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Forward

I became a Christian on the 9th January, 1999. For six years previous to this, I was involved in the New Age philosophy.

When I became a Christian I found it very difficult to be able to tell the difference, between the God I had come to know through Jesus and the God I believed in, whilst I was involved in the New Age. So one day I decided that I would just ask God, to show me what the differences were.

One of the reasons I have written this book, is to reveal to you these differences that God revealed to me through Jesus. I hope, that after you have read my book, you will see like me, that nothing compares to the TRUTH, that is found in JESUS.

ARE YOU SEARCHING FOR THE TRUTH? 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT IS? 


ARE YOU LOOKING FOR A PURPOSE TO YOUR LIFE? 


ARE YOU SEARCHING FOR LOVE? 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT IS? 


ARE YOU JUST EXISTING? 


DO YOU WANT MORE THAN WHAT YOUR GETTING OUT OF LIFE? 


ARE YOU JUST CURIOUS? 


THEN THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU.
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INTRODUCTION

Several months ago, I felt God had told me to write a book. At the time I said to God "But Lord, I wouldn't have a clue how to write a book and spelling and gramar are just not my forte (so to speak)". But God was perssistant and so I began to write a book.

As I said on the previous page, God has revealed alot of His TRUTHS to me about who He is. He has been patient to show me the difference between the God I have come to know through Jesus and the One I believed was God in the New Age Philosophy. I hope you will come to see, as I did, that this Great God, found only through JESUS, is an AWESOME GOD and only does AWESOME things. 

Jesus' prayer for his followers.
John 17 These words spake Jesus, and lifted his eyes to heaven, and said, Father, the hour is come; glorify thy Son, that thy Son also may glorify thee: As thou hast given him power over all flesh, that he should give eternal life to as many as thou hast given him. 

And this is life eternal, that they might know thee the only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom thou hast sent. I have manifested thy name unto the men which thou gavest me out of the world: thine they were, and thou gavest them me; and they have kept thy word. 

I pray for them: I pray not for the world, but for them which thou hast given me; 
These are my Five Children. Billy is the eldest, then Michael

, Shaun, Jes

sica and Rebecca
Chapter 1. Take the Me out of the I.

Now I can finally say "God is within me." I can finally say, "God is in all things" and "In God all things are possible" and believe it. 

Now I can really feel safe and walk tall, knowing that God is walking with me. 

I can be free from my fears, knowing that this Great and Awesome God is looking after me, is for me and will be with me for all eternity. I never need to be afraid again, as long as I keep my focus on God, not on myself and I have received all of this, thanks to the grace of God through our Lord Jesus Christ. 

I became a Christian in January 1999 and I didn't realize until last night just what a very small and wrong perception I had of God. I had everything twisted. Gen:1.26 tells us that we are created in Gods image. Somehow I took "Jesus the man" as being Gods image and so some-how, twisted that into thinking 'God was made in my image' 

All this time I had been praying to a God in my image. Through Gods Holy Spirit and the help of my most trusted friend, God was finally able to reveal the truth to me. 

I had been struggling with a cycle I had formed in my life, a cycle of habbits. I knew them so well that I even knew what my next step would be and I didn't want the cycle to continue anymore, but didn't know how to break it. 

A couple of months ago, Jesus had shown me what it felt like to be free in him. I had never felt such a freedom before and this feeling of freedom, lasted the whole night. However, when I awoke the next day, it was gone. Over the past few weeks I have felt this new person inside me, but I just didn't know how to let this new me out. For the short periods of time that I had managed to let this new me out, it felt so alien that I couldn't live with it for longer than one or two days. 

I asked a friend if she had any idea on how I could let this new me out. She said "Debbie, the only thing I can tell you is that when I have a problem, that I just can't find the answer to, I bring it before God and leave it with him. You have to take the focus of you and place it on God. The only time you really need to come to God with the focus on you, is when you come to Jesus in repentance." She was having a Lot of trouble trying to find the words to describe what she meant, then I felt the presence of the Holy Spirit. 

He showed me what my friend was trying to say and so I described it for her and told her that I knew what she meant. All this time in coming to God, whether it is in worship or prayer, I have not focused on who God is. It's like I say, "I love you God." I had to get the "Me out of the I" and focus on the "You God." It has always been my need, my want, or my love for him that I have focused on. I told my friend that I had to go and write all this down before I forgot it. 

I wrote it down and went to bed. I tried this new focus. First, I said, "I love YOU GOD." Then I said again, "I love YOU GOD." Then I skipped the "I love" altogether and just said "You God," "You God." 

I was lying on my bed staring at the ceiling whilst I was saying this and, for the first time in my life, I saw who I'd been praying to all this time. I was no longer staring at the ceiling and it felt as if my eyes were shining brighter and brighter. I didn't see with my eyes, even though they felt like they were shining bright. In some ways, I could see the whole of creation within God and so much more all magnified. God is all knowing, all powerful, all glory and all wisdom. He is awesome! God is huge, bigger than I could ever have imagined. Lying there, staring at God, all I could think of was, "How can I ever be afraid again, when I know who is looking after me?" I was so amazed and I am still amazed. I can't get over how big he is. 

My previous picture of God was so wrong, so out of proportion, just nothing in comparison to this awesome God before me now. "Take the cloak off the man and that is what you see." Jesus said in Matt. 11:27 "All things are delivered unto me of my Father: and no man knoweth the Son, but the Father; neither knoweth any man the Father, save the Son, and he to whomsoever the Son will reveal him."(KJV) 

God has revealed himself to me through Jesus. What I saw was so huge that I can't even fathom it, and yet I know that I did not see all of God. He has only revealed as much as my mind can take. Jesus is the only man who has seen the full extent of the completeness of God. I do not want to attempt to explain the Trinity of God, because at this point in time, I don't have enough understanding of it. All I can say is, "How great each separate identity of the One God must be." 

How absolutely, magnificant our planet must have looked when God created it. Imagine not one trace of SIN on the face of the whole earth. How vibrant and alive with only God's touch on everything! Everything pure shows God's Great character. A universe so massive, that we can never begin to comprehend it. 

Great Mountain ranges, with peeks so high they would make you feel less than a speck of dust in comparison. The untouchable skies above, so clean and clear. The valleys below with streams of life giving, sparkling clean and clear water. Could you ever imagine tasting water so fresh and pure? To the mighty strength of great roaring winds that can make the ocean waves crash against the rocky shores. The beautiful golden sunsets, which then give way for another God-given splendor. The great mass of stars and night-lights, so that we need never live in darkness. The meadows so green and lush, like walking on the softest carpet. But even that wasn't enough. 

God created wildflowers with such delicate colors and fragrances, as well as trees and plants of all description bearing fruit so fresh and mouthwatering that one bite is more than enough. Trees with branches reaching out and up to the heavens towards God, their creater, God provided all the food and care needed, the soils, air, and water. Everything! Yet, all this wasn't enough! 

He provided all the animals, from the greatest whale to the smallest ant. He created the birds of the air to fill the earth with song and the fish in the sea, such masses of vibrant color and splendor. A whole under water world with its own beautiful scenery of rocks, plant life and all kinds living creatures and if you've ever been diving or snorkeling, I am sure you will agree, that viewing the ocean is a sight you never forget or tire of. "The Garden of Eden." Whose name (being related to a Hebrew word meaning "bliss" or "delight") says it all. A garden where the living God, walked amongst and with us, everyday. God has given everything, right from the very begining. 

Would you like to see this place now, to even live in it now? Some people believe that we can only have this when Jesus returns, when God creates a new heaven and a new earth. But, that's not entirely true. We can have this now, today! Just look, really look to God and see him, because all of this and so much more are within him. 

CHAPTER 2.   With Eyes that SEE
Jesus says in John 16:7-11, "But I the truth tell you, it is better for you that I go away. For if I do not go away, the encourager will not come to you: but if I go, I will send him to you. And having come, that one will expose the world concerning sin and concerning righteousness, and concerning judgement. Concerning sin, because they do not believe in me; concerning righteousness, because to the father I go and no longer do you see me; concerning judgement, because the ruler of this world has been judged. (direct translation from original Greek) 

Before I became a Christian, I viewed the world so differently. In some ways, I saw more good than bad. When I became a Christian, I realized very quickly that the world was not as good as I thought it had been. I'd thought it was me who was the problem and not so much the world. 

After becoming a Christian, I realized that my whole way of living had become a series of 'not quite rights'. These 'not quite rights' were so acceptable to me; they were just the ways of the world. It was okay to tell a lie, if it was a small white one. It was okay to bend the truth, if you were doing it out of love. It was okay to smoke dope, as long as you were not hooked on it. It was okay to get drunk, as long as you weren't an alcoholic, or a closet drinker. As long as you were basically, a good person it was okay to do all the 'not quite right', or totally wrong things once in a while. It didn't matter, often because it seemed as if we got away with them at the time. 

God showed me how the world really is without him in your heart and Jesus as your Lord and Master. You live in a very twisted reality, a world where anything and everything can be manipulated, rightly or wrongly, for convenience or price. 

I thought of all the people I had hurt over the years, all the lies I had told and the wrongs I had done. I soon realized that my so-called excuse of being a basically good person was just that, an excuse that I had been living on all this time. I didn't stop doing these things straight away. They were habits formed that had to be broken and they took time. 

My introduction to Jesus didn't come straight away like it does for some. God had picked me up from rock bottom and Jesus had to stand me on my feet first. When he did, he showed me who he was and all he has done for me. 

I saw him hanging on the cross saying, "I did this for you Debbie. I went through this for you, so you could be forgiven and have eternal life with me in the presence of my Father. Every wrong that you thought was so tiny, I died for willingly, because I knew that one day you would be standing here with me. I love you that much, that I want to offer you my forgiveness. Will you let me into you life and receive this forgiveness and my everlasting love?" 

I felt so small, dirty, unclean, worthless and bad. Believe it or not, it was actually hard for me to say 'yes' and come to him, but looking into his eyes, I knew he loved me and meant it. 

I got down on my knees and repented of every little thing I'd done wrong in my life and I repented for never knowing him and not ever caring that he had died for me. And he cleansed me. 

In that one instant, he unloaded my heart of so many burdens. Forgiveness for wrongs that I could never right, a lifetime of living for myself, a lifetime of unforgiveness of the people who had wronged me or I had wronged, to name a few. Some I sought forgiveness for and received, while others I couldn't bring myself to ask forgiveness from. He enabled me to pray blessings for all those people and their close families and to later appologize to some of the ones I could still contact and ask for their forgiveness and receive it.

Jesus said in Matt 11:28-30, "Come to me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my yoke is easy, and by burden is light." (kjv) 

Jesus brought this scripture to life for me that day and he has brought it back to life over and over again with all my burdens when I have given them to him. I have come to realize that you just cannot thank him enough for what he has done. All you can do is praise his Holy name. 

