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In this autobiography, Evangelist Darlene King relives her life giving an intimate perspective of
her mistakes and life lessons as she lays everything on the line. Travel on a journey in her shoes
as she recalls her struggles of being infected with HIV by her husband--a church pastor--and still
constantly having to fight for her marriage through her husband’s on-going adultery. She learns
the hard way that if HIV doesn’t stop him from cheating, nothing will.Darlene suffered from verbal
abuse by her cheating pastor husband who aimed to break her spirit with insults such as, “I
married beneath me,” to dealing with the pain of lies and deceit that come with drug addiction.
This is an eye opening story of one woman’s triumph over divorce, depression, disease, and
distress. Darlene invites you to join in her emotional roller coaster that will make you laugh, cry,
feel happy, sad, joyful, loving and inspired. This book is full of stories that will leave you saying, “I
didn’t know that,” and “NO, he didn’t do that!” This book is definitely an eye opener for women
who don't believe the worst can happen with a man cloaked in holy clothing.King is a devoted
mother, preacher, and volunteer speaker for Action Aids of Philadelphia. She is so thankful that
God has allowed her to live to see and experience exceedingly, abundantly more than she could
have imagined since she tested positive for HIV in 1991. Her hope is that this book changes how
we look at those people infected with HIV and that it may prompt a dialogue for people to be
educated and get tested. She is now ready to share her story with the world. As she pours her
pain onto the pages of this book, she hopes to speak out for anyone who has been scared into
silence or afraid of how they will be treated when their health news is revealed. She hopes to
provide inspiration to all... especially those whom society has deemed unworthy.This book
inspires the movement to love others as we want to be loved. Readers will realize that today it’s
not just the drug addict being infected with HIV, but it’s also the preacher’s wife and the senior
citizen. May this book prompt the thought, but for the grace of God, it could be my mother, father,
sister, brother--or it could be me.
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book is dedicated to my parents and children.I have been blessed with the most
supportiveParents anyone could ever ask for.Unconditional love poured from them daily.In spite
of all my shortcomings,they’ve encouraged and lifted my spirits.Mom I miss you more than
words can express.The legacy of Love you left continues to flow.Dad, you truly are the best dad
in the world,and I thank God for you dailyTo my girls,Who could ask for more patient and
supportive daughters?My decisions have caused you undue hardship, butthrough it all you have
trusted God, and allowedHim to develop you into the beautiful ladies youhave become.



