
My mother, Astrid Brown, is known to many as a Honduras native, an evangelist, a psalmist, and 

a surgical technologist, to name a few. To me, she is my biggest inspiration. When I was in college, I 

wanted to quit many times, because I didn’t have the finances and the coursework was difficult. I would 

always call my mother during these times, and she would constantly quote scripture. One day I told her, 

“Mommy, I called to vent and you’re always throwing the Bible at me.”  Her response was, “I have to. 

That’s all I know.” I didn’t understand it then, but I do now, especially during this pandemic. On March 

30th my mother went to work and three hours later, she sent a text to my sister and I stating that she 

was in the Emergency Room with chest pain. Initially fear and anxiety gripped my heart, but then I 

remembered what my mother would do in situations such as this – speak the word. I immediately 

started praying, decreeing and declaring God’s word and within three hours, she was discharged and 

sent home. Ever since that day, I have realized that God has given us the tools needed to combat fear, 

sickness, and anything that is not like him. It’s through my mother’s example that I desire to go deeper 

in my relationship with God. 

 

I am not only inspired by her love for God, but by the obstacles and heartache that she has 

overcome throughout the years. By trade, she was a registered nurse in Honduras, but because she 

received an international degree, it was not accepted here in New York. Therefore, she held jobs as an 

aide in a nursing home, and as a housekeeper before becoming a certified surgical technologist for over 

20 years. When she got married to my father in 1991, she experienced disappointment on her wedding 

day as someone spread a rumor about her being pregnant, although she was a virgin. Due to this rumor 

and church culture in the early 90s, those who promised to decorate the church and do her hair pulled 

out of the wedding. Despite experiencing church hurt, she still continues to serve in the very place 

where she was hurt. She’s a member of the praise team, choir, hospitality and outreach ministries. In 

2007, she was so excited for us to move into our first house and unfortunately, that was stripped away 

from her within two years due to divorce. She was given two options – lose the house due to foreclosure 

or do a short sale, in which she chose the latter. Initially we did not have a place to call our own for a 

month, but my mother kept the faith and God provided an apartment. Through it all, my mother 

exemplifies Job 13:15, “Though he slay me, yet will I trust him”. Therefore, I am truly grateful that I was 

born to a God-fearing mother. My mother is the definition of relentless. 