John 16:32-33 Behold, the hour cometh, yea, is now come, that ye shall be scattered, every man to his own, and shall leave me alone: and yet I am not alone, because the Father is with me.
These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world. These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world." 

Christians believe that this passage refers to believers, and this is true. But there is more of a meaning for me in this passage. I can also relate this passage to my pre-Christian life. I came from God. He created me. But until the time Jesus brought me back to him when I was 36 years of age, I lived in the world without him. I will show you in the following pages why I really believe that if it were not for the fact that Jesus had already conquered the world, I could not have been brought back to him. 

You often hear it said that you shouldn't kick someone when they're down, but oh! How many times this happens, sometimes unintentionally and sometimes on purpose. I once really believed that the only reason I was put on the face of the earth was to be hurt. I noticed time and time again that by my being hurt or put down, someone else nearly always felt better from it. 

When I became a Christian, this feeling didn't change. In fact, I remember saying to God one day, "Well, if this is why you made me, that's okay. I don't care any more, as long as I have you. If this is how I bring someone else happiness, I'll take it. It's okay." 

One of the worst things about being put down is that you eventually believe it. In the end, you don't need someone else putting you down, because you do it yourself anyway. That's when you know you're really in trouble. That's when you really begin a cycle of self- destructiveness. This cycle would have to be one of the darkest cycles there are. 

Self- hatred and self- loathing, are two of the darkest words I know and I can tell you now that they are two of the biggest lies that the enemy has to offer us. These would have to be Satan's biggest and strongest weapons against God and us. One of the names the Bible uses to describe Satan is "the father of lies" and he is a master at them. 

For as long as I can remember, I wanted God to love me. When I was little, I used to cry out to God to help me, but he never seemed to, so in the end I thought I was just too bad and God would never love me and I grew up believing this. 

To think of all the damage I have done to my life and myself because of these two lies! You know, one of the things that I really love about Gods Law is this: "A SIN IS A SIN". They are all bad. I love that in God. Some may find that hard to believe. How many times have you thought or heard someone say, "Well at least I'm not as bad as that person", or "At least I don't do that." I know I have said it and thought myself. 

One of the things that really amazed me when I became a Christian was that in God's eyes we are all equal. Can you believe that? You just don't see it in the world and even amongst Christians it is not always so. There is no SIN in God. He is a righteous and holy God. 

It took a long time, but finally God helped me realize, then really believe for the first time in my life, that it really doesn't matter what anybody thinks about me and I have had may people say that same thing to me over the course of my life. It never worked and you know why it didn't work? They missed the most important ingredient, if I can call God an ingredient. People used to say to me, "Debbie, it doesn't matter what anybody thinks or believes. It's what you think and believe that counts." 

That very well-intended piece of advice never helped me, because I believed, that the things that some people thought about me were true. When God tells you the same thing, he includes the most important part of the ingredient. He says "Debbie, it doesn't matter what anybody else thinks about you. What matters is what I think." In John 15:9,18 Jesus says, As the Father hath loved me, so hath I loved you: continue ye in my love. If the world hate you, ye know that it hated me before it hated you. (KJV) 
It took me along time to stop hating myself. It was something that was so embedded in me and, I can tell you now, if it weren't for Jesus, it would never have ceased from doing so. 

I want to stop here and tell you of the ways Jesus helped me to do this. It was a long process but, as you will see, our God is an amazing God. He never bends. He is the Great I AM.

The night I came to God was the darkest night of my life. My husband and I had separated eleven months earlier. This devastated me as he was the love of my life and I had known and loved him for half of it. I was in shock for the first six months and I couldn't believe that he could love someone else. It hurt being on the outside; I felt so far out that I couldn't even look in any more. 

I was in so much pain and couldn't bear it. I had our five children to look after and I was doing a terrible job. By the time October came, all I could think was, "Get me to January, just get me to January. I know I will be all right." I didn't know why I would be alright. I just felt it. Something inside me somewhere just kept telling me I would be alright if I could just get myself to January. 

I just wished the days away. Christmas day came and I had arranged for my husband to have the children, because I knew the best thing for me would have been to just sleep the day away, but it didn't turn out that way. At 3 p.m, I finally decided to go to my sister's house with the rest of my family for Christmas lunch. I took my children and went, but couldn't cope. I broke down and cried the whole time and couldn't even make myself stop for the children's sake. We ended up just going home and I was able to salvage the rest of the day with my children. 

The night came and a new day finally dawned. All I could think was, "Its almost January, its nearly here." and was actually looking forward to New Years Eve. The three younger children had gone to bed and my then 10- year- old son, Michael, decided to sit up with me to see the New Year in. By 11p.m. I realized I couldn't sit there and see the New Year in after all, so I said to Michael, "How about we go to bed and just wake up to a brand new 'New Years' day tomorrow." He said he was tired, so he agreed. The next day, I awoke and was very happy. FINALLY January was here! 

The days started going by and nothing happened. By the second week, I couldn't hang on any more. I thought, "For months now I have been hanging on, just waiting to get to January and nothing's changed." This night, 9th January 1999, I sat there looking at my life and for the first time ever, I saw no hope. I looked at my future and all I could see was black. I thought, "I WANT OUT!!!" I have always been a very strong person. I have always found hope, where there was none, but not this night. I'd had it. The children couldn't even keep me going because I thought they would be better off without me. So, that night I made the last decision I thought I would ever have to make in my life. I was getting out because I'd had enough. 

Then the phone rang and it was a friend. We talked awhile and she asked me if I believed in Jesus. I told her I was involved in the New Age Philosophy, although I still kept a belief in Jesus. I told her that I believed in reincarnation and everything else that went along with the New Age: Spirit Guides, karma, Past lives, channeling spirits, out of body experiences, to name a few. 

Then she said, "Debbie, well where does Jesus fit into all of that?" I thought about it and couldn't give her the answer, because I didn't know it. She then told me about Jesus and why he came and explained to me why, he didn't fit into the New Age mold. She also told me about Satan and his many disguises. He is not only known as the Father of lies, but also, the thief who comes only to steal, kill and destroy (see John 10:10). And in 2Cor 11:14 And no wonder, for Satan himself masquerades as an angel of light (niv) 

As she was talking, something inside me just clicked and I knew I had been deceived. All this time, I thought Satan was God. On understanding this deception I became mad and the madder I became the louder I could hear Satan laughing. 

I got down on my knees and repented of ever following the New Age and Satan. I repented of all the spiritual activities I had taken part in: my tarot card reading, speaking to spirits and everything else I had been involved with. I gathered everything I owned connected with the New Age and ripped and smashed them. I took my tarot cards, ornaments, books, the lot and threw them in the bin. 

I turned to God and said, "God, I don't know who you are, or anything about you, but you know all my problems. My life is a mess and I don't know how to fix it. Please help me. I will give you every bit of faith I have." And believe me it wasn't much at all, but that little bit of faith was all I had. I said, "God, I will hang on to what my friend has told me, that you love me more than I could ever imagine and that you can fix my broken life." 

From that night on, God picked me up and I realized, that all God had ever wanted from me was that little bit of faith. With that tiny bit of faith God was able to pull me out of the depths of hell, because that's exactly where I was going to that night. 

Jesus says in Luke 19:10 "For the Son of man is come to seek and to save that which is lost." (kjv) But that's not all. He says in Luke 15:7,10 "I say unto you, that likewise joy shall be in heaven over one sinner that repenteth, more than over the ninety and nine just persons, which need no repentance Likewise I say unto you, there is joy in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner that repenteth." (kjv) Can you believe it? God’s angels rejoicing over you or me repenting? If you find that hard to believe, don't worry because so did I, but it's the truth. There is no sin in God. He will not lie
Exodus 34:14, "For thou shalt worship no other god: for the Lord, whose name is Jealous, is a jealous God:" (kjv) 

The next day, believe it or not, I had a previously arranged appointment with a tarot card reader. After the previous night, I didn't want to go there and I had a real struggle with myself. In the end I went. When I got there she told me nothing, she just couldn't read the cards properly. I didn't even want to be there and I had no faith in her. I paid $30.00 for nothing and walked out of there with a knowledge that I could never return. 

I felt so much guilt and shame. I begged God to forgive me, all the way home. I didn't know what to do and was so worried about my future. Last year was one of the worst years of my life with my marriage breakup. As you know, all I could think was, "Get me to January so I can leave the year behind", and now that I was in January I was too scared to move, to do anything. I didn't know what direction to take with any part of my life, as I had closed so many doors and was too scared to open any new ones.

I felt that I was in limbo and didn't want to repeat the pain of the previous year, or take it into this year. So I just said, "God, please help me. I just don't know what to do any more about anything. I don't know who you are, but if you really do love me like my friend said, then please show me what to do. I will put every bit of trust and faith I have in you. That's all I have to give you, but please help me with my career, because I don't know what to do", my financial situation was way past desperate moving onto critical, "and please God, somehow reunite my husband and I and look after my eldest son Billy." 

I was so scared, then, of God changing me into a Christian, that I said, "Please God, I don't want to talk like a Christian and I don't want to act like one. Just fix my problems. I'm going to leave all this with you, God, and trust you completely." I told my friend about it and she laughed and said it sounded more like a business deal. She said, that it was okay because she knew God would deal with it in his way. 

This has been so hard for me to write. God has changed me so much, that when I read my diary and saw this in there, I didn't want to include it. I didn't want anyone to know that I was ever so desperate. But the truth is that I was. In- fact, I can't even recount the amount of times I tried to bend God to do my will and not his. I can't recount the amount of times I pleaded with God to bend for me, then crying so hard because he wouldn't. Yet, at the same time I would thank him for not bending. I would thank him because he is a Holy God and wont bend, no matter what. He is Righteous all the way. God never changes. He is the "Great I AM", the Alpha and the Omega, the Beginning and the End. He is the only constant there is in this ever- changing world we live in. 

CHAPTER THREE- The Forgery Exposed- The Truth Revealed

Isaiah 43:10 Ye are my witness, saith the Lord, and my servant whom I have chosen: that ye may know and believe me, and understand that I am he: before me there was no God formed, neither shall there be after me. (kjv) 

Before, I go on any further, I want to relate to you now, the events that occurred: which led me to the New Age Philosophy. I had decided to get some professional help, for some things that had happened in my childhood, that was really affecting my life. So, I went to a clinic. They told me about one of the nurses there, who specialized in a form of treatment that they thought would help me, so, I made an appointment to see him. He did this type of therapy, where, through a form of relaxation, I was able to go back to my childhood and deal with hurts, I had been through. 

