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Dedication 

She Who The Son Sets Free Is Free Indeed is 
dedicated to my beautiful, intelligent and 
unbearably comedic daughter, Iffy Chica. You are 
my one and only girl, my Shero.  You were born 
strong, both physically and mentally.  I don’t think 
that I truly realized just how strong you were until I 
saw you literally fighting for your life.  You fought 
and won as if your very life depended on it. It was 
then that I knew I had to continue to fuel that fire 
inside of you.  My prayer is that this book will 
encourage, empower and equip you with the tools 
necessary to watch, fight and pray and to live your 
truth freely in Christ Jesus and to lead as many as 
you can to freedom in Christ Jesus.  

I love you to life my sweet, 

Mom 
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Foreword 
A description of this book’s author will be as unique 
as she is herself. Having known Wandah over the 
past ten years by divine design in the local church, 
I realize and appreciate more deeply the call of God 
on every one of us and how He uses particular 
people to challenge the status quo, confront the 
boxes that we put God in, and bring reformation to 
our thinking around who God is as our Father and 
Redeemer and how He does what He does. Wandah 
is one of those people and it is my honor to 
acknowledge her as a forerunner to many whose 
stories will bring back into focus what God intended 
when He spoke through John the Beloved in the 
Revelation when he said, 

“And they conquered him (the Devil) completely 
through the blood of the lamb and the powerful word 
of his testimony. They triumphed because they did 
not love and cling to their own lives, even when 
faced with death.” Revelation 12:11 TPT 

As a black woman, Wandah is accomplished in 
natural things like education, professionalism, and 
all that the world would define as success. However, 
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her acclaim in the Kingdom means much more to 
her in sharing her life’s message. 

I pray that you will not only appreciate how God 
has made Wandah unique through the reading of her 
story but that you spiritually and humanly engage 
with her that you might get the full benefit of why 
she has penned these words and shared her story for 
the edifying of the Body of Christ, the revealing of 
the Living Lord to the seeker and above all, giving 
credit and glory to the One who gave her life and 
gives profound meaning to her story. 

May God bless you as you go on this journey with 
my sister in Christ. 

Minister Leslie K Arroyo Well, CC 
Livermore, CA 
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Introduction 
ho am I that you should read my book? 
Why is my book different from all the 
others? After all, everyone’s an author 

these days, right? How will my book add value to 
your life? What qualifies me or what degrees or 
doctrines do I possess? I am very glad you asked. 
These are great questions. It will be my esteemed 
pleasure to answer them all for you. 

First, if I may, let me share this with you. 
Growing up, my mama and I didn’t have the best 
relationship. Perhaps it was because we were so 
much alike. I never realized it before but it has 
become so clear to me now, that everything that 
happened in my life, including our rocky 
relationship, was never about me. It wasn’t meant 
to destroy me but rather to bring me to a place 
where I would be able to participate in the building 
of God’s Kingdom. 

I thought for years that these awful things were 
happening to me because of the horrible person I 
was. I felt that there was nothing that I could do to 
make things right with God. One day sitting in a 

W 



SHE WHO THE SON SETS FREE IS FREE INDEED 

4 

group counseling session for post-abortive women, 
a young woman was sharing a story about the very 
difficult relationship she had with her mother. 
There was so much pain between her and her 
mother. Some of the same feelings and thoughts 
that she had about their relationship, I, too, had the 
very same ones. She’d grown so closed, so angry and 
bitter. At that moment, The Holy Spirit gave me a 
vision of me and my mama and how our 
relationship had been once upon a time. He showed 
me the tears, anger, and resentment. He said, 
“Share your testimony with her now.” At first, I was 
confused about what exactly I was supposed to 
share with her but then I opened my mouth and my 
heart and began sharing my story about me and my 
mama. I told her how God mended the broken 
pieces of our messy relationship and years later 
would use our relationship to heal her relationship 
with her mother. At that moment, I just knew that 
this was truly about advancing the Kingdom of God. 
This was about coming along the side of those who 
would journey on this same or very similar path and 
pointing them in the direction of Jesus Christ. 

