again, “You have to write this book, it’s 
going to be the hardest thing you have ever done but you are going to have 
to write it.” She was right; it has been the hardest writing I have ever done 
and it has taken me seven years to complete.
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Soul Survivor is written from a place of forgiveness and from the progres-
sive healing that the Lord has been doing and continues to do in my life. 
However, names have been changed to protect individuals’ identities so that 
in no way will they feel exposed.

Linda P. Jones 
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Introduction

A few years ago I attended a meeting where the speaker asked us to hold 
the hand of the person next to us. He said, “I want you to know what it feels 
like holding the hand of a miracle.” He went on to explain why the person 
whose hand we were holding is a miracle. He said for the amount of hell 
they went through, it was a miracle they were there. For a moment my mind 
went to the woman whose hand I was holding, whom I had never met before 
and I tried to imagine what she might have gone through in her own life. 
I wondered what dragons and serpents she fought and overcame to be still 
standing there. Then my mind went to my own life and I smiled inwardly as I 
mused at the many personal struggles, battles and wars I had fought on every 
level. From my earliest recollection it has always been a fight just to survive.      

A minister once prayed for me and he said, “You are a survivor!”  He was 
right, I am a survivor. A line in one of my favorite hymns, Amazing Grace 
sums it best: 

“Through many dangers toils and snares
 I have already come, 
Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far 
And grace will lead me home.” 

Soul Survivor is my story of how God brought me out of the ashes of despair, 
degradation, shame and rejection and into new life, a bright future and now 
to bring hope and deliverance to others. I am confident this book will min-
ister deep into the lives of broken women (and men) just as God promised.  
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- chapter one -

Childhood Trauma

I was born in the heart of the city of Port-of-Spain, Trinidad, in the Carib-
bean. The area where I was born and grew up was noted for fights, riots, drugs, 
violence, prostitution and gangs, etc., and it is even worse today. To this day, 
I still hesitate in telling those who know the country of Trinidad where I 
was born, because inevitably they react with raised eyebrows. The biblical 
saying “Can anything good come out of Nazareth?” could also be attributed 
to my case. Could anything good come out of that area where I was born? 
Most people I knew, along with the devil, expected me to become a failure. 
My life’s journey has been a very long and difficult one; however, I am a liv-
ing testimony of God’s love and power to save, deliver from sin and death, 
bringing beauty from a life of cinders and fragmentation while establishing 
His purpose in me throughout the earth.

My mother was young and inexperienced when she met my father. She 
told me he was her first boyfriend and with their first sexual encounter at 
the age of 19 she became pregnant with me. As a result of this experience, 
my mother endured tremendous pressure and abuse from her grandmother, 
who was the one who raised her. She told me that her grandmother made 
her life miserable. A pregnant unwed teenager was a source of shame and 
disgrace to a family.

A year and some months after I was born, my mother gave birth again, this 
time to twin boys, but Daddy never married her. I had another brother, Errol, 
who was from a different mother, and he was just a year or so older than I. 
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He often spent some of his summer vacations with us and we all got along 
well together. I also discovered that I had a sister who was from yet another 
mother. Daddy was “busy”.

* * *

My most vivid childhood memory dates back to approximately age three 
and it is of my dear, gentle maternal grandmother, who lived with my mother, 
my father and my two brothers. Gramma, as we called her, was a devout 
woman who loved God in her own way. She taught me the Lord’s Prayer and 
another simple prayer, which I had to say every night before going to bed:

 
“Now I lay me down to sleep,  
I give the Lord my soul to keep;  
If I should die before I wake,  
I pray the Lord my soul to take.”

She also taught me the song Jesus Wants Me For a Sunbeam. This may sound 
funny, but before I knew how to pray I said that simple childlike prayer way 
into my young adult life almost every night before going to sleep.

I loved Gramma dearly. She was only 42 years old at the time, but to a 
three-year old, she seemed old. My grandmother was a lovely, stately six-
foot tall, kind woman, who exhibited an air of confidence and grace despite 
her battle with epilepsy. During one of her epileptic fits she spilled boiling 
water on herself and suffered severe burns on one arm and leg. My mother 
recalls having to accompany her everywhere since one never knew when an 
episode would occur. Despite all this, Gramma never complained; she bore 
her suffering with dignity. Gramma was my safe haven in the midst of an 
often turbulent childhood. Curling up in her lap and cuddling her badly 
scarred arm was the safest and most comforting place in the world for me.  

In my little mind I knew things were not at all happy at home; I was 
experiencing trauma and didn’t quite understand it then. There was a lot of 
quarreling, squabbles and skirmishes between my mother and father. I am 
convinced that it was my grandmother’s presence that helped to keep my 
father’s abusive behavior somewhat at bay. However, when we moved to the 
new housing area, my grandmother did not want to come live with us and 
that’s when the abuse escalated. 
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It was not long after, when I was about age seven, that Gramma died, and 
I was devastated. I remember her funeral well and how I cried inconsolably. 
That safe place no longer existed after her death. A child needs some place 
and someone in whom he can feel safe and secure, and I had lost mine.

Life without Gramma
Without that restraining presence of my grandmother, my father showed his 

real colors, so to speak. Eventually the fighting between my parents escalated 
to weekly battles. Fridays (Daddy’s payday) signaled the beginning of the 
violent encounters. He would come home drunk and somehow arguments 
would start over petty things, and then the verbal was quickly followed by 
the physical fights. I did not say beatings because my mother fought back; 
they fought like two men. One day my father went after my mother with 
the claw of a hammer raised to her back as she was trying to escape, but just 
as he was about to strike her, his mother, who was visiting with us that day, 
jumped in between them and the hammer punctured her upper lip. He was 
in such a drunken stupor that not even his mother’s presence deterred him. 

During the fights I would become hysterical, screaming and begging him 
to stop; the whole neighborhood heard me. I would run to the next door 
neighbors pleading and begging them to intervene, but they were too scared 
to do anything and tried to console me the best they could. 

It was a horrific experience for us. I can’t remember much about my brothers’ 
reaction. I was the one who tried to make peace by begging daddy to stop the 
fighting; I pleaded with him to not beat my mother. I tried to protect her, to 
stop him from doing her harm. There were a few times he would heed but 
for the most part my hysterical screams and pleadings fell on deaf ears. Actu-
ally, after the fights, he would chastise me for behaving like that, scolding me 
for intervening. I had nowhere to go and no one to talk to. Who wanted to 
listen to a seven year-old anyway? My life was one dark, dreadful experience.  

I felt too ashamed to go outside after an episode of beatings because I 
knew all the neighbors heard the uproar. I would often go into an imaginary 
world to escape the pain, and dreamt of leaving the island and flying away 
to another country where nobody knew us. One of the songs I often sang to 
myself was Barbara Streisand’s Somewhere (There’s a Place For Us). I hoped 
somewhere, someday, life would be better for me – for us. 

Those experiences had so affected me that it wasn’t until I reached my 
early twenties that I recognized something was wrong. I realized that the 
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emotional turmoil of anxiety and hysteria I consistently experienced as the 
weekends approached were panic attacks related to my childhood experiences. 
I did not know what to do about them. It never occurred to me I could see 
a counselor or psychologist or someone, so I suffered in silence.