Continue to hold on toGod’s unchanging hand.AcknowledgementsI would like to
acknowledgemy Pastor and his beautiful Wifeand all the members of our congregation.Your
encouragement and support towardsour family has been a true blessing.I would also like to
acknowledgeMary Hale and Bonnie Kaye.I Thank God for the young man wholead me to the
both of you.I am forever grateful foryour support and encouragement.To the most supportive
sisters in the world,Thank You.To my niece Nikki, Thank You for coming to my bedside every
time I am sick.To my niece Jenny, Thank You for all your care in taking the cover photos.To All of
You Many Thanksand May God Continually Bless YouMy Voice of Healing(Isaiah 53:5 kjv)“But
he was wounded for our transgressions,he was bruised for our iniquities:the chastisement of our
peace was upon him;and with his stripes we are healed.”I have awoken this morning with a rash
on my face. You would not believe the fear that settles in with every sore, rash, and cut. My first
thought is, is this going to heal? Will it get worse? Where did it come from? I’m looking in the
mirror telling myself all the things I have been taught from valiant women of God. “Beauty is in
the eye of the beholder.” “It doesn’t matter what my face looks like, it’s what’s in my heart.” I am
telling myself that I can never be so vain as to not go out and serve God, regardless of what my
face looks like. This is why I am getting dressed to go to church. But the reality is it brings back
the horror of all the diseases I have contracted in this relationship which will one day have me
serve as the First Lady of our church with my husband serving as the Pastor. With each new
sore or sickness, your thoughts immediately go to death. Everyone knows that someday they
will die, but people who suffer with HIV and AIDS know that the reality of a compromised
immune system could spell instant deterioration if our weakened defenses are no longer able to
fight.I always feared these rashes all over my face. I remember he would get them all the time. I
would plead with him to go to the doctors. But the response was, “It’s only an allergic reaction to
something I have eaten.” There were so many lies. Sometimes I wondered was anything the
truth? Will I ever know what the rashes truly were? Can I contract it? What’s next? But today, I
am hit with a powerful sense that this could have been my spiritual death and not the death from
this disease. God will take care of me as I die from the ravages of this disease. But what if I had
not freed myself from the wickedness and evil in which I was surrounded? The thought that I
could have died while my soul was gripped in utter agony and sadness was painful. The thought
of sitting another Sunday in worship to an all mighty God as the dutiful First Lady while inside I
am in misery is overwhelming. In the absence of love and good the only thing left that could
exist for me is hate and evil. Who in their right mind would choose to worship in such a state?
No thank you. I’m good. At least now anyway. Anyone who chooses can remain in that space
all by herself. As for me and my house we’re out. In front of me stands my husband--the Pastor--
whom I haven’t seen since he received his paycheck on Friday. I don’t know why this particular
Sunday came flooding back to my mind today as I look in the mirror at this rash, but I smile
because I was set free, September 5, 2003, and counting. You’ll find that these days I love
counting. With each day that I can add, I praise God that my body is no longer being defiled
through spirits of unknown origin that may enter every time I lay down with my spouse. Worship



is all that I have. I will never allow anyone or anything to interfere with my worship.Worship is
what God requires. How many other First Ladies, Deaconesses, Pastors, Deacons, women and
men of God dread this coming Sunday because they know that they have to put on their happy
face and dutifully serve? How many others still suffer in silence? Whose actions right at this
moment as I write is about to bring disease and suffering and tear down the structure of their
families for generations to come out of such a trivial act of lustful disobedience to a Faithful
God? So I had to write because someone may be saved. Someone may be delivered.
Someone may be set Free.“For he whom the Son set’s Free, is truly Free indeed.” (John 8:36
kjv) God requires Faithfulness. God requires Obedience. “Be not deceived; God is not mocked:
for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” (Galatians 6:7 kjv)Chapter 1An
Unplanned Downfall(John 1:1-2 kjv) “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with
God, and the Word was God. 2He was with God in the beginning.”I’m trying to think of when the
deterioration began. When did my life begin to unravel? Then I think just like man’s deterioration
began in the Garden of Eden when Adam sinned against God, my deterioration began with
sexual sins against God.Whoever thinks of sex as one of the most powerful weapons Satan has
to use against mankind? But at age 52, I have the hindsight to see that as for me, this sin
against God truly was the beginning of everything falling apart. There is a reason that God
requires consummation between husband and wife only. Spirits can only be transferred from
one individual to another by two ways. One is laying on of hands. (I Timothy 5:22 kjv) “Lay hands
suddenly on no man, neither be partaker of other men's sins: keep thyself pure.”The other way
spirits can be transferred is sex. (Genesis 2:24 kjv) “Therefore shall a man leave his father and
his mother, and shall cleave unto his wife: and they shall be one flesh.”Here the scripture tells us
that the two shall become one. Spirits are transferred between the two individuals at the time of
consummation. The two are therefore intertwined and have now become one spirit. Now picture
this: If a woman is promiscuous, over time she has had sex with 10 to 20 different folks. And a
man also had sex with 10 to 20 different folks. And all those 10 to 20 different individuals also
had sex with 10 to 20 different people. Guess how many spirits we have now become one with?
Now I’m sure there are a whole lot of spirits, which have now become apart of me, that I did not
bargain for when I decided to have sex. Nor do I want them to become a part of my future.
Just imagine that at the moment you lay down with an individual, you look up and see
approximately 440 different faces of all the spirits you are about to become intertwined with just
by sleeping with this one individual. And in each face you are able to read all kinds of
personalities. You see jealousy, lying, cheat-ing, hatred, malice, demons, drunks, crack addicts,
cocaine addicts, marijuana addicts, and thieves. You would jump up out of that bed so fast that
you would probably run out of the house naked, running so fast, the people on the street would
not even be able to tell you were naked. You would be like a streak that just flew by. Zoooom…
But unfortunately, hindsight is the only way you will be able to see what you are really allowing to
enter this temple of God that he has kindly asked us to “present your bodies a living sacrifice,
holy, acceptable unto God, which is your reasonable service.” (Romans 12:1 kjv) There are a