I am someone who felt her life was worthless and 
unable to be used by God. I am someone who has 
walked through extreme turmoil. I am someone 
who, in a crowded room, no one would ever suspect 
that I was the one in deep mental, physical, and 
emotional anguish. I was a Christian girl who was 
having premarital sex, had an abortion, and hid it 
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for years. I had two stillborn births before I was 20-
years-old. I’ve been divorced twice and I have four 
baby daddies. 

I am also the one who knew there was more to 
my life than my failures and mistakes. I came to 
know that God could and would use me and that He 
had a perfect plan and purpose for my life and I was 
going to stop at nothing to see His will be done in 
me. I am not talking to y’all about something I’ve 
read about or something that I’ve heard about. 
Every word, every story is my life testimony. 

We all need a “why” for any and everything that 
we do. Why did I write this book? Easy! I discovered 
the recipe for living a truly free life in Jesus Christ. 
I learned how to let go and let God use me to 
advance His Kingdom. Your “why” for reading my 
book is because you want the same thing. Not only 
do you need to be set free today but you want to 
bring as many of His children to freedom as you 
possibly can, right? You like me understand that it’s 
not so much about what we obtain for “ourselves,” 
rather, it’s what we do for others. 

We can’t always control the trials and trib-
ulations that we face in life but we can control how 
we allow these things to affect us. We can control 
how we respond to them. This book releases the key 
that unlocks the door to you being able to control 
those things that you can control and to be able to 
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respond in the way that God needs you to respond. 
It unlocks the door that brings you to “The Tree of 
Life.” It introduces you to “choice.” 

I don’t possess anything special. I didn’t arrive 
at this place in my life because of degrees or a fancy 
job title, or/and not because of any amount of 
achievements or success. It didn’t have anything to 
do with money, status, or stature. I simply had a 
burning desire to truly know God for myself. I 
decided that enough was enough and I was not 
going to be bound and burdened any longer. I was 
going to know the God of the Bible and I was going 
to know His love for me and believe every single 
promise that He made to me and I was going to be 
free. 

Finally, I will say this. This is not an, “I came, I 
saw and I conquered,” kind of book. Friends, I’m 
still here. I am still living and breathing and the 
enemy still tries to come for me but as mama says, 
“I’m on the battlefield for my Lord.” The difference 
now is that I have everything I need to be free. I’ve 
got the recipe and all of the ingredients to not only 
fight back but to win. This life here on earth is not a 
destination, this is a journey. Take this journey to 
freedom with me. 
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Chapter 1 
 

 
 

Fathers and 
 Daughters 

“Daddy’s little girl until you’re not. They always say 
Daddy’s your first love, but they never tell you he can 

also be your first and greatest heartbreak too.”   
Toni Johnson 
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ot too long ago I was asked if I remembered 
who my first true love was. Most of us would 
probably think of the first boy we kissed or 

the cutest guy in class who never even once looked 
in our direction, but, every time we saw him our hair 
would rise on the back of our necks. I took a 
moment to think about this question, I mean think 
about who was my first true love. When I thought 
long, hard, and honestly about it, I was blown away 
at the answer but there was no denying it. He was 
tall, dark, and very handsome. A cliché that never 
tires, but he was, his smile was infectious and his 
laughter could fill the biggest of rooms. He was a lot 
smarter than he ever gave himself credit for. He was 
clever and just oozed of charm and wit. From the 
very beginning, he loved his baby girl. Everyone 
knew it too, especially me. He’d walk through that 
front door and after being greeted by my grandma 
with a proper, “Welcome home, Mitch,” to which 
he’d respond, “Hello Mama,” he’d head straight in 
my direction. “Hey Pussycat!” he’d call out and I’d 
drop whatever it was that I was doing and go 
running straight into his arms. He was my hero, my 
protector, and provider, my best friend and buddy. 
He made my whole world perfect and complete. He 
was my daddy and he was my first love. 

My daddy gave everybody a nickname. I was 
daddy’s Pussycat. I don’t know why or where 
exactly he came up with that nickname but that was 
the very first of many nicknames that he gave me. 

