1. Introduction – “For Papa”
Angus Buchan once said, “Difficulty is the first stage of a miracle. However, for a great miracle, the condition is impossibility.” When I look back over my life, I realise I lived in the conditions of both difficulty and impossibility. And although I once felt painfully alone, I now see how many times God was not absent at all but standing beside me, blessing me with His presence, working miracles even when I was completely unaware. He did the impossible while I was still trying to hold everything together on my own.
There were countless moments when I faced mountains and giants with nothing but the faith of a mustard seed. Yet God moved in ways I could never have imagined, shifting circumstances that felt immovable. Did you know He can do this for you, too? Even the faith of a mustard seed is enough.
I didn’t always recognise His hand at the time. But as I’ve walked with Him, He has gently shown me where He was in moments I had long believed I walked alone. Over and over, I find myself on my knees in gratitude. I’ve learned that whatever we face, He walks through it with us—and remarkably, He even goes before us.
“The Lord himself goes before you and will be with you;
He will never leave you nor forsake you.”
Deuteronomy 31:8

The Beach
In my early twenties, I drove to the beach with desperate thoughts. I had reached a breaking point, and I felt empty, numb, and unbearably lonely. My heart felt hollow, except for the love I held for my infant son. He was my only joy in a world that felt cold and shrinking around me.
I had survived severe domestic violence; my marriage had collapsed under the weight of it. I had lost my farm to my abuser and was fighting for custody of my son. Depression settled on me like a storm cloud. I wondered if my little boy would be better off without me. I loved him fiercely, yet I felt unworthy—afraid I would only pull him down into the wreckage of my life.
Just before this moment, I had begun attending a small country church. The pastor preached about a loving God—so unlike the judgmental God I had been taught about in the sect I had grown up in. Yet there was a flicker of recognition of the God my Nonny had taught me about. This hope, muddled up with how impossible it was to be good enough for God when I was so tainted, made this pastor's words open a wound I had kept buried for years. A wound revealing just how empty and starved for love I truly was. Looking back, I see it was God knocking on the door of my heart.
PTSD haunted my nights. I imagined sounds in the dark, convinced my husband was coming after me. Fear carved deep hollows inside me. I hardly slept. I could not eat. I grew weaker by the day.
That afternoon on the beach, exhausted in every way, I thought of simply walking into the water and letting it close over me. But before that, I wanted to have my say. I planned to let God hear my anger, disappointment and how unfair He had been. How could he let children and women go through so much suffering and not help?
As I stepped out of the car, the sun broke through the clouds and poured over me in the most beautiful, warm, golden rays – the way he often had when I looked for Him in creation. 
And in that instant, the dam inside me burst.
The audacity of God to shine on me with His creation after everything he had watched me go through! I roared at Him.
“Where were You?
If you are so big, why did you let this happen?
If you are so powerful, why didn’t you stop it from happening?
I was just a little girl! I was a good wife. Why didn’t you help me?
If you are such a powerful and loving God, then where were You?”
I expected His anger. But I had reached a point where I didn’t care anymore. I didn’t think He cared anyway. The darkness inside me had convinced me God was distant, harsh, and unmoved by my suffering.
Forgive me, Lord. I was ignorant—but thank You for Your mercy.
“For you formed my inward parts;
You knitted me together in my mother’s womb.
I praise You, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.”
Psalm 139:13–14
As the last words left my mouth, I realised what I had just shouted at the God of the universe, and it sobered me quickly. The silence was deafening, and as fear surged through me. my whole body trembled. I expected to be struck by lightning for daring to talk to God that way, so I braced myself for judgment and anger.
But anger didn’t come.
Instead, I was met with God’s grief.