whole lot of folks running around inside of us. Picture a husband or wife goes out to cheat on his
or her spouse. The individual he or she sleeps with has had sex with hundreds of people. The
individual they sleep with is at that moment struggling with alcohol addiction, crack addiction, or
cocaine addiction. Or maybe he or she sleeps with someone who has HIV, gonorrhea, syphilis,
or some other sexually transmitted disease. Now you went out there just to sneak off for one
night of sex. You come home and sleep with your spouse. Now both of you have a disease,
possibly one you cannot cure. One may begin an addiction because you took the crack pipe
from another party before you had sex, just to get the edge off so you could go through with this
act. Now you have a crack addiction because after that first hit, you just had to have another. Do
you see the powerful tool sex becomes? It becomes a weapon in which we have given Satan
the power to use against us. And I can tell you from experience, there is no sex in the world
worth losing your health, spouse, home, car, marriage, children, job, finances, family, or friends
over. But that’s exactly what we let one little sex act do--bring all kinds of suffering into our
homes. All it takes is having sex once with the wrong individual to tear down your entire family.
Is it worth it? NO! But we know that’s not really happening all over this world, right? Keep it
real. I’m not in this boat all by myself. So to the folks who are in my boat, it’s okay. The Captain
of all Captains is about to save us. (1 John 1:9 kjv) “If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just
to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” Sex then becomes this
powerful tool because it has been the source of the destruction of so many families for so many
years. I am sure if you ask many of the people who are going through divorce or a break-up
what happened, sex or money will be at the root of many of the issues. And men, please listen
to me. There is a tradition out there to take your sons when they turn 13 or over to have sex with
a prostitute. I wouldn’t do that if I were you. The day and age of doing that is dead. You can do it
if you want to. I pray the condom doesn’t break because that little act of what you think is making
him into a man unfortunately may be coming back to haunt you. Here’s God’s description of a
real man. And if all parents are honest with themselves, this is how they want the man they raise
to be described. (Psalm 1:1-2 kjv) “Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the
ungodly, nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful.But his delight
is in the law of the LORD; and in his law doth he meditate day and night.”Some people say that
the love and relationships that we see on the big screen don’t exist. But I feel that any type of
love you desire exists in the form in which you are willing to give. Two individuals have the power
to touch and agree on the bond and relationship they are willing to commit their lives to. Both
have the power within themselves to love one another exactly with the type of love they desire.
And if they are on the same page, in total commitment to give of themselves, and their desires of
what they want to achieve are in agreement, a love like never before will exist. God can give
each of you a pure love that you couldn’t even begin to imagine existed. Eyes have not seen, nor
ears heard, what God can do when we totally trust him with everything, even how to love my
spouse. Chapter 2Days Spent in a HazeThere was a reason that I shared those specific spirits
that are transferred through sex. I named those specific sins against God only because there