N 
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When I was younger, I paid the name no mind, but 
as I got a bit older, I wasn’t so keen on it. To be 
honest, back then he could have called me just 
about anything and I would’ve been just fine with 
it. 

Daddy and I were like two peas in a pod. Mama 
would always tell us that too. You very seldom 
would see one of us without the other. I was like 
Daddy’s little shadow, his mini-me. My daddy was a 
cowboy. He was born down South in Louisiana. He 
drove big rigs, rode horses, and Harley Davidson’s, 
and I was his lofty sidekick. I’d jump on a horse or a 
Harley without a second thought and any chance I 
got to go 18-wheeling with Daddy, I leaped at the 
opportunity. I feared nothing as long as Daddy was 
around. I thought he was invincible and so was I for 
that matter. There was never a dull moment with 
my daddy. He would almost always be on the road, 
at least four to five days during the week, but our 
time together was always so special. It was real 
quality time. We’d have our fun and lots of it, but 
my daddy was always teaching me something too. 
Just in case you are wondering, my mama worked 
most of the time. That wasn’t necessarily a bad 
thing. Mama was a very strong, smart, and 
independent woman. When she wasn’t working 
though, she was usually at church or shopping, so I 
was either home with my grandma or whenever 
Daddy was home, I’d be with him. 
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Daddy’s goal was to make sure that I was the 
smartest girl in the whole world and that I would 
grow up to be a “lady.” “You have to be a lady at all 
times,” he would say. Not just any kind of “lady” but 
the politest, respectful, and most beautiful “lady” 
ever. As I said previously, every moment was a 
teachable moment with Daddy. Daddy taught me 
that education was the best thing I could ever 
obtain and that no one could ever take my 
education away from me. He would tell me that he 
wouldn’t always be here and that I needed to be able 
to do this thing called life on my own someday. 
Daddy said that knowledge was power and that I 
had to put education above everything else, except 
for God, of course. 

He taught me about becoming a young woman 
and how my body and feelings would go through 
many changes as I grew older. He said that I could 
always come to him and talk about anything that 
was on my mind. Some folks thought that he was 
teaching me a little bit too much. They thought that 
he was giving me more information than my young 
mind should be able to handle. In hindsight that 
certainly may have been the case with some of the 
things, Daddy would share with me. Sometimes 
Daddy would talk to me like I was his buddy or 
something. Just because I was able to understand 
most things, didn’t mean that I needed or should 
have had access to certain information at that time 
in my life. He didn’t care what anyone else thought 
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though. I was his pride and joy and no one was going 
to tell him how to raise me. Besides, Daddy had 
good intentions. He would never do anything to 
deliberately harm me. 

Daddy would always say things to boost my 
confidence. He was a positive man and an optimist. 
He’d tell me that things were going to be just fine in 
the midst of many storms, like when my mama and 
I weren’t seeing eye to eye and that happened quite 
a bit. He told me things like, “Your mama loves you 
very much, she just has a hard time expressing it, 
you can be anything you want to be, you are the best 
and you are the smartest, you can do it.” He was 
always pushing me to go beyond my expectations. I 
guess you can say my daddy was my absolute 
biggest fan. In his eyes, I could do no wrong, or at 
least I’d better not do any wrong. My daddy had 
placed me on a very high pedestal. I don’t believe 
that there is anything wrong with a father loving 
and praising his child, but, I do believe that it 
becomes dangerous if the foundation is weak due to 
a lack of a healthy balance and proper perspective. 
Again, Daddy’s intentions were good. He saw 
perfection in me and required it from me all of the 
time. As long as I was performing at the level he 
expected, everything was great, or at least he 
believed it to be. 

If I’m honest this is probably when the anxiety 
first began in my life. Every day my goal was to be 
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the best at everything no matter what…no pressure 
there. If you are thinking that’s not a bad thing, 
you’d be correct for the most part. Striving to be the 
best at all that you do is not a bad thing in and of 
itself, but there has to be a balance, an element of 
reality, and, of course, a proper perspective. 
Children should be encouraged to have a winning 
spirit and to reach for the stars and yes, to be the 
best. With that said, we need to know and 
understand the reality that there may be times 
when we might just miss the mark and even fall 
short sometimes. It doesn’t mean that we’ve failed, 
don’t measure up, or that we are less than and it 
certainly doesn’t mean that our parents love us any 
less. What it does mean is that we are human, plain, 
and simple, perfectly imperfect. 