On the last visit, something unusual happened. All of a sudden, I couldn't breathe properly and started coughing uncontrollably. Then I saw a face of a friend who had passed away recently. When he died, I knew he was going to, but I just wouldn't believe, that he would die so soon. When he died, I felt guilty, that I hadn't put in more of an effort to be with him and here he was now saying, "Debbie, it doesn't matter. I know you were my friend. It's okay." I told the nurse and he said he wasn't sure about it, so I told him that I really felt I was right and didn't need to see him any more and that because this event came up it must have meant that I had dealt with everything else. 

I went home. About a week later, I was sitting on the couch watching television with my husband, when the next thing I knew, I came out of the most incredible experience of my life. I turned to my husband and asked, "what was I doing just then, was I asleep, awake, or what?" He, of course, just looked at me as if I was stupid and I told him what had just happened. I said, "one minute I was sitting there watching TV and the next I was surrounded by the most incredible love I had ever known. Then a voice started talking to me. I forgot most of what it was saying, but I know it talked all about reincarnation, and everything." Before this happened, I did not believe in reincarnation, but when I came out of this experience, I did. My husband didn't even comment. He just gave me an incredulous look and went back to watching the TV. 

I believed in ghosts and related paranormal things, because I had been told about psychic things that my Grandparents and my parents had been told and seen. These two things were really on my mind and I wondered, who I could see to explain them. I never once, thought to go to a church and ask, I just didn't think they would know about spiritual things. In the end, I rang a clairvoyant out of the newspaper. I decided I would go and ask her two questions. The first was, "Was that really my friend, I had seen?" The second was, "was that really God, that I had felt seen and heard?" 

I went to the clairvoyant and when I arrived, she told me things that were true, then she said, "You came here with two questions. What are they?" By then, I was too embarrassed to say anything, because I didn't know what clairvoyants believed in either, so I told her I had forgotten. She said, "Well the answer to both is 'yes'." She nearly blew me away, my reaction made her realize that I knew what the questions were, so she asked me and I told her, and that was the beginning of a six- year journey, down the path of the New Age Philosophy. A journey, that would eventually lead me to my downfall, on the one hand, but which then, led me to the only true God, who is found only, through Jesus, on the other. 

When I first became a Christian, I asked my friend one day, how I was ever going to know the difference between God, and who I thought was God? She told me to take it to God and he would show me. So I took it to God and said, "God how am I ever going to know the difference between you and the forgery of Satan that I believed in, when I was involved in the New Age? I really believed that it was you. How am I ever going to know the difference?" Then he showed me the first of may differences, he has shown me, between the real thing in Him and the forgery. I can tell you now, as you will see for yourself in the pages of this book. The forgery just doesn't compare. 

He poured his love on me that night. It poured down and the difference was this- God's love poured down and said, "Debbie, I love YOU unconditionally. I died for you and rose again on the 3rd day, to bring you life." He then showed me every prayer that I had prayed as a child. I didn't even remember most of them. He told me he was there and that he had heard them all. He stored all my precious tears and that nothing, went un- noticed. He saw it all. He said, "I love you because I choose to." Psal 56:8 You've kept track of my every toss and turn through the sleepless nights, Each tear entered in your ledger, each ache written in your book.(the mess) 

This, was the most beautiful love, I had ever known. This love, brought me to tears, because it was for me. The other love I had felt, was just there. It didn't say, "Debbie I love you." In- fact, it didn't love anyone. It was just hanging there. The difference was so great- nothing compares to the love of the one true God, who created us in his image and loved us first. He chose to come down from his heavenly place in human form as Jesus, who is the Son of God, and is God, to die for us, so that he could bring us back to himself, by overcoming the world. This is why I relate the earlier verse John 16:32-33 to both Christians and non- Christian's alike. 

CHAPTER FOUR.  My Return from Exile.

Rom 8:31 What shall we then say to these things? If God be for us, who can be against us? (kjv) 

I came across this passage in the Bible a few days later. At this point in time, the Bible didn't really mean much to me and over the next few weeks my friend came to visit, bringing me pamphlets and books to read. Most of them were by Max Lucado and I could easily understand and relate to what he was saying about God. In fact, my friend just couldn't bring me enough. As the days went by, God really picked me up. I still had a lot of the physical problems. I was financially in great despair. My marriage broken with the knowledge that my husband could apply for a divorce at any time. I was still heart broken, but the fact that this Great God was now in my life and was for me, as the above passage states. It made everything easier to bare. 

During this time I worked as a Recoveries Officer, a nicer term for a Debt Collector, with a finance company. I had been doing this job for 10 years on and off and I liked it. I liked the rush it gave and it paid better than anything else I was able to get, without academic qualifications. As the weeks went by, God began changing me on the inside. I would go to work and try to collect but couldn't because I felt sorry for the people and their circumstances. I knew I couldn't get the results expected of me any more. I thought of my financial situation and knew I needed the job, but in the end, I gave it up. No longer, could I go against God or myself. This job was not a part of God's plan for my life and I knew I would not work again, until God showed me the work that was right for me. 

I didn't know what I was going to do. I was behind in everything. I prayed "God you know my situation. I have given up my job. I can't even keep my arrangements with my creditors now." My friend kept saying, "Have faith in God, he has a plan for your life and he loves you so much." I tried and hung on so desperately. It didn't take long for help to come. 

Matt 6:4 Take heed that ye do not your alms (another meaning is 'acts of righteousness') before men, to be seen of them: otherwise ye have no reward of your Father which is in heaven. Therefore when thou doest alms, do not sound a trumpet before thee, as the hypocrites do in the synagogues and in the streets, that they may have glory of men. Verily I say unto you, they have their reward. But when thou doest alms, let not thy left hand know what thy right hand doeth: That thine alms may be in secret: and thy Father which seeth in secret himself shall reward thee openly. (kjv)

The people God brought in to help me hold this passage close to their hearts. So because of this I cannot go into detail of everything they did for me, or even tell you who they are. Instead, I want to show what this type of giving has taught me and of how much it has meant to me. 

It brings me to tears every time I think of what these people have done for me. Such acts of unselfishness can only be found in God. I had never known this type of giving, a giving without a price tag, or expectation whatsoever involved. For the first time, I didn't have to live up to any expectations from these people. I myself even tried to warn them about what I was like. Most people I knew gave up on me in the end. I didn' blame them for it. I blamed myself, I knew what I was like. But, they could see where I was at and loved me all the more and they new God loved me. 

They didn't even need my thank you, which became a plural over and over again. This type of giving should never be abused, but if you do, you can't abuse it for long, as I found out and it breaks my heart that I ever abused it at all, because it was the most purest thing anyone has ever done for me. This giving taught me to be thankful for everyone that had ever given to me in my life, even when there was a price involved. The fact that they had given at all was a beautiful thing, something I should have been thankful for but wasn't always thankful for afterwards. 

My lack of self worth that often led to Pride, often got in the way. I learned not only the importance of the ways in which we should give in God, but also the ways in which we should receive. This type of giving brought to light my own selfishness, within me. This was the first of many of God's attributes I have learned and it was God that they wanted me to thank. God showed me that Jesus is a Forgiving, a Gracious, and a heartfelt God who loves us all, more than we could ever imagine. He is a God who cares, really cares with no condemnation. He is a God you can put your hope, trust and faith in. 

It is hard to describe how I felt about the people God brought to help me. I was so lost at the time and was hanging on by the only thread I had left to hang on to, the hope I had in Jesus and in them. 

Sometimes I would imagine myself crouched on the ground behind Jesus clinging to the bottom of his robe saying, "Please just let me hang on, don't let me go. Just let me hang on". In my imagination, Jesus would have just walked on, allowing me to be dragged along- hanging onto his robe, and believe me that would have satisfied me more than enough. Just to touch his robe was precious. To my utter amazement, the first time I imagined this, Jesus not only let me hang on but bent down, picked me up, placed me on my feet, then walked next to me at my pace. I was so shocked because this was not apart of my imagination.

Jesus showed me my first glimpse of the enormous amount of compassion that is found in him alone. A compassion that is just too soft and beautiful to describe and one of the best descriptions I can find is in ;- Matt 12:18-21 Behold my servant, whom I have chosen; my beloved, in whom my soul is well pleased: I will put my spirit upon him, and he shall shew judgement to the Gentiles. He shall not strive, nor cry; neither shall any man hear his voice in the streets. A bruised reed shall he not break, and smoking flax shall he not quench, till he sends forth judgement unto victory. And in his name shall the Gentiles trust. (kjv) 

As the weeks went by my friend kept telling me about the importance of finding a church for me to settle into. I wasn't keen on the idea. Since my marriage separation, I found it hard to get out of the house. To face the world alone, as a single parent, was a really hard thing for me to do. Being out in the world amongst people, made me feel very alone and I just wanted to hide away. Then I remembered a friend Lisa, who I used to work with. 

She had never actually said she was a Christian, but a few little things she had said from time to time made me think she was and so I decided to give her a call and ask her. I phoned her and she was home, so I just came straight out and asked her if she was a born again Christian. She said later, that when I asked her that she nearly fell off her chair. She said she was and I told her that so was I, as of a few weeks ago. She invited me to come along to her church. I told her I would go. She said, she was so excited that I had become a Christian. I hope she doesn't mind that I have written this, but she said that she used to sit in all our chairs at work when she worked back late and pray for us. When she told me this, I just thought what a beautiful thing to do. How could someone even think to do such a beautiful thing for his or her work mates? 

I was excited about going to Church. I was happy that Lisa lived nearby and I could go to a church, where some one I knew was going. I was happy and I felt God was just so for me right now. I prayed and thanked him. 

I rang my other friend later and told her about it. I said, I was nervous about going and didn't know if I could go on my own. I said that I didn't know very much about the different kinds of churches and I didn't know what type of church the 'Church of Christ' was. She said she had already decided to come to church with me until I was settled in and felt comfortable going on my own. Sunday came and my friend picked me up to go to Church. I was so nervous but, excited too. We met up with my other friend Lisa and she introduced us to everyone. She was still excited that I had become a Christian and so was every one else who met me. I didn't know why people who didn't even know me, would be excited, but I was glad I went. I sat there in that church listening to the person who was preaching and I don't think I will ever forget what he talked about. He asked a question- "Is God enough?' And then proceeded talking about all the things we think we need as well as God, or often instead of God. I sat there with a smile on my face the whole time he was talking, because all I could think was; "YES, God is enough."

When the service was over there was tea and coffee in the foyer. Lisa showed us all around and showed us the Sunday school buildings. There were about 500 or so people who attended the church and they had all different sections for the children. My five children were at their fathers that weekend, so they didn't come with us to church, but the following weekend the four younger children came with me and we met my friend there. After the service, we went into the foyer for refreshments and I noticed that there was a table set up with a sign that stated there was an Alpha Course starting up the following week and so I signed up. 