was a time in which each became my name. From experience, I know its ravages of self
destruction. I have come to know personally the depths of darkness some will sink to in order to
get their next high. Oh, the stories of my stupidity. I believe the worst position to be in when
you’re a drug addict is to not know where the places are to buy drugs. You are then at the mercy
of all the other people around you who get high, to buy their drugs for them every time you want
to buy drugs. For years since I was a teenager, I supported the habits of at least 10 different
individuals. That does not include the countless others who have gotten high at my expense. It
breaks my heart to sometimes count the thousands of dollars spent over so many years. But
then the worst part was constantly being gagged. I would pay for 4 or 5 bags of cocaine, and
they come back with bags of the stuff you cut the drugs with claiming the drug dealer scammed
them. You know what my stupidity would have me do next. Give them more money for another 4
or 5 bags, just for them to come back and say the same thing. You know it was years later when I
was sober that I realized I put my money in the hands of individuals who were just as addicted as
me and expected them to come back and deliver me drugs. But there is a part of me that is so
glad for all the scams. When God was ready for me to come out for good, I got so fed up with
the last scam of my drug life that I never smoked nor snorted again. Another episode that
helped deliver me from crack was a night that I was smoking and began to shake. I was so
scared I thought I would die. In that instant God gave me a moment of clarity. As clear as day I
heard, what if I die and go to hell right in the middle of smoking this crack? I was literally scared
straight. Talk about your eye opener. But my experience has been that crack cocaine was the
most addictive drug I have ever taken.From the day I first smoked crack, I could not get enough.
It takes you over completely. You go to sleep thinking about it; you wake up thinking about it.
Just by someone flicking a match, you think of smoking. But the craziest thing was, I could work
all day not smoking, but that was the first thing I had to have the moment I got off of work. I have
never smoked crack while I was working. So if I can control this during the day, why can’t I
control it during the evening? When you smoke crack it goes to your brain instantly. The first
thing I noticed was my hearing became really sharp, and I could hear everything. Every step,
every movement, every sound would make me jump. I would start locking doors and closing
windows. Complete paranoia would take over. This was no fun at all, but I couldn’t stop. It’s sad
for me to admit this, but the only thing I liked about crack was the weight loss. Even today,
needing to lose a lot of weight, I always think about crack. Not thinking that I want it, but why
can’t they figure out exactly what it is in crack that makes you lose weight and then put this in a
pill so I can lose weight, without getting high and spending thousands of dollars? I thank God the
desire is completely gone. The craziest scams came from my days of smoking crack. “I have a
hole in my pocket, so they must have fallen out of my pocket.” “I gave him the money, and he told
me to wait, but he never came back.” “This is all that came in the bottle. It was dark, and I didn’t
see it until I got in the light.” “I gave him a twenty, and he said it was only a five.” “I must have lost
the money.” After you have sat an entire night waiting for someone to come back with the drugs,
you finally catch up with them the next day and hear, “I was jumped, and someone took the