The Weight of His Grief
As I stood there on the beach, with tears soaking my shirt, I felt defeated. Screaming at God had not relieved the pain -  and now He was showing me something I had no idea he had felt. God crushed me with the weight of His grief. His grief for the little girl who had been abused, and for the young wife beaten and cast aside. His grief that the sin in this world had caused me to suffer, and His grief for the child of His heart wounded by a broken world.
Under the weight of his grief. I fell to my knees, then to my face in the sand, winded beneath the heaviness of it.
Then it was as if the heavens opened and it poured with rain. Looking up, the sky was clear and blue. There was not a single cloud, yet this rain was saturating me.
The water stung my eyes, and I could taste that it was salty and hot. I briefly thought the salt was from the sea, but a deep feeling overcame me. 
This was not rain - these were God’s tears—the tears He had shed for me over the years now poured out in one overwhelming flood.
I lay there sobbing into the sand, heated from His tears, as His overwhelming grief poured over me. Wave after wave rolled through me, not stopping at the surface but seeping straight into the deepest places of my heart, like an invisible yet tangible fragrance that infiltrated me with His love. 
I realised His grief over my suffering ran deeper than my own ever could and I cried. 
I cried because I was overwhelmed that He felt this way about me and the suffering I had been through.
I cried in grief.
I cried in repentance of how I had yelled at Him. 
I cried because He had seen me all along.
And He did not judge me. He called me ‘daughter’, and a childhood memory verse suddenly came back to life. 
“Fear not, for I am with you;
Be not dismayed, for I am your God.
I will strengthen you,
I will help you,
I will uphold you with My righteous right hand.”
Isaiah 41:10
I felt Him wrap me in a loving hug, and I felt safe, secure and protected. In that moment, I met Father God. He became my Papa. Not as a theological title, but as the deepest expression of my love, affection and awe of Him. It expresses how I want to sit at His feet and learn from Him, as we do with a wise grandparent. 

Snapshots of the Past
As I lay in the sand, Papa began taking me to distinct moments of my childhood—the most painful moments. I saw myself being lifted out of my small, frightened body into His arms while the abuse continued below. I felt none of the fear I had felt as a child during the abuse. I felt safe, loved and at peace.  As a child, I would detach myself from my body and centre my thoughts on the wallpaper pattern, the curtains blowing in the breeze or even patterns on the roof. For years, I had believed this was dissociation, a psychological escape. My therapist had called it a coping mechanism.
As Papa took me through experiences I suffered in, He showed me He had been there. He had been the one holding me when I would leave my body, and I was never alone. I was able to look at what was happening to me without a sliver of fear. And through a small crack in my heart, He started filling me with His love. 
No love in life since that day has ever compared to Papa's love. It was unconditional, immeasurable and the most tangible love that I have ever felt. 
He showed me that I am not defined by my body, but by my spirit—the one He fashioned with intent and love. My body is just the shell I live in until I am called home to Him, and that no matter what happened to me, His plan for my life has not changed. What the enemy meant to harm me with, God would turn into strength. These revelations and His pure love were already chipping away my shame, and as if I were clay in a potter's hand, He started moulding me. 
For the next twenty-two years, He would continue the slow, sacred work of healing, removing impurities, cleansing, and rebuilding me. It was as if I were a cracked pot that He was making whole again. Not starting me again, and not covering up the suffering. But highlighting the strength and beauty. God does not just restore us from our brokenness, but He allows our brokenness to become an integral part of our beauty. 
Even Jesus' past was left visible. God revealed His glory through Jesus in His earthly ministry, and after His brutal death on the cross, full of suffering for our sins, He rose again, His body transformed into something glorious. Yet the nail marks from His crucifixion and suffering were still in His hands.
If you feel like a cracked pot, take heart: in the hands of the Father, even cracked vessels become something breathtakingly beautiful.