My friend treated the kids and I to McDonalds for lunch. My children had enjoyed themselves at Sunday school. I think they mostly enjoyed just being amongst people and having fun.

Over the following weeks I kept going to church. I was invited to join Lisa's cell group, but I didn't go. Just going to church and the Alpha Course was about all I could handle at that time. I liked the Alpha Course it taught me a lot about Jesus and I enjoyed the meal together before hand and the discussion group afterwards. I was in with a group of really nice people. There was one woman named Francesca, she was such a lovely Lady and she had a beautiful singing voice. You could imagine her singing an Irish Folk song and she had the accent to go with it. You only had to look at her, to know how much she loved Jesus. It really showed. She made me feel at ease and she was an out going person, which made it easier for me, because I've always been shy when I first meet people. She took me under her wing so to speak, but they were all nice. 

I was driving home one night after the Alpha Course, while I was driving I began to feel the presence of God. (At that point in time, I didn't really know much about the Holy Spirit) His presence seemed to grow stronger and stronger- then he showed me a vision of this huge tree. I was trying to drive, seeing this vision, and hearing God all at the same time, I can tell you now it was very difficult to concentrate on driving. This tree was huge and it's branches seemed to spread across the earth. There were no leaves on the tree and it was quite ugly. Then God said, that this was the tree of knowledge and said that it is still growing today. He told me that when I was involved in the New Age, I picked the fruit of this tree. This tree was so big. I just knew that a lot of people ate the fruit of this dead looking tree. But all it gave was the knowledge. It didn't give the help needed to put the knowledge into practice. God told me that we needed to break down this tree, one branch at a time, starting with the lowest branches, because these ones are easy to reach. He said we did not have to remove the stump as that was up to God to remove and he would, when the time was right. Then he showed me the tree of life, it was smaller, but so much neater and full of green leaves.

I was really amazed by this as God brought the Bible to life for me that night. By showing me this, he made me know that the Bible was real and that the people in it, really did live once. I got home, went to bed, and read the first three books of the Bible with such an excitement, because I knew, really knew inside me that God is real and so is everything in the Bible. 

God was really making his presence felt in my home. The children and I would sit down to dinner and we would save the chair at the end of the table for Jesus to sit in. His presence was just so close. I made the mistake of telling my sister one- day that with God in my life, at times it didn't matter that I didn't have a partner because it felt as if Jesus was my husband. I new I could rely on him and he was always there. I could sit up at night after the children had gone to bed and not feel so terribly lonely any more, because I had him to talk to . 

My sister was worried and thought I was getting too carried away in a religion and then my whole family became concerned. I couldn't make them see that I was okay, so I decided not to try and defend myself. I thought, eventually they would see for themselves, that God was good for me and that I was not getting carried away in another crazy religion. I knew I had found the truth, or the truth had found me. 

My financial situation was still a great concern. I knew I had to move house I could not afford to keep paying $200.00 a week in rent. I was also paying nearly $700.00 a month for the car payment. When my husband and I separated, we had agreed that I would use the car and that he would help me get a loan for a cheaper car to pay off. He decided afterwards that he no longer wanted to do this and I was unable to obtain a loan on my own. I didn't earn enough with five children as they would not take the maintenance my husband was paying each month into account, so I knew I would have to somehow save up and one day buy a cheap car. So, until I gave him the car back, I had the car payments to keep up. I talked it over with my friend and I decided to apply for a government house in Berwick so I could be near the church. I was successful with my application for a priority 4-bedroom house and was told, there would be a three to six months-waiting period. In the meantime, I tried to find private rental accommodation. 

My eldest son who was 16 years old then, was living with his father in Blackburn. I started having doubts about moving to Berwick and wondered if I should move closer to him. I didn't know which way to go, because I liked the church, but I also felt I should be there for my eldest son. I started praying about it. Not long after this, he and his father had a falling out and our son moved out. He rang me very upset. He did not want to move in with me, because he was going to school over there and he had a steady girlfriend. My friends ended up taking him in, as they live over that way and after praying to God about it, I knew that I had to reapply, for a house in the Blackburn area, instead of Berwick.

I decided to start packing. It gave me something to do and I decided to do a good clearing out at the same time. I was going through my cupboard, when I came across something I had totally forgot I even had. My Crystal Ball. I held the ball and thought of God and I knew it had to go. 

This Crystal ball meant a lot to me. My husband had bought it for me one Christmas, after much pleading on my behalf. It cost him nearly $400.00 and I just could not bring myself to throw it out. In the end, I decided to put it under the house and just leave it there. I told my friend about it and she told me I had to get rid of it, but I couldn't. 

The weeks went by. At church, they had announced that they were going to do Baptisms on the Easter Sunday. I told them to put me down. I really wanted to be baptized and I just thought, "what a great day to be baptized." The weeks went by and Easter Sunday was getting closer. The Crystal ball kept coming to my mind, but I just couldn't bring myself to throw it away. I thought of giving it to a friend of mine in the New Age, but I couldn't do that either. Although I knew she would have loved it, I could no longer encourage her involvement by giving her the Crystal Ball. 

Easter Sunday was only four days away . I went and retrieved the Crystal ball from under the house. It was now or never, as tonight was rubbish night. I felt bad that it was so hard to throw it away. I had only ever used the thing once and it hurt my eyes, so I hadn't bothered using it again. This was precious to me, because it was a nice memory from my husband, instead of a painful one. This showed me that he had loved me once. I struggled. I loved God and I knew I wanted him more than the Crystal ball. I felt guilty that I was even going through this struggle, but thanks to my friend, I knew that God understood and loved me any way. I finally threw it in the bin and ran inside so I wouldn't me tempted to get it back out. 

Matt 6:21 For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also. 

The next morning I awoke to a new sense of freedom. Now that the crystal ball was gone, I realized that it hadn't really meant anything at all. I was just using it as a thread to hang on to. I was treasuring a lie. I was so thankful that I had finally thrown it away. I spent the whole day thanking God because he understood how hard it was and didn't condemn me for the fact, that it was so hard. 

I had spent the last three weeks writing a testimony for my Baptism. Finally, after re- writing many times I was able to finish it. I didn't know what to expect on my baptism. A friend Joan who I had met through Lisa at Church, offered to baptize me. It was really great. The water was so deep. I had to almost swim to the surface. Wow! what an experience to be, 'born again' in Jesus. A "New Me" I was happy. 

I had to give my speech and I was so nervous. There were about 600 people there that day, my whole body was shaking. When I read out the part about finally throwing away the crystal ball everyone clapped and cheered. I received a tape of the service and I play that tape now and again, so I will never forget all that God has done for me.

My friend Lisa put on an afternoon tea at her house, for me afterwards. My mum came up to me and said, she was proud of me. She said, at first she was worried that I had joined some sort of cult, but not any more. She said, "Debbie you have made some really nice friends keep going with God he is good for you." 

It took three months for a house to come up for us and in the meantime my friends ended taking us all in. I was so grateful. Living with them helped to pick me up, as I had to put in an effort. I took each day as it came. I still felt depressed at times and I would go through times of falling in and out of my faith in God, but with their constant presence, I couldn't let myself give up. It was the best thing for me and I really don't know whether, I would be where I am today, if it wasn't for the time I spent living in their house. 

When my husband left I felt so betrayed, abandoned and unwanted. He had found what he thought was the love of his life and that hurt. He didn't just leave me for someone else; he left me for what seemed, to be the person he had been waiting all his life for. I couldn't make sense out of any thing. Was our whole marriage a lie? This woman was such an opposite of me. Had he ever loved me? I felt worthless. I didn't know what was a lie and what was truth anymore. I would go over the years in my mind. Some of them were bad but in between were some precious moments. I couldn't believe he never loved me. His new partner would ring me constantly, telling me of all the terrible things my husband had told her about me. They were so opposite to what he had told me at the time. There had been so many lies involved with our break up, that I had no trust left. I had always been a trusting person, too trusting in-fact. I trusted when I shouldn't have and if my trust were broken, I would forgive and trust again, blindly. Not any more I couldn't trust any one and at times I couldn't trust God either. 

Rom 8:38-39 For I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, or things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus, our Lord. (kjv)

I found it difficult to really believe that God loved me, as much as my friend said he did and I would put him to the test, time and time again. So many times he had the right to give up on me and so many times, I tried to drive him to that point. I was not worthy of his help or his kind of loving. So many times, I took my anger out on him and blamed him because he wouldn't do what I wanted. 

He would never bend but, Oh! How he loved me! Sometimes when I allowed myself to feel, I would feel his great love for me. I would feel Jesus standing there with his arms out trying to love me. I saw him with tears in his eyes because he was feeling my pain. He knew how much I hurt and it hurt him that I was hurting. He knew that if I would only turn to him, he could and would set me free from all my pain. I am so thankful for these times, because thanks to Jesus they brought me to repentance. So many times I rejected that love though. I left him standing there feeling my pain, hurting for me and I just turned my back and said it was his fault. At times, I blamed him. I felt that if he really loved me, he would give me my husband back. He took it all. Can you believe that? He just took it all.

During one of these times, that God brought me back to him. I was praying one night and whilst I was praying I could actually feel Gods angels in heaven rejoicing with Jesus because they were happy, that I could now be helped. I felt so blessed that God had chosen me to love. 

I had never, really had an interest in "The Book of Revelations" in the Bible, but after this I felt a strong urge to read it. I had always felt that when Jesus comes again, he comes, and it was already written that no one would know when, so what was the point in me reading it? Plus, I could never understand anything after the first two pages, so I never got passed that point. 

I got out my son's easy to understand Bible, and started reading. As I was reading through every word, all I could feel was Gods Greatness, Mightiness and Power it was written through out the whole book of Revelations. By the time I had gotten through it, I had learned another side to God that I never knew. 

When I went to bed that night, I started to pray and then something strange happened. I was praying and whilst I was praying it seemed as if every thing suddenly stopped. Everything to do with all the events God was involved with, in the heavenly's, went into the background and God was not only hearing my prayer, but, was taking it into consideration. I poured out so much to him, because for the first time God was revealing to me what happens when we pray. I made it a point that no matter what I was praying for, that I wanted him only to do what was his will and not mine, but whilst I had such a great opportunity I let nothing slip by. I asked him to deliver my whole family and not just me. If I lost my ex-husband forever in the process and that was his will, then so be it. I could live with that, with Jesus by my side, but I didn't want to go on forever knowing that my eldest son and my ex-husband could be lost to him. By the time I had finished, I knew my prayer was answered and that it would be done in Gods way. 

God showed me what prayer can really do and just how mighty he is. It was like when you read in the Bible about those who come close to God filled with his might, or his angels, I could never understand why they trembled, well there I was trembling. His might was so mighty, I could do nothing but tremble. In the end I said, "yes God, I now know how mighty and Awesome you are, but please show me your love too" and in the instant I said it God's love poured on me saying, "yes Debbie, I love you too". 