money, so I just went home.” And guess what? You then give them some more money to go and
buy drugs that you still may never see. I was scammed so much, I can not even remember all
the different crazy stories I was told during those drug induced years. I was introduced to
cocaine on my 21st birthday. That was supposed to be my birthday present. If someone is
offering you cocaine as a present, run as fast as you can. That’s not a present; they are looking
for a financial backer. They are going down, and if they can get you hooked, they’ll have another
person to finance their habit. So don’t do it. And just in case you end up as stupid as I was,
make sure you know some prayer warriors. Much prayer is the only thing that can bring you out.
My situation was that nothing but Jesus Christ himself could get me off drugs. Trust me on this
one because I know what I am talking about. I came off that stuff only by the grace of God. I
could have gone to all the rehabs I wanted. But until I turned my life over completely to God,
nothing worked. That’s my own personal experience. I am not knocking rehabilitation facilities.
Some people really need these facilities and they have done individuals a lot of good. Some
people cannot come off of drugs without rehabilitation. Turn to what works for you. But please
get help.God alone pulled me out. I know there are some that will still have a need to try this for
themselves. So, I stand in the ready, to pray. Trust me, you’re going to need prayer if you start
that mess. I know some folks who have a relationship with God who are in constant prayer, and
they will be able to get a prayer through on your behalf. So, if by some chance you are able to
get your brain working for a second, find a way to call some prayer warriors. And if you can’t,
drop on your knees at start praying for yourself. (James 5:16 kjv) “Confess your faults one to
another, and pray one for another that ye may be healed. The effectual fervent prayer of a
righteous man avails much.” Chapter 3Suffering in SilenceAs I began to write this week, I
thought of a prominent First Lady of one of our country’s governors. She stated on Oprah that
she called a former First Lady of the United States because she was the first person she thought
of who could relate to her suffering. I do not presume to even begin to compare myself to these
beautiful strong women who had to endure public humiliation. But I was talking to the TV, as I
often do, screaming, “You are not alone! There are many who have suffered your fate, and no
one will ever come to know their names. Not just First Ladies, but men and women all over this
world. They may not have a title, but suffering knows no title.” You hear so often of women being
abused and taken advantage of, but there are many men who also suffered our same fate. Our
names are known only by our congregations, communities, families, children, friends, and co-
workers. The people who are most important in our lives are the ones we worry about,
especially when they have found out what we are going through. And this group for me seems
like the world. We always say it doesn’t matter what others think, but in reality it does. It hurts
because in most cases, when you have suffered public humiliation, all those around you whom
you love the most have also been hurt. Several things happened for me to finally wake up and
free myself from being surrounded by wickedness. I was in church one Sunday, in my place in
the front pew. I always sit up front, so I usually don’t see what’s going on behind me. Only God
knows what made me turn around this particular day. The moment that I turned around, I saw a



look on my daughter’s face that sent chills through my body. She had a look of utter disgust as
her step-father was preaching. She looked so sad, miserable and lonely. I instantly wanted to
cry. At that moment I realized that my silent suffering had transferred to my children. Feelings
that I thought were only affecting me had begun to affect my household. I did not share with the
children all my suspicions and doubts. But clearly, they also have a sense that something is not
right. I decided at that moment that no one should be this miserable in Worship Service. We are
there to glorify God. God can’t be glorified if our hearts are in such a terrible state. I stopped
going to Sunday worship, and I would no longer send my children.My daughter had good reason
for looking the way she did. First of all, children are not stupid. You may think you are discussing
your family problems in the confines of your bedroom, trying to shield your children from what’s
really going on. But believe me, actions speak louder than words. You say one thing to them,
but treat them in a totally different way. You think they don’t know what you really feel? They
know you haven’t been home all week and that their mother has no clue where you are. Our son
is calling your cell phone for days, and you never return the call. Then you show up early Sunday
morning demanding everyone get up to go to church, and we are supposed to be happy and
smiling about this situation. I don’t think so.Another eye opener was being told, “I married
beneath me.” It was unbelievable for me to hear these words from someone who at this point is
on crack, cocaine, marijuana, and sleeping with every prostitute he can afford. Someone who
drops in Sunday morning to preach God’s word, then leaves for days. This individual has
enough nerve to say to me, “I married beneath me.” I felt at that moment I had spent most of my
life loving someone who sounds as if they don’t even like me let alone love me. I am feeling like
he despises me and that he despises women. My husband, who will soon not even attend his
mother’s home going service, says, “I married beneath me.” I was in total disbelief. At first I felt
like I had given so much to someone who did not deserve it. But this was all for a purpose. This
was all in God’s plan. I was supposed to receive this wake up call. I have learned every lesson I
was meant to learn. Without a doubt this season came to an end and it was time to leave. It
came to an end in God’s time. Every lesson learned is now to be used to help others suffering
the same distress. I will be able to testify, witness and encourage others who feel they have
spent their lives unloved. We need to be reminded that God was always with us. In spite of what
it looked and felt like, God never left us nor forsaken us. We were always loved
unconditionally. Now prior to this point, I didn’t even know all of this was going on, but I knew
something is going on. He’s not at work, he’s not at home, and something is not right. With an
eye opening calm, and a resolute smile, I say, “No, I married beneath me.” I smiled because at
that moment I realized he knew he never deserved my dedication and commitment to this
marriage. It had never crossed my mind to think or even say another human being is beneath
me. One thing that keeps me focused was the realization, that I was, and would always be a
sinner, saved by Gods’ grace.If it were not for the grace of God, I would be dead. I appreciate
what God had done for me. I had sunk to the depths of self destruction. It was only God who
picked me up from darkness and despair and saved me. What could ever make me think that I