The Bible says that Jesus was the only perfect 
person who ever walked this Earth, but my daddy 
wanted perfection from me and he wanted it all the 
time, and what Daddy wanted, Daddy got. I could 
not bear the thought of shattering my daddy’s 
picture-perfect image of his picture-perfect little 
girl, so he pushed me and I pushed myself even 
harder. 

As I got a little older and got more involved in 
sports and other activities, my daddy seemed to be 
working a little more, longer hours, and seemed to 
be on the road for more days. He wasn’t coming 
home as often. He would only be in town two days 
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out of the week, maybe. I’d still spend quality time 
with him but just not as much time. He and Mama 
didn’t seem to be spending that much time at all 
together anymore. I was young but I could feel the 
tension in the whole house, especially when they 
both were home. Now I never, ever heard my 
parents argue but I could certainly sense that 
neither of them were very happy together anymore. 

My grandma moved to California when I was 
born. She came from St. Louis to California just to 
take care of little ole’ me. We were thick as thieves 
too. I would worry Grandma to death. I probably 
asked her a million questions a day. I remember 
asking Grandma if I can have one of her long 
beautiful salt and pepper plaits when she died. I 
didn’t know any better, but she had the longest, 
most beautiful hair I’d ever seen. Would you believe 
that I slept in the bed with my grandma up until I 
was 18-years-old? I didn’t care that folks would 
tease me either. Grandma let me travel to lots of 
places with her and, at home, I would sit and watch 
Grandma cook for hours. Cooking was Grandma’s 
favorite thing to do. She was  the absolute best at it. 
My grandma would attend every game, recital, 
talent show, she took me to all of my doctor’s 
appointments and even met with my teachers for 
parent conferences. Mama and I must have gotten 
our love for shopping from Grandma ’cause she 
loved shopping too and I’d be right there with her 
worrying her to death with, “Grandma, can I have 
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this, can I have that?” She was our entire 
neighborhood’s grandma. All of my friends loved 
Ms. Moon. Many of the children in the 
neighborhood would have at least one of their daily 
meals at our house. They all loved Grandma’s 
cooking. God has such perfect timing though. He 
brought Grandma and me even closer at exactly the 
right time. He knew that I was going to need her. 
God knew exactly what was going to happen next. It 
does make sense being as though he is God and 
knows all, right? 

My daddy found himself another family about 
five miles away that he felt he’d be happier with. 
Well, now those were not his words exactly but they 
say hindsight is 20/20. I, for one, agree 
wholeheartedly. What daddy said to me was, 
“Honey, your mama and I are no longer making 
each other happy and so would it be okay with you 
if I moved out?” I will wait for you to process that. 
Yes, he said exactly that. Did I mention that I was 
only 13-years-old at the time? I never shall forget 
thinking to myself, how could I ever deny my 
father’s happiness. I felt that if I said no, I would 
make him unhappy but that I would no longer be his 
perfect little girl. I couldn’t have that. Of course, I 
told him yes. And just like that, my daddy had 
moved in with his new family, with new children, 
responsibilities, and demands. My daddy was gone. 

Access to my daddy became very limited. Daddy 
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tried to make it work. He ran himself ragged from 
one house to the other and ran me ragged too. Once 
I was old enough to drive, I too was going from one 
house to the other. I had to celebrate two 
Thanksgivings and two Christmases. I had double 
celebrations on every holiday. You might think that 
sounds like fun. Let me tell you, it was not fun. 
Insanity is a much more suitable description. I was 
always trying to please two individuals, my daddy 
and my mama, two entire households. I didn’t have 
time to think about myself or even just be myself. I 
nearly forgot how to. 