God is so beautiful. He is the most precious thing I will ever have and I am forever thankful, that I have God in me and I in him, there is just nothing anywhere that compares to him. 

I awoke the next day and was just thanking Jesus all day. I have so much to be thankful for. I knew what God did with everyone's prayers, I knew apart of his greatness, and that he loves me so completely. How fantastic it is to be able to place your absolute faith, trust and complete love, honesty and hope in someone and know that they will never for all eternity break, abuse or damage it. As it says in the Bible, 'Jesus will never break a bruised read or quench a smoking flax.' The one thing I really pray for is that God always keeps me humble and that I never forget that without God I am nothing and to always need him for everything. Because I know that if I ever forgot that, I would go right back to where I was when God rescued me and believe me, I never want to go back there again. I have faith in God because I know, that he knows what's in my heart. 

During these early days of my Christian walk, I spent most of my time in what I would call 'falling in and out of God.' I would lose all sight of God and it would take me weeks to find him again. The time I spent without him was like a nightmare. I couldn't stand living without God any more. I became aware of signs to recognize, when I was falling away from God and signs I recognized when he was in my heart. I decided to write them down, at a time when God was close to my heart. In the hope that I could read them when I was falling away and they might help to prevent me from going all the way. I'm glad I wrote these down now. I haven't looked at this in a long time although, I should have. The signs are as follows- 

Signs to be aware of when I am far away from God- 

-An emptiness inside me like a big hole, that I keep trying to fill but can't.
-Boredom, nothing seems worthwhile.
–Dissatisfaction, with who I am, and my life.
-Wanting to know what is going to happen with my life, with a yearning or undesirable longing?
-A feeling, that I am not a worthwhile person, and that I am living an unworthy life.
-Not knowing why I exist.
-Wanting my husband back, or blaming him for where I am at.
-Wanting someone, anyone.
-Not wanting, to be around people.
-Wanting to know my future.
-Not seeing the pleasure or enjoyment in my children
-Not caring
-Self destructive in every way
-Not wanting to read the Bible
-Looking at trying to know God through other means- i.e. Falsely because his presence is missing.
-Not knowing his will 

The Consequences 

-Destruction and Damage in every area of my life - Within myself, my children, financially etc.
-Worry, Worry, Worry about everything
-Depression
-Loneliness
-Not caring- pain
-The children get out of control
-Unhappiness
-An emptiness that I try to fill with anything and everything that is BAD for me, but doesn't seem so at the time. 

Triggers- 

1. My feelings in regards to my husband
2. Financial Worries 

What God has taught me- 

In a huge lesson after 2 weeks of destruction


"Don't lose faith and trust in God" or he will allow you to walk in the darkness- because he cant reach you, because you wont let him. 

God is Righteous, Pure and Holy all the way and again won't bend. God is just 

If I pray and don't have faith in God, I know I am far away from him and I am under the influence of Satan through my old habits. I.e. New age practices. 

I have to repent and turn away from Satan and his ways.
 Ask God for forgiveness and he will fill the empty hole immediately with his presence and love.

How God makes me feel

-Worthwhile
-Fulfilled-no more empty hole, its full because his spirit is in me.
-I know God the Father, Son and Holy Spirit, PERSONALLY
-I love to read the Bible and can understand it
-I see Jesus before me
-I have faith and trust in God for everything
-I don't worry
-I feel a peace
I love God and look to him for everything in prayer 

"Plan"

-Spend structured, quality time with God everyday.
-Mix with other Christians
-Remember my most vulnerable times i.e. (My husband and finances)
-Come before God, and confess my fears and worries and then hand them over to him.
-Spend quality time reading Gods Word- Praising, worship etc. Everyday
-Ask God to teach me to be obedient, no matter how I feel 

NOTE: Important to God: - Obedience and Faith.
-Failure - leads to emptiness, weakness and loss, being led by Satan and my own desires to total destruction.
-Success- leads to Strength love happiness and fulfillment. 

"THE CONSEQUENCES ARE NOT WORTH IT!" 

CHAPTER 5. Jesus Calls Me to Follow HIM.

I am a 'feelings' person and back then I was totally controlled by my feelings. I found that once I was on my downhill slide into depression, I could not, or did not, feel like making myself do anything. I would go by how I felt and if I felt terrible, my actions made sure that I would keep feeling terrible and I would keep on going down. During this whole time, I would be crying to God to bring me back to him because back then, I couldn't and you know, he always did. 

My friend and I again, started looking for another church for me to go to. I tried several, but nothing felt right. I missed the old church and was looking for the same thing here, but I couldn't find it. She kept me going out there looking though. If only she knew what I was thinking at times. Or I'm actually glad she didn't. I had given up looking long before she did. I didn't find a church that I was comfortable with, in the 3 months I was living at my friends. It came after I moved, but I will talk about that later.

During these three months, I locked myself away again. I just felt, that I couldn't see any one again from my past (my family included) until I was stronger in God and could stand up confidently in him. I knew the day would come, when what other people thought of me wouldn't matter any more and that only what God thought, would matter. I wasn't there yet, but I believed I would be,one day. 

During this time, I would write all my prayers, thoughts and experiences down and I am very thankful now, that I have done this. One night I was in bed talking to God. The date in my diary was 22/5/99. So, it was 5 months after I became a Christian. Whilst I was talking and praying to God something happened. Through the Holy Spirit, I realized that all my own desires and wants for myself, meant absolutely nothing. They were worthless. In-fact, everything I thought or did, was worthless, unless it was for God and from God. I knew that nothing of this world could be of any value, worth or use, to me now, or when I die. Except for the things I did, or had, that God planned for me. I realized everything that I thought mattered the most, was in-fact absolutely useless and worthless. 

I was so tired; I just couldn't stay awake to learn any more, or to even think any more about it and it felt like I was living the book in the Bible, about Solomon's wisdom. That's how I felt. It seemed strange and then I fell asleep. 

When I awoke the next morning, it was still on my mind and I told my friend about it. All day it was on my mind and in the end I felt quite terrible. I thought what use was I,. I didn't have any at all, without God. From this I thought- how could I give-up all my desires and wants and know exactly, what it was, that were my wants and desires and what were from God? I thought maybe, God was going to tell me something, of his plans for my life. 

I still felt in many ways, that I was living in limbo and I hated limbo. I didn't know why I felt this way, nor was even putting my self, through all of this thinking. I just felt that it was happening for a reason and God would show me that reason.

I didn't have to wait long, that night my friends were out and I was up by myself. I went outside. I was standing outside, when all of a sudden, I felt that Jesus himself came to me and asked me to follow him. To give up every worldly thing, everything, I thought I wanted. My past and everyone in it, my own hopes for my future and follow him. It was as if, he was there in person, standing in front of me, as he did with his disciples and asking me to follow him. I didn't know what to think. I was pacing up and down. I was thinking- Can I give up everything? Did I have it in me? I was afraid, I didn't know what to think. I knew I could not say no, but I didn't know if I could do it. I just knew that if I said yes, I had to mean it and really mean it and not just half mean it. I thought that if I say yes, but first I want to know what you want me to do, with my life, it would not be the right answer.

I kept thinking about it and apologizing for taking so long to give him my answer and pleading him to forgive me. I just knew I couldn't say no, but I didn't know how to say yes either, so in the end, I said, "Jesus, if you will be with me and help me every single step of the way, then I know I can say yes and mean it. I want you as my Lord and I give up everything including my husband and everything for you willingly, because I trust you Lord and I know that if you are with me, helping me every step of the way, that I can honor my yes." I just knew that he had excepted my answer. I could feel him within me so strongly, telling me his truths and I fully realized that the only way to God, was through Jesus, because I just knew, that no one knows The Father, as Jesus does. He is the only way. (I knew this before, because I had read it in the Bible) but now, I really knew it, through this experience. 

Not long after this, a Ministry house, finally came up for us, it was a four-bedroom house in Blackburn South. The children and I went to see it. It was great. I loved it. It was only ten years old. The fourth bedroom was a Sleepout, out the back with its own bathroom. My eldest son loved it. The garden was bare. It had only a couple of small trees out the front and a bush, which I new would not be there much longer. I always wanted a garden with nothing in it, so that I could do my own thing. This house was perfect. The only flaw was that it was smaller, than what I was used to and the carpet. I hated the carpet it was a cheap looking dark grey, but I could live with that. We moved in the following weekend. To be back in my own place again, felt great. We had a fresh start, in our new house that God provided. 

A few weeks later I tried a new church. The Burwood Life Center. It was the closest to me in the Melways. I went along and it was small, compared to some of the ones I had tried. I was so nervous and felt shy. Afterwards they had tea and coffee. I didn't know what to do, so I did the easiest,. I started looking at some photos on the wall. Someone finally came and introduced herself and she thankfully stayed with me and chatted. She invited me to attend the cell group, at her home on the following Wednesday and I excepted. I went home and rang my friend. I told her that I liked it, but that it might be too small. I knew I couldn't just go to this church and hide away in a corner somewhere, un-noticed. This church was small enough, for people to notice, if I didn't always turn up. This was the first church that I had gone to since my first church in Berwick, where some-one had actually come up to me, in a more friendly, (personalized) manner and invited me to a cell group. 

I really wanted to go, but I had a lot of fears. I had never been in a cell group, or to church by myself. In the end, I went and I am still going now. The beautiful people there, have become like family to me and the church is like a home. 

When I came to God, I had a very basic knowledge of who Jesus was -I believed he was the Son of God. - I knew he had died on the cross for us, but to me back then, I thought nothing much about it. I want to share with you three of the first things God showed me to teach me who Jesus is. 

1. One night during my quiet time with God, I had a Vision. I could see this person in a white robe, but I couldn't see who it was because there was all this light pouring down on him. It was so bright, I couldn't get close. It looked like it could have been Jesus, but I wasn't sure. Then I started concentrating on the light and as I did, I felt it and realized that the light was Gods love and it was pouring down on him and around him. I thought, Oh! How much does God the father love Jesus? I can't even describe how much, because it is indescribable. I thought he loves Jesus that much and I wondered, how much he loved me, because it seemed as if all of his love went to Jesus. It just poured on him. He was so bright just full of God's glory. (I did not know this verse then), John 15:9 As the Father hath loved me, so have I loved you : continue ye in my love. 

2. The next time I saw Jesus again, he showed me, how the love of God the father, that poured on him, flowed through Jesus and then he let it flow on to us. I now really understood, how Jesus and God are one, and that no one, can come to the Father, accept through the Son.