am in a position to degrade another individual? The thought that a person could look down on
an individual and even let the words “beneath me” roll off their lips made me angry. But I am
thankful for those words. Years of clarity came into being with the utterance of those four words.
For at that moment I could clearly see what was behind years of infidelity.Our Love was not
mutual. Disdain now lies where love may have lain at some point in time. I saw what lied in the
depths of his heart. And I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that this was the end. I know you’re
probably thinking it should have ended a long time ago. But, every season runs its course. And
the end came when it was time. Lord, keep me humble, lest I fall flat on my face.I was just
thinking of that story from the Book of Daniel, Chapter 4, when God had to reduce
Nebuchadnezzar down to a stump because of his pride. God please don’t let me get so high
and mighty that you have to knock me down to a stump to the point where I have to eat grass like
the cattle. I thank you Jesus for hanging out with the least of us.(Matthew 25:40 kjv) “And the
King shall answer and say unto them, Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”You don’t need a title to confirm
that you are first. You are first in the eyes of God. I can tell you that you are first because you
were uniquely created for God’s pleasure. He has an individual plan for each of us, and every
one of us is special in his eyes. “There is Joy in heaven over just one, that turns back to God.”
(Luke 15:7 kjv)This is not to say that we live a life for just self--quite the opposite. This is to
acknowledge that when life tears us down and feelings of hopelessness begin to set in, we must
find the strength to begin to look at ourselves as God looks at us.(Ephesians 1:4-6 kjv) “For he
chose us in him before the creation of the world, to be holy and blameless in his sight. In love he
predestined us to be adopted as his sons through Jesus Christ, in accordance with his pleasure
and will to the praise of his glorious grace, which he has freely given us in the One he loves.”I am
created for his pleasure. That statement alone is enough for us to get happy and rejoice. If all
that I am hearing in the issues that I face in life is that I am nothing. I am worthless. Then move
away from the negative and move toward the prize.(Isaiah 49:13 kjv) “Shout for joy, O heavens;
rejoice, O earth; burst into song, O mountains! For the Lord comforts his people and will have
compassion on his afflicted ones.”Chapter 4Utter BlindnessIt’s funny when I think back to this
incident how my eyes were opened. We were dropping off the friend of our youngest son, whom
he played basketball with on the weekends. The moment his mom reached the car, I looked into
her eyes. The look of affection and longing I saw on her face was unmistakable. Then I looked
into my husband’s eyes, and I knew instantly he was sleeping with her. I couldn’t say a word
because all the children were in the car. In my head I am screaming! He has me babysitting while
he is sleeping with her! I could not get him alone fast enough. I confronted him and he denied it.
He insisted he was not sleeping with her. He must have told her because she had the nerve to
call and inform me that they were going to be together. I said, “Did he tell you he had HIV?” I
could tell by the silence he had not. She called me several days later to tell me that I lied. He told
her I lied just to keep them apart. I told her she could have him, but just make sure you get
tested in six months, and then you’ll know who is lying. Now I know he wasn’t using a condom



because this fiasco--like many that had come and would come soon again--resulted in him
telling me she might be pregnant.  
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mseverythang, “Share this book with others it really is a great read.. For the most part I truly
enjoyed this book took me 4 days to read it. I already posted it on my Facebook as a
recommendation to others. She went through some trails and I applaud her and others like her
that speak realness from the heart and life so that others can put a face to these horrible stories.
Thank god for Ms. King. And I do pray one day that we as black peoples especially women
education and learn we can do better. We allow men to tell us anything but the devil is a lie... As
a married woman I still fear HIV like others and get tested and make my husband because times
have changed and I hate to say it but people ain't always honest. My husband have cheated
several times and we work it out. But he ain't as involved in church and reading the word like me
so I have to cry and pray alone. But I believe prayer changes things and God is blessing my
husband. So please folks let's pray, and spread the word and inform people of this disease
amen.”