I never admitted how truly hurt I was that my 
daddy left us. I acted and I looked as if everything 
were great. That’s what daddy expected and I 
believe, at some point, I actually convinced myself 
that everything was great. I hadn’t realized that 
when my daddy left, my security, my protection and 
provision, my identity, and my confidence left-right 
along with him. I was crushed and heartbroken. The 
love of my life, my first love had left me. Gone. My 
daddy was gone. 

The door closed behind my daddy and another 
door immediately opened. This door wasn’t good at 
all. In fact, this door led me to undesirable places. 
This door was the door that led to fear, lack, low 
self-esteem, rejection, and abandonment. This door 
opened wide. And so I began searching. What was I 
searching for you ask? I was looking for anything 
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large enough to fill the huge, gaping hole in my life 
that once was my daddy. This was such a confusing 
time for me. Talk about the rug being pulled from 
beneath your feet. Everything about my life had 
changed just like that. Not only did my current 
circumstances change but so did all my hopes, 
dreams, and plans, as well. I used to trust, believe, 
and imagine. I used to feel that I could tell my daddy 
any and everything. Even my security was gone. I 
couldn’t do that anymore. I didn’t trust him. I felt 
as if I never really knew him. Daddy had become, in 
some ways, just like a stranger to me. 

As I entered into my teen years, there was a time 
when I vowed never to date, never to have a 
boyfriend. I didn’t need one. The truth of the matter 
was I just didn’t want to be hurt again, didn’t want 
the drama that I saw my peers dealing with all the 
time. I’d had enough drama in my life when my 
daddy left. One could even argue that before my 
daddy left, I had a “drama-free” life. My daddy had 
given me everything I wanted. He took me 
anywhere I wanted to go. He adored me. He believed 
in me, but now that he was gone, of course, I started 
to reconsider things, like dating and having a 
boyfriend. This wasn’t good for anyone, specifically 
speaking, it wasn’t good for me. With my mama and 
me not having the closest of relationships and her 
being so busy with work and church all the time, 
one thing led to the next and I began doing things 
that I should not have done like having sex. 
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I didn’t even like sex. I mean, what was the 
point, really? I had no clue. I was just doing 
anything I could to numb the pain and to try to fill 
the hole in my heart. I started drinking a bit and 
partying with my friends. I hated that too. Partying 
was not for me. Really, I wanted to just give up. The 
walls started rising. I was hurting and I was very 
angry. I developed a real, “I don’t give a damn” 
attitude about everything. At one point I thought 
about leaving school too. I was losing it for sure. I 
hadn’t completely lost my mind, however. I mean, 
it wasn’t like I’d lost my daddy forever. He literally 
lived only a few miles away. I didn’t need to throw 
my life away. What I needed was to get my life 
together. 

Raised in the Church 

I was born and raised Christian, a Baptist. We 
were in the church at least four days during the 
week and all day on Sundays. I even attended and 
graduated from an all-girls Catholic school. I had 
my fair share of religion regularly. I was not lacking 
in the good morals and values department, but at 
that time, I was wounded and conflicted. Reflecting, 
my life, my entire identity had been wrapped up in 
my daddy and my daddy had left me. He broke the 
promises he made to me and he removed his 
covering from me, his provision, too. 

Daddy’s love was wonderful until it was gone. It 
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turns out his love was conditional and self-serving. 
His love was quite limited. So keeping to my 
Christian upbringing, after Daddy left, I went to 
church all the time and prayed and prayed from God 
to take the pain away. I sang in the choir and even 
went to Sunday School. I did everything I could 
think of to relieve the pain I felt. Nothing seemed to 
work, but, you see, I just kept going to church. I kept 
singing, and Lord knows that I kept praying. I would 
not, could not, and did not stop. 

Now, I knew that God was real. Our relationship 
had started back when I was just eight-years-old. He 
put something down on the inside of me the day 
that I was baptized. It was like fire or something and 
I believed that He really was with me and that the 
pain would finally go away. For some reason now 
though, I felt that maybe He’d left me too. After all, 
my first love, my own daddy had left me. 