3. The next thing was recorded in my diary on 1/4/2000. I was feeling down, because my ex-husband had not rung me for my birthday. The year before, he rang me for another reason, but I knew he acknowledged my Birthday, but not this year. In the end, I decided to go through the Bondage Breaker. My friend had leant me the book and tape, to the Seven steps to Freedom in Christ. I started with unforgiveness. It took me 3 days of red swollen eyes from crying for God to reveal all my unforgiveness within me. When finished, I realized that for most of my life I had been living a lie. Such a terrible lie. 

My whole existence, how I felt about myself, who I was, everything I believed in was a lie. Jesus revealed to me just who I was in God. I saw myself, when I was a child and God said, "You were a precious child to me", then he said, "Nothing that you have done, or that has been done to you, has changed how precious you are to me. You are still that precious child." Now, when I think of myself, instead of hatred and horrible feelings of lies, all I can think is, "I am precious to God". No matter what any one, ever says to the contrary again, I know, it's a lie, because I know who I am to God. Not only that, but after 20 years of clinging on to my now ex-husband, Jesus helped me to let go of the pain and anger inside me. I was finally free of so much pain, anger and rejection. 

I got through the other steps like a breeze compared to this one. Then at the end of it I realized, what it meant by freedom in Christ.

When I began, I just thought, it would mean that maybe, I would stop hurting over my ex-husband and stop having horrible thoughts and feeling towards the person he went off with, but I soon learned that I was wrong. What happened at the end of this, was that Jesus did give me my freedom and that there is for now, nothing, standing in the way of my relationship with him and I was now free to give my life to Jesus. 

I had thought I had already done this, but now I knew I'd only given him parts of my life, that I chose him to have. Now it was God and I and the truths were revealed. Was I prepared to give my whole life to Jesus, to let him have full control? I struggled with this for a week. I wanted to, but the thought of letting someone else take control of my life, when I had just received my freedom to begin my own life, to be and do what ever I wanted, played on me. I knew it was Jesus who set me free, but to give him my life? The thought of it put so many fears in me. Could I trust him? I felt very insecure, because I knew that whether I liked it or not, Jesus had set me free and my life was no longer my own. 

The whole week was so different. Every thought I had, I captured and gave to Jesus. My routine changed and I struggled with the changes all week. Then, by the beginning of the next week, it was starting to grow on me and my fears were evaporating. The next night I was sitting at the keyboard learning to play "Amazing Grace" one of my favorite songs, when I realized, the great magnitude of what God has done for me. I could hardly believe it, I realized that every day this week and for the rest of my life 'if,' I leave God in control, I will be living in the 'Truth'. No more lies or false realities. I am living in the truth. The magnitude of the effect this has on the remainder of my life, blows me away. The potential I now have, is amazing, even to me. The hope and trust I have at this moment, is so great "Amazing Grace". 


When I read from the New Testament afterwards the words took on a whole new meaning and truth, because I am living in it. I captured every word I read, as being so precious, because I know that it's the truth. God has revealed so much to me, in the last couple of weeks. I can't even imagine, that God has only just begun, to reveal his truths and that there are so many more, that I don't even know and each one will set me, more free, than I am now. I can't imagine being any more free, but I look forward to each new day in God, thanks to my Lord, Savior and King, Jesus. 

I spent the next 10-min. crying because I realized, why I had hung on to my ex-husband for so long, but it wasn't him that I wanted, it was God. All these years, in fact, all my life I wanted God and now I can finally confirm it in my soul. I can't believe this; I have finally got what I've been searching for. My search has finally ended. I can't believe, all the wrong places my search took me, especially my ex-husband. 

I am so thankful, that God has forgiven me, for my relationship with my ex-husband. I know I loved him, but I now realize what I did to him. I also know, that I love him still, but its okay, because I don't need him. I have whom I need in God. If only I knew then, what I know now. However, it's okay, because I know now and God is with me, so I can handle my loss right now and set him free in love. I know the love I have for God and the separate love, I have for my ex-husband, the way it should have been. I know my love for God is stronger. I can live without my ex-husband, but I can't live without God.

During the next month, I began to really think about marriage, a Christian marriage. I asked different people about it and received some slightly different views, but out of it came an understanding of what I now wanted in a marriage. A Christian marriage could be so different to the marriage I knew. A couple coming together, with the love of God between them, just seemed so beautiful. It also made me realiz the difficulty involved, in making a decision to marry someone, because God has to be involved. 

Then I looked at my own predicament and realized, for the first time, the sin I committed, when I married my husband and that even if we did ever remarry, it wouldn't be right. I shouldn't have married him in the first place. I could see how much my life before I came to God, has messed up any future hope, for any remarriage to any one for me, although I know I want to marry again someday, there is no answer that is right for me.


I felt distressed and very sorry, that I had ever married and I understood where my sin leaded me. 

It became very clear to me again, another reason why Jesus died for me. All I could do was lay this at the cross and ask for forgiveness, repent and ask God to wipe my slate clean and ask him to find the way for me through his Grace. It made me realize what Jesus has done for me, because I can't take things back, I can't erase anything. Only God can, because of what Jesus has done for me and I am so aware now, that my life is not my own. It belongs to Jesus for all he has done for me, because without him, there would be no hope of salvation for me. 

Through Gods Grace he has forgiven me and is allowing me a clean start at life, as a servant to him. That is what my life has to be now. My only life is in serving him and he will lead me in righteousness and I know that God knows, if I can remarry, he is my judge and Jesus is my lord and I must learn to do things, his way and live my life according to Gods plan. 

A couple of days later, a woman whose son is in the same class at school as my son Michael, rang me. She said, that she had had a break down and was going to go into hospital for a while and would I mind looking after her son for her, whilst she was in hospital. I was very reluctant, because I knew that she and her son had many problems and with having 5 children of my own, I wasn't sure if I could cope. In the end, I very reluctantly, said “yes”. Before I go on, I just want to say that I did seek this person's permission, to include this in this book and she said, that she was happy for me to include it, as long as I did not mention her last name. I told her, I would not use her name, or her son's name, at all. That night, when I went to bed, God spoke to me and I mean literally spoke, in an audible voice. He told me that he wanted me to help her little family. Then he showed me how much he loved them. It was incredible. Then God said, "Debbie I'm going to show you what I can do. Watch me and I will show you the way I work in lives". 

I was so amazed that God had spoken to me, he also told me that this woman had suffered enough and that he wasn't going to allow it any longer. He was stepping in and I knew that nothing, is going to get in his way. I knew that God would bring her family together and heal. 

Her son had been staying with me for a week and during that time, God was so close. His mum rang me, she was now in respite and asked me if I could go and visit her. I told her I would. During the drive there, I just prayed the whole time, asking God to help me do the right thing. To allow him to work through me, whichever way he wanted. I knocked on the door when I arrived and she answered. She looked a mess, fearful and embarrassed. I told her I had to give her a cuddle. Then I sat and listened and prayed silently whilst she talked. She was talking a lot, about spirits and witches and God was in there a lot. This woman was a Christian. She told me that before she became a Christian, she was on heroine and anything else, she could get her hands on. She told me that at the time, she had been more or less a Guinea Pig. She also abused alcohol. She told me that God had helped her stop drinking. She was a reformed drinker. She told me that when she got this bad, she hears voices. Bad voices and that she is schizophrenic, but she's lucky because she doesn't hear them all the time. Otherwise, she would have killed herself long ago. 

I asked her, if she wanted to do an exercise with me. She said "yes". I asked her to write down on a sheet of paper, everything that was going through her mind. There was a piano there, so after a while I began to play 'Amazing Grace'. She then told me it was her favorite song. When I finished playing, I asked her whether there was a difference in what she was writing, before I started playing and afterwards. She showed me the paper and beforehand, the thoughts going through her mind was of suicide and other terrible things. When I started playing, it turned to God, beautiful things in God. I asked her if I could pray for her and she said, "yes". I stood behind her, placed my hands on her and started praying. I asked Jesus to just poor his love into her and to give her a beautiful peace. I prayed that she would know how much Jesus loves her. 

I then asked her to read what she had written and she said that she knew the first part was a lie and that she wasn't afraid anymore and that none of it applied. I told her to rip it up and throw it in the bin. She did and then she read the affirmation's, she had written from God and said, she would keep hold of them. Then the phone rang and when she had finished, I could tell she had lost her peace, so I asked her what she was thinking? She told me that the voices had come back. I told her to write it down and then I prayed for her again. When she felt God's love and peace, again, I asked her to read it and see if it still applied and she said "no". Shortly after I had to go and pick the children up from school, so I left her in Gods peace. 

I thanked God all the way home, because everything I did came from him. I had never really prayed for someone before this.

Two nights later, I had the most amazing time with God. He taught me so much. I have already told you, God had said, "Debbie, I want to show you what I can do, the way I work", well at the time, I thought he had meant in helping the woman and her son. Tonight I learned, that he didn't just mean in their lives, he meant literally, "Debbie I'll show you what I can do, the way I work (In all things)". 

Her son ended up staying with me for just over 2 weeks. It was perfect timing because that gave me a week to spend with just, my own children, before I went on my first missions trip.
I had been attending Mission Bridge training, every Sunday after noon for the past several weeks, to prepare us to go on a two weeks mission trip to Fiji. Each year, for I think it is the past eight years, God took people from our church over there, to work in, with some of the churches. We also learnt some new action songs to teach, so that they could be performed, as away of spreading the great news about Jesus and so forth. I wasn't really sure what to expect, as I had never been on one before.

I went to Mission Bridge one week, it is written in my diary as being 9/5/00. I was informed that we would need the $830.00 for the air fare to Fiji, by Friday 12/5/00. I didn't know if I would be going to Fiji in June or Vanuatu in September. I had prayed and I had received a vision that lasted only a second. I saw myself with what seemed like tribal people. I knew, that I would have all the money I needed by September, without a problem that I could foresee. I knew that it was impossible for me to come up with the money, that was needed by Friday. I knew I would be getting $800.00 the following week, but I had to pay $120.00 for the training and $145.00, for my passport and besides, next week was too late. I ended up telling them, that I didn't think I would be going to Fiji after all and that it must be Vanuatu. 

As the meeting went on my decision just didn't sit right. Afterwards, the person who runs the Mission Bridge asked me, whether the decision to go to Vanuatu, instead of Fiji, was based on the fact, that I didn't have the money, or on God. I told him, that I knew I was going on one of them, however, God never gave me a clear answer, as to which one and that if I went to Fiji, it would be a miracle from God, as I could see no possible way, except a miracle. So he said okay, that's easy, we can pray about that. 

Driving home, a thought came to me, but I didn't want to do it. Back when I first became a Christian and my friends helped us. I had had, some urgent debts and she told me, that she had friends who might lend me the money and that I could pay them back. It took me 6 months to pay them back, but that was okay with them. It was these people, that God wanted me to ask for a loan again, I knew, that I could pay them back as soon as I got back from Fiji, but I didn't even know these people.