reader, “HIV Infected by her cheating Pastor husband. I read this book in one day. Being a single
woman of God, I am grateful for the testimonies of those whom God has brought out of bad
situations. I'm more grateful to avoid these situations all together by the grace of God. I'm
blessed to spread the gospel and live in my singleness as a whole person. Being delivered from
the lesbian lifestyle I can see God's protection and mercy. I've also learned that I don't have to be
married to be affective in the Kingdom of God. Living Holy is my pleasure and as a Son of God, I
too plan to give my testimony to all whom will listen. My novel Trapped Inside, is only the
beginning!PROPHETESS L.A. Holts”

L. Bell, “Awesome. Very transparent, heartfelt , moving, informative and stirring. This book
touches so many issues that are in the present church now. The author even in her pain is
selfless in sacrificing this book. Blessings to her!”

K. Daviss, “An Awesome Book/ An Awesome Author and Person. This story is so real, heartfelt
and captivating about a woman of God who started out, according to the book, being about self,
could turn into being so selfless and move forward with all that she has been through. More
middle schools, (yes because there are pre-teens out here having sex,) high schools, and
churches need to have an open forum about how HIV is passed around and many people are
silent, yet they speak up about sexuality and the legalization of drugs, but won't speak a word
about HIV until someone whom they know has it. I loved every page of this book.
#letsbreakthesilence #supportthisbook”

Bonnie Kaye, “INSPIRATIONAL AND AMAZING!. Darlene King has written an amazing
autobiography about her long-term bout with HIV which she received as a "gift" from her
husband who was a pastor. Her story is filled with triumphs and sorrow that you can laugh and



cry along with. The story is one that you won't want to put down because there are twists and
turns throughout it. Ms. King is truly a survivor. She has battled this illness for twenty years which
started during an era where few survived. Her love of family and strong faith in God is what
attributes to her formula for "staying alive."While some of her story may shock you, it will at the
same time open your eyes to the reality of what life as the wife of a pastor really is about behind
the scenes. Ms. King is most elegant in her ability to forgive those who have done her wrong--
starting with her cheating husband who passed along this possible death sentence to her with
no remorse. You will certainly be inspired by her outlook in life. I know I was--and many of her
words and thoughts will be passed on to others--by me and many others who read this book!
This book is amazing! Treat yourself to a wonderful story which will make you stand up and
cheer (or at least sit down and cheer!) all the way until it ends.”

Y. Barker, “Informative. I give this book a 5 because it sounds truthful and is very informative.
Everyone should know that there are people out there who will pass this deadly disease on to
other people without regard to the life of the person the disease is being passed to. The situation
is not uncommon in this day in age. I wish I could say this is an isolated incident, but that would
not be sufficient either. AIDs/HIV are at epidemic proportions and it is sad that we make others
feel sad because they have this disease at no fault of their own. What we all have to do, as.
Darlene said is show some love and compassion to those who suffer from this disease. Be
informative about this disease. Protect yourself and teach your children about this disease. Don't
be afraid to talk about it. Thank you Darlene for having the courage to tell your story. Everyone
should read this book. Information is power. It takes a lot of courage, integrity and honor to warn
those who have not been infected yet. Darlene could have remained silent and let others learn
the hard way, but she has the love and compassion to warn us so we stay connected to God and
Jesus, learn that forgiveness takes time, remind us how important our families are, letting us
know that there is nothing wrong with loving someone unconditionally, cause that is how God
loves us. When I read this story, I was not sad and I did not cry, I was uplifted and happy about
the author's willingness to help save others from destruction.”

The book by Darlene King has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 11 people have provided feedback.
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