The Call
Still lying in the sand, Papa then showed me other children—girls and boys, some familiar, some not. And then His voice thundered through me: “Daughter, bring My children home. I’ve chosen you.” The sand around me spewed upward as this voice went through me, and I lay there pinned to the ground by it. I remember thinking it was going to push me through the ground, which was shaking. Whether it was an earthquake, I still do not know. It was if I could feel God sobbing for His children. Every hair on my body stood to attention, not from fear. It was as if my hair recognised its creator and stood to praise him. 
My whole being recognised Him—creator, Father, Lord. My body felt like it was singing. And within me, a verse came alive:
“Do not be afraid of them,
for I am with you to deliver you.”
Jeremiah 1:8
In that moment, peace engulfed me; it flowed through my veins, into my lungs, my heartbeat and was a balm to my mind. My racing mind that constantly worried and had been so battered by abuse and taunts from my husband that “I was mental”; that I doubted my own sanity. Papa would later speak profoundly into this, and I’ll share that part of my journey soon.
I now knew without a doubt that I was not alone. That Papa loved me with all of His heart. He showed me many things that day as I lay prostrate under the weight of His grief. I realised this was the God my Nonny had tried to tell me about. This was the God that the pastor who wore gumboots had preached about. This was the God that Billy Graham had said would deliver me. And that loved me. And I knew my life would never be the same.
My Miracle
Had I walked through my battles alone, I do not believe I would have survived to adulthood -  But I was never alone. And while I could see my still being alive was a miracle, Jesus will always be my greatest miracle. His suffering and paying for my sins with His life set me free. Enabled me to be in Papa's presence to be restored. 
It is for these reasons that I felt called to write this account of my life. Papa placed a desire in my heart to write—to show others the hope that carried me. To show that He never left me. That He never leaves you either.
As I stood up on the beach that day, a verse rose in my spirit:
“He will wipe every tear from their eyes…
There shall be no more death, nor sorrow, nor crying,
nor pain,
for the former things have passed away.”
Revelation 21:4
And He longs to do this for you, too.

A Call to the Reader
I hope that in reading this book, you will discover that no matter what has happened to you in your life, He sees you! He sees your struggles, and He desperately wants to hear from you. He knows every fibre of your being. He knows your heart, and He knows your thoughts, and nothing can disqualify you from His love! Can I encourage you to trust Him with your heart as I did and let Him show you where He is in your life and see the plans He has for you? 
God's plans for us do not alter because of things we go through in childhood or adulthood. The plan and purpose for our lives stay the same because it is written when we are formed in our mother’s womb! Then He uses the rocky parts of our roads for good!
“He will take your mess and turn it into a message.
He will take your tests and turn them into a testimony.”
There is no sin too dark, no past too broken, no shame too heavy for the blood of Jesus to wash clean.
“For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son , that whoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life”.  John 3:16
What God has done for me, He can do for you. We were created with a purpose. You don’t have to be good enough. God doesn’t call the qualified; He qualifies the called. That’s me…. And that is You!
“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. Jeremiah 29:11
When I gave my life to the Lord, I found healing and purpose for my life. And you can, too. Ask Him into your life, it will change you forever!”
If you are going through a difficult time in your life, be encouraged that Jesus will never leave you and He will not forsake you. There is a plan and a purpose for your life! It is written! He wrote it! 
                                                    