It took me an hour, before I finally rang my friend. I told her, what I felt God wanted me to do. I stressed that she didn't have to ask, if she didn't want and that if she didn't, then that was okay, because then I would know the right answer. She said she would love to. I was so nervous. I told her not to pressure and she said, she didn't want to manipulate in any way and that she too, wanted this to be God's decision. She said, that she would put it to them tonight and would leave it with them for a couple of days and that she would tell them, that they were not to give her an answer straight away, but to pray about it. She told them it was completely up to them and there was no pressure, because there was another option that I could take later in the year, to Vanuatu. 

On Friday morning, I picked up the money from my friend, for the air fare -I was going to Fiji. What an amazing God! 

Here I am, back from Fiji. It was an amazing time. Nothing, like I could ever have imagined. I struggled with a lot of things. I never went on school camps, or anything when I was young, so I was not used to communal type living. I lost my personal relationship with God, because I had no privacy and no quiet time to myself. I struggled, but I was glad I went. 

One thing that really stands out, which I would like to share with you is: One night, I was sitting up with a couple of young Fijian men and we were talking about God. I was telling them, some things that God had done in my life, when one of them turned around and asked. What is God really real. You can talk to him, like we are talking now.? The other person and I laughed and said, of course he is real. We stayed up until the early hours of the morning talking to him about Jesus. 

The next day, our team went to another church in Fiji to share with them and when we got back to our base location where we were staying, the young man, whom I had been talking with half the night, came running over to me with tears in his eyes and a smile on his face. He said, he went to church and went down the front at an alter call and gave his life to Jesus again. He said, he couldn't stop crying, because he could feel Jesus inside him again and was very happy and excited. 

To see God working in such a great way and the friendliness of the Fijians amazed me. They seemed so unselfish, the different culture. I loved the country and the people. I felt, that I would like to go again. I would like to do better next time. I didn't really know what to expect on the mission trip. Now I know, I just know I could do better next time. Be more giving and loving, but again, I am glad I went. To see another country, with its people loving Jesus, is amazing. I hadn't been out of Australia since I came here from England when I was five years of age. 

Whilst I was in Fiji, I prayed in tongue for the first time. I was glad, it was with a stranger, as I felt shy about it. I still have not prayed in tongue in front of any one, maybe one day, it just feels funny right now. I had been back from Fiji for two weeks and still, I had not felt God's presence close to me and I missed him so much. In the end I couldn't stand it any more, I got down on my knees and pleaded for God to speak to me. It had been such a long time. I ended up speaking in tongue for the 2nd time. It was really strange. I didn't have a clue about what I was saying, but I went from feelings of joy, despair, absolute relief and joy again. Afterwards, God finally spoke to me and said "Now I'm going to show you what I can do". 

These few words meant so much to me. Before, I went to Fiji, God said, he would show me what he could do and now was the time to start. 'Now, I was going to know the way God works. I couldn't wait. Wow! God is so Great

CHAPTER SIX. Why God Created Me- All is Revealed.

Reality started to hit me, hard and fast, after coming back from Fiji. The Children, were going to their father's every second weekend and coming home with complaint after complaint, in regards to how they were treated by their fathers new partner. I would ask them, if they had spoken to their father about this and each time they would so no. So I would tell them, that they would have to try and work it out with him first, but they wouldn't. I ended up saying something to my ex-husband. I had to psych myself up to it. 

Comunication between my ex-husband and myself, was not easy. It wasn't that we argued, or were nasty to each other. I just found it hard to aproach him with anything anymore. He was not the same man now, that I loved and married. He had a way of making me feel worthless. He probably didn't even realize, he had that effect on me. It was not in anything he said, because he spoke nicely to me. I suppose, I knew, that I was not important to him, any more. 

This all started to effect me and in the end, my feelings of resentment and anger over the whole situation started to take over. I lost my focus on God and my zest for life. I had not been this depressed for along time and no matter how hard, I tried to come out of it, I couldn't. I sank that low, that I began to have thoughts of suicide again. I had not felt this way, since I had accepted Jesus into my life and I couldn't understand why this was happening. I went to bed one night, praying to Jesus to help me with this. I couldn't understand why I was so down. I could hardly think. I felt, as if my mind was being rushed, with depressing thought after thought. 

All of a sudden, I saw Jesus and he showed me, what was behind my depression. It was like, I was surrounded by demons, they were every where, attacking my every thought. I was encircled by them. When they saw Jesus, he didn't even need to speak, they ran and in that instant, my thoughts were clear and my depression lifted, Instantly. I just looked at Jesus, I was so amazed. I realized through this, that he doesn't need to speak, to have authority. He IS, Authority. I saw, such a mighty and powerful side to Jesus. He showed me, that he is King of Kings and Lord of all. Jesus doesn't need to speak, he just is. 

Those demons fled so fast, they couldn't even argue. They were powerless, in His presence and could not stay. I felt so terribly small. I felt, as if I hardly new him at all, but I wanted to. It is hard to describe, the way in which I felt Jesus, loving me right then. It is so incredibly beautiful. There was a sadness and terrible longing, for me. He loves me so much, too much, for me to ever, fully comprehend. 

Later that night I went to bed and God started speaking to me. I'm afraid that at the time, I did not write this down and so I cannot relate it all to you. I also don't feel that God wants me to share it all. For three days and four nights, God spoke to me. In the end, I couldn't stand it any more. I thought my mind was going to explode. During this time, God showed me why? He had created me. He told me, that he had created me for a purpose and then he told me what that purpose was. He took me through my life, from begining to end. He showed me, everything, Satan has done in my life, to keep Gods plan, for my life from happining. He showed me, that the biggest weapon Satan has and is still trying to use against me, is to discredit me. To make me useless to God and to try and prevent me, from living the life, God planned for me. God showed me, all the instances in my life, where Satan has had a hand in. He then proceeded to show me a great deal of his plan for my future. As he revealed my life to me, I just knew that this was God and that these were true. With every thing he said and showed me, over these days, I felt as if I was born for these things. They were so unbelievably right for me. Nothing, could have been more perfect. 

How unbelievably happy I was going to be and I can tell you now, that not in a million years, could I have imagined, the reason, God has created me, or what he wants to do with my life. God showed me, that he created me for his purposes, and that in my work, everything I did, would be to glorify him. I felt so blessed and unbelievably lucky to be me. This might seem like an in_apropriate word to use, but I have always felt during my life, that I have been incredibly lucky, because I could have turned out so differently. I believe, God has sheltered me all my life, even before I became a Christian and I am very thankfull of this. 

God revealed so much to me over these few days, he spoke constantly. In the end I couldn't take it any more and I asked God to please stop talking, because I felt as if my mind would explode and he did. After he did, I was worse off, because I had all these things racing around in my head and no one to answer my questions. I rang my friend and told her everything. My mind was still racing. Our cell group had recently had a video night and we had watched The Matrix. I felt like, I had taken the Red Pill and there was no going back. 

I decided to ring my Paster and made an appointment to speak to him about it. Then I received a very clear message, not to speak to him about it and that I had all the help I needed in God. So I rang my Paster and explained this to him and cancelled my appointment. 

I went to church two days later, I was still in awe of everything. I still, had not heard Gods voice again and I desperately, needed to talk it over, so I called a friend over to talk to him about it. When it came to telling him, Gods actual plan for my life, I found I could not speak, my mouth would not speak the words to tell him. He told me later, that the same thing happened to him, when he went to talk about it, with his wife. He went to tell her the details, that I had told him and he couldn't speak the words. He knew that this news was not to be told to any one else, maybe, even, possibly, to him. 

What God revealed to me over those past few days, gave me so much hope for my life. As I said before, I could never have imagined my life, turning out the way God planned it for me and if it wasn't for God, it wouldn't happen. I am know where near the person, that God has shown me I will become. I cannot see it in me and yet I know, that God's way is the only way I can go, where I will be completely fullfilled and happy in my life. No other way could be any where near, as right for me. 

CHAPTER SEVEN. Jesus Lover of my Soul- Heals my Childhood Wounds.

A while later, I went to bed early again one night, to spend some time with God. This is a routine I have formed, but this night I spent most of the night crying. One of the things God said, was that he was going to show me what a real family is like. He told me, that I was now in his family and he would show me what that means. He showed me and made me realize, what I was like. 

I grew up in a family, that was so messed up and it was just, everyone for themselves. God showed me how I still operate that way now, with my own children and me. He said "Debbie I'm going to be your father and teach you what you missed out on. I'm going to show you how my family operates". I was crying. All I could think was, "I can't believe you Lord. You are God. Why would you do this for me. You are God. You don't have to do this. I don't deserve it." I couldn't believe, that God wanted to be my real father. Then he said "Debbie, this is how a family operates. You are in my family. I love you and in my family we care and share". He said, "Debbie, I am willing to guide you along the paths, that are right for you. I'm going to teach you and help you, the way you should have been taught." (There was no condemnation, for any member of my family, or me, in any of this) there was just love, beautiful love. 

He told me more, but unfortunately, I did not write this, until the following morning and I had forgotten the rest, by then. I hardly slept that night. I finally fell asleep at 4am. I spent the night talking to God, praying and read some Psalms in the Bible. I was so close to God, it was beautiful.

Before, I continue on, with what God showed me next. I want to explain to you, a little about my childhood. 

As far back as I can remember, I did not like my father. In-fact, I wanted nothing to do with him. I knew he did not like me either, he was never nice to me. When I was 12 years old, my parents owned a milk bar and I was working in it one Saturday afternoon. There were no customers, so I went to go out to the back room. I was about to go in, when I realized, they were all talking about me and so I listened at the door. 

My father was crying and he said, that he hated me and he had never loved me. He could not love me and that he did not know how. I was so hurt by this; I went back to the shop. I knew my father didn't like me, but to hear him say, that he hated me, was something else. The fact that I didn't like him either, just didn't seem to matter any more. All that mattered was that fathers were not supposed, to hate their children. Before this, I thought he didn't like me, and I didn't care, but hearing my father say this, all of a sudden, something inside me wanted him to love me. Hearing this changed the course of my life.

I was quite happy with just my mother's love, before this. After this, I no longer wanted the love I could have. I wanted only, the love that I could not have. I wanted my fathers love and I searched for it, in all the wrong places. 

He never did love me, but when I was in my early thirties, I finally accepted it and let go. 

Now, I will tell you what God showed me this night. He showed me, what a fathers love was. At the time, I just thought, Oh! So that's, what a fathers love is. He told me, that he was my real father. I did not have a father, that I could love and honor, so, I would be able to honor him and obey his commandment, which states “Honor thy father and thy mother: that thy days may be long upon the land which the LORD thy God giveth thee”. (kjv)

Over the next couple of days, the full extent of what God had just done, started to hit me. I realized, that I had wanted that fatherly- love, all my life. I never even knew what it felt like, till he showed me what it was. In God, I now had a father. It felt really strange and I told God, that I didn't even know how, to love a father and could he help me to learn.