Do you see what happened? My first love and the 
pain and disappointment that ensued had set the 
tone for how I’d approach and view every 
relationship that would come next in my life. The 
Bible says seek and ye shall find, so I sought hard 
for my God but lacked the faith and confidence to 
believe that He’d show Himself to me. Would He 
want me or perhaps, He would no longer be with 
me? I began to think that just as Daddy left me, God 
had left me as well. I’d heard the preacher say things 
like, “Jesus would never leave nor forsake you,” but 
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in my mind Daddy did, so why wouldn’t Jesus? The 
Bible also says, “The devil is a liar, the father of 
lies.” I must say that is something that I now 
believe. Still, I felt like I wasn’t seeing God for who 
He truly was. 

What I read and what I was being taught in 
church was very contradictory. It just didn’t make 
sense to me, so I changed churches. I left the church 
that I’d grown up in all my life. This was major, like 
something you just don’t do, ever. My mama was 
angry with me. I left aunties, cousins, and 
everybody. I think that she was kind of embarrassed 
more than anything but I was on a real mission. I 
was seeking my God at all cost and I was going to 
find Him and He was going to love me, (in my 
Jennifer Holiday voice). 

That time in my life was what I now lovingly 
consider to be my, “humbling beginnings.” I 
learned a lot about prioritizing. It’s funny because 
my daddy used to always say to me, “Puss, don’t put 
the cart before the horse.” This basically meant that 
I needed to prioritize and put first things first. A 
cart cannot pull horses. The same goes for what we 
teach and instill in our children, right? The first 
love a child should learn about is the love of their 
Heavenly Father because that will give them a firm 
foundation, upon this every other relationship and 
love will be built. Even when the enemy rushes in to 
attempt to kill, steal, and destroy, they will never be 
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able to penetrate that firm foundation built on their 
Heavenly Father and His Love for them. 

Growing up, my cart was trying to pull the 
horses. God was not the priority. He was not put 
first. Even though I was raised in a Christian home 
and attended church on the regular, I saw God the 
same way I saw my daddy. My foundation had been 
built on man or you might say sand. It was weak. It 
could just wash away and that’s exactly what 
happened. But, God doesn’t wash away or go away. 
He really doesn’t leave or forsake you and when I 
believed at eight-years-old that he was with me, He 
was and He’d never left me. I was looking high and 
low searching for God but He’d never even left. 
Because from the beginning I’d only learned the 
love of man, my daddy, and not the love of my 
Heavenly Father, my approach to every other 
relationship would ultimately look like the first. 

I was a grown-up woman before I came to really 
know God for the God that He really and truly is and 
be able to accept and embrace His love for me as His 
daughter. Psalms 139:13 reads, “For you created my 
inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s 
womb.” From the very beginning of my life, because 
He created me, He’s been right there. 1 John 4:8 says, 
“He that loveth not knoweth not God; for God is 
love.” God is the very essence of love. Not the kind of 
love that we see from man. This is a Godly love that 
we have never known. I Corinthians 13 describes it 
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this way and let us change the word love to God since 
God is love, “God is patient, God is kind, He does not 
envy, He does not boast, God is not proud. God is not 
rude, God is not self-seeking, God is not easily 
angered, God keeps no record of wrongs. God does 
not delight in evil but He rejoices with the truth. God 
always protects, always trusts, always hopes, and 
always preserves. God never fails.” Knowing and 
understanding those words is a total game-changer, 
at least it has been for me. 

Our approach to God cannot be the same as our 
approach to man. Otherwise, we will always be 
searching for something that has always been with 
us but we just didn’t know exactly how to access 
Him. Also, we would have the same expectations 
from God as we do from man. This means that we 
would never really know Him or trust Him but, as a 
good friend of mine once told me, “When you know 
better, you do better?” I’m choosing to do better.  
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Chapter Reflection: 

“My heart was broken and my soul crushed early in 
life.   I was an innocent child hurt by someone in 

whom I’d put my trust.” 

 
 
Read and Meditate: 

Matthew 19:14 

Matthew 18:10 

Ephesians 6:4 

Mark 10:14 

  