For you formed my inward parts.
You covered me in my mother’s womb.
I will praise You, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.
Marvellous are Your works,
And that my soul knows very well.
 Psalm 39 v 13-14
Father God,
I pray now for every person reading this, for every wounded heart, for every hurt child, for every abused person. I thank you that you know them and are with them, that you know them by name and help them to know they are so precious to You that You know every hair on their head. I thank you that you have a plan and a purpose for every one of us. You know what has been done to every one of them and know the things they themselves have done. I praise you for not counting the sin, but rather you sending your Son to save them. I thank you for your great love that covered our multitude of sins. 
I thank you that we don’t have to get better or get qualified to be allowed to seek shelter and refuge in you. That you adore us and just want to pull us up onto your lap and sing to us, to teach us and to love us as your children.
Thank you, Lord, for loving us back to life, for restoring all the enemy has stolen from us and for giving us abundantly more than we ask for. 
I thank you for seeing every tear that falls from us and for gathering them and holding us close to your heart when we are hurting. 
I thank you, Lord for allowing me to write this, and I pray you will touch these people’s lives with your love, hope, peace and joy. I pray that you take away their fears, their rejection and give them hope for their future. 
Please, Lord, fill the voids in their heart and hear their cries and deliver them from evil. I pray these things in Jesus’ name.
Amen
If this is ringing bells in your heart, if your heart is pounding, if you want to know God, pray this salvation prayer. Don’t wait, don’t miss one more day without Him.
Prayer of Salvation.
Father, I come to you in the precious name of Jesus,
Lord, you said in your Word that if I confess with my mouth
That Jesus is my Lord and Saviour, and if I believe in my heart that God has raised you from the dead, That I will be saved.
So, Father, right now I confess that Jesus is my Lord
And my Saviour,
Come into my heart, take out the stony heart and create in me a soft heart,
Wash me and cleanse me,
Change me, fill me and use me. Let me never be the same.
I turn away from my sin and all my past ways, and today I follow yours, Lord Jesus.
Thank you for dying for me, thank you that on the third day you rose for me and that you are coming back again for me. 
I confess Jesus Christ is my Lord, and I am born again. I am saved.
I am forgiven. Thank you, Lord, for saving me.
Amen
If you prayed this prayer today, then I would like to welcome you home! Welcome to the family and congratulations! All of heaven is rejoicing right now, and Father God is smiling to have you back in His loving arms. I have faith God will do mighty things in your life. Keep talking to Him! Never stop. 
“Thou shall show me the path of life: in thy presence of fullness of joy,At thy right hand, there are pleasures forevermore” Psalm 16 v11

A Childhood Memory
When I was a little girl, I remember lying in my grandmother’s garden, watching ants carry crumbs from my biscuit. I asked her, “What am I here for?” She told me to look around—to the trees, the sand, the ants—and asked who made them. I knew the answer was God.
She asked how many grains of sand were in the garden. “Too many to count,” I said. Then how many hairs were on my head? I shrugged. Gently she told me, “God’s thoughts toward you outnumber the grains of sand, and He has counted every hair on your head.”
I asked her where God was. She said, “Every time you feel the light fall on you, that’s God—because He is light. And remember this, Talitha: even the tiniest light overcomes the greatest darkness.”
Through life, I walked through many dark seasons. I searched for that light often, not realising it was within me all along.
This book is an invitation to stand, to heal, and to step into the identity bestowed by the Father who never stopped watching over His child. Readers will walk with her through the shadows that shaped her life and into the light that called her by name.
Its message is simple, steady, and deeply hopeful:
No abuse, trauma, sin, or fractured identity is beyond the reach of God’s redeeming love.
He does not abandon—He restores.
My testimony is not really a story about me—it is a testament to the goodness of God, His unfailing faithfulness to redeem and restore, and His never-ending love, grace, and mercy. It is a story of His light overcoming darkness again and again.
 And it is a story that helped me to intimately understand why there is suffering in this world, why God allows us to suffer and most definitely that God is with us in it, He never leaves us, He feels every hurt, suffering and rejection we go through. While we move on in time and cannot remain present in those childhood sufferings, other than through our memories or scars, God remains there in them. In every moment of time in our lives, He is in all of them, all at once. The Omnipresent God who can truly understand it, deliver us from it, redeem us, and restore us is with us in every moment across our lives, all at once.
 God takes what the enemy meant to harm us and, with tender sovereignty, guides us into a freedom and joy we finally feel at home in – then, as heirs to the kingdom of God, He weaves His gold thread through our story, turning even our wounds into places where His goodness shines. 
“The Spirit Himself bears witness with our spirit that we are children of God, and if children, then heirs – Heirs of God and joint heirs with Christ, if indeed we suffer with Him, that we may also be glorified together.” Romans 8:16-17.