A couple of nights later, I just prayed to God. I didn't really have any thing to say, I just wanted to be with my father to see what it felt like. It was so nice, to stand there before God as my father, because I wanted, needed, to spend time with him and know that I could. 

To come to God as a father, when you've never really had one is really special. God made me feel, like I had never been without a father's love. I didn't have, just any father- I now had the best. 

When I was near my father in this way, I felt different. He made me realize that I really did come from him. He created me in his likeness. How great it is, to have God as my Father. I don't even need a reason to see him any more. I can now just say, “Hi Dad just dropped in to say hello and that I love you” and have God love and cherish me back. How great is that? If it weren't for God, I would have gone through my whole life and never known or cared, about what a father's love was. 

Over the next couple of days, I just felt different. More balanced. I was now loved by a mother and a father and it brought a balance deep inside me.

It made me feel sad, that there are so many broken families, mine included and I realized, just how much children need both parents, or to have a great love of God to be able to grow up with a balance within. 
The next thing that God did for me is really personal. I didn't know whether to include it and I really prayed and battled over this, but all I kept coming up with, was that God has healed me so well: Did I have the right not to include it? I wanted others to know, what a Great and Loving God we have and that even those who have been through the same as I, can be healed fully and grow to Love God, as a beautiful and loving Father. A Father, like none other, they could ever know. 

When I think of God my father, the only verse that comes to mind is Galations 5:22-23 But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, Meekness, temperance: against such there is no law. This is the way my Father loves me. He is the source of all these things and more and he is found only through Jesus. 

I had written in an earlier chapter, how God had shown me, that he had heard all my prayers and remembered all of them and that nothing went unnoticed. Well, now I would like to share with you what those prayers were about.

From my earliest memories, up until the age of 14 years I was abused, both emotionally and sexually. Between the ages of five to about 11 years old, when my father came into my room; I would just close my eyes and think to myself, "you can't hurt me. My legs aren't me" and in my mind I would just chop them off. "My arms aren't me" and I would chop them off and I would continue doing this, where-ever he touched me. Till in the end there was nothing left. After he would leave, In my mind I would collect all my body parts that I had chopped off and I would sit there holding them, crying out to God to help me, put myself back together again, because I didn't know how and everything was broken and dirty. He never did and around the age of 11 years, I no longer cried to God. I thought I was just too bad and that God would never love me and as I said earlier, I grew up believing this. 

So many times, in my childhood and during my life, I had wished I could have just killed my self. But I couldn't, because I thought, I was that bad, that I would go to hell and I was afraid of hell. In some ways I am thankful, because it is the only thing that kept me alive all this time. 

In those days, child abuse, was pretty much swept under the carpet and there was no counseling. When our case went to court, it was apparently, only the second case in Australia, to go to court and they only had, one other case to go by in sentencing.

My teenage years were a mess. When I was fifteen, boys started to become interested in me. I had not been interested in boys and I didn't know how to react. I still craved after a love I couldn't have in my father and this came out in my behavior. I wasn't interested in boys who showed interest in me, I went after the ones who weren't interested and got hurt over and over. Another problem I had as a result of my abuse was that I couldn't say No. At that time in my life ,I hated sex, but something inside me would just freeze and I could not say no. 

When I was 18 years old, I met my husband. I didn't like him when we first met. I was interested in someone else, who I couldn't have. Then, one night we just started talking. He was really interested, in the things I had to say and that had never happened before. I fell asleep watching TV with him and I awoke and there he was just stroking my hair. I laid there and pretended to be asleep and he just stroked my hair. I was so amazed he never once tried to touch me. It was the most beautiful thing, that had ever happened to me and for the next couple of weeks, I would pretend to fall asleep and he would just stroke my hair.

I fell in love with him, but he was with someone else at the time, he ended up leaving her and we lived together. It was short lived and he left three months later, against his wishes, but, for the wishes of members of his family, he went back to his ex-girlfriend because they had had, a child together. By that time I was three months pregnant with our eldest son.

I did not see him again for two years. He had tried to contact me in that time, but he was given a wrong phone number and in the end he gave up. For those two years I just lived for our son. I absolutely adored him. I never dated any one else, because I believed, that his father and I would one-day re-unite. Something inside me, just told me, that we were meant to be. 

By accident, we met up again. I was in a shopping center and he saw me and followed me all around and back to my friends house, where I was visiting. He ended up getting my phone number and rang me and asked if we could meet. My heart was racing and I was leaving nothing to chance, so I went to see him that night and got there around midnight. We talked and he told me that he had since married. I asked him why he wanted to see me and that I could not be, just friends, because I loved him too much. He told me, he loved me and had not stopped loving me and that he and his wife were not together and that he wanted to be with me, so we left together that night. He was in the army and was being transferred to Adelaide and I ended going with him. 

When he left me 15 years later, and before I became a Christian; I believed then, it was Karma. I believed, I was being paid back for the terrible thing I had done to his wife.
A few nights, after God showed me, what a Fathers love was, I was again in bed, having my quiet time with God, when Jesus spoke to me. He said again, that he had heard my prayers and that he would now answer them. He said that he could and would put me back together again. 

Then I had the most incredible feeling. It started in my toes and went all the way to my head. I felt, I was being given a new body. But, not just any body, this was my body, but clean, and beautiful. 

I could feel this new body growing on me. It was funny, because when I felt my new, clean, legs (It is hard to explain the feeling so I will call it growing) they actually felt long, instead of short  and how I loved them. This continued all the way to my head. I can't describe how I felt at the time, because I somehow knew, that this body Jesus was giving to me, was my body that the father had created for me, and that he had kept it clean, new and safe, to be able to give it back to me tonight. This body had never been touched by unpure hands, only the loving hands of God.

I would like to quote you a scripture that best describes how my new body felt Cor 6:19 What? Know ye not, that your body is the temple of the Holy Ghost which is in you, which ye have of God and ye are not your own. I felt that the Holy spirit dwelt in this new body of mine. It was a temple for him. 

When all was done, Jesus spoke again. What he said, in some ways through me off balance, because I did not expect it. Jesus said, "Go, Sin no more". As he said these words, I understood excactly how Mary Magdalene must have felt, when he cleansed her and I also understood so much more clearly, the way in which he healed her. 

The next day, I woke up and started to go about my day, but with a very big difference. I felt, as if my sense of touch had returned and yet I didn't even realize it had gone. With every thing I touched, my sence of touch, seemed to explode. I was hanging out the washing and all a could feel were my hands, touching the pegs. The plastic feel in my hands. Touching the wet clothes, I had a sense of great love for the child, each peace of clothing belonged to and also, the feel of my fingers, moving from picking up the clothes, to placing them on the clothes line. Every small detailed involved, in the movement of my hands. Every movement, felt beautiful and delicate. It felt good. I loved the feel of my new hands and I loved the fact, that I could feel beautiful things again with my hands. My abuse had dulled my senses, to beautiful touch and I had it back, thanks to Jesus.

To walk in a clean body, is an amazing experience for me, to love it and look after it and call it my own, with respect, is a wonderful thing to be able to do. I think that a part of hating myself, was because I felt my body was so dirty and could never be clean. Now, I had a body I could love, that is a dwelling place for the Holy Spirit. 

It was after this, that God showed me who he was. (As in the First Chapter of this book)- It was so great, I started off there and have worked backwards, because that was such a turning point for my Christian walk. Revealing himself to me in that way, gave me a faith and a trust, so much greater than any, I’d had before. It made me feel so safe and I just knew, that he will never let me go. From this point, God has moved quickly in my life. If you think the first half of this book has been exciting; just in knowing, this Great and awsome God, through his preciouse Son Jesus. (Well, I hope you have found it exciting), this next half, is even more so. As you will see, Our God is an Amazing God- He is the Great I AM. 

CHAPTER EIGHT. Jesus Breaks the Chains of Bondage- One Link at a time.

Rom. 8:5 Those who live as their human nature tells them to, have their minds controlled by what human nature wants. 

I had been trying for a couple of weeks now, to let go of my feelings, of hanging on to my ex-husband. I was just so sick of the pain my hanging on caused me. I took it to God and asked him to help me with it again. Over the next couple of weeks I tried hard to let go, but I found the harder I tried, the harder I hung on. The more I tried the more impossible it became. In the end, I spoke to my friend about it. She said, "Debbie have you ever asked God to show you how to let go?" I said, "No, I usually tell him what I will do and ask him to help me with it." 

I soon realized how ridiculous, I had been and how so typical, that way was for me. That night I went to bed and prayed to God to show me how. I told him that I couldn't do it. I didn't know how. 

A couple of days later, I was hanging washing on the line, when all of a sudden, I felt, such a deep sense of repentance. I was so sorry for all the terrible things, I had done to my husband during our years together and I sought forgiveness. I then prayed for my ex-husband. 

This began to play on my mind. I began to feel regret, because I knew that I was no longer that same person anymore. I wished I had known then, what I know now, but it was too late. Our marriage was over and had been for a long time. 

I went to God that night full of pain. Pain, because it was just too late. I found it so hard, to face the fact, that we don't always, get a second chance at everything, that some times we have to learn by our mistakes and take the consequences. It reminded me of the night before my husband and I separated. He told me, that he had met someone else and that he was leaving. We talked for about half an hour, I was just so shocked. When we finished talking, he went in to have a shower. I just sat there stunned, when all of a sudden, everything I had ever done wrong in my marriage, flashed before my eyes, like a movie. All these different scenes flashed by. It was like, I had heard sometimes, when people are facing possible death their life flashes before their eyes. Well, that is what happened to me and it happened in a split second. In that split second, I knew the biggest mistake I had made, was taking everything for granted. I took my husband, my children, and life it's self for granted. I couldn't believe, that I could see it all when it was over and I couldn't believe now, that it was too late. 

When my husband got out of the shower I begged him not to go, that I knew, I just new where I had gone wrong, but he said, it was too late. I never excepted it then and here I was now, faced with the same thing and again I couldn't accept the fact that it was over for good. 

That night, some friends and I took the children to see a Christian play. There was a scene in the play which really spoke to me. In the scene, Satan had tricked a man to sign his life over to him.One of Satan's helpers, was about to take his life, when Jesus appeared. Satan became angry and he was shouting, "No, you can't have him. This ones mine. He's all mine." Jesus didn't say, No Satan, he is mine, Jesus said to Satan "he has the freedom to choose." I went home and this scene stayed on my mind. I began to realize, that I felt the same way about my ex-husband, as Satan does with people. I think of my ex-husband, as being mine. Like a belonging, he belongs to me.

I awoke the next day and I just knew, that I couldn't get out of bed, until I had spent time with God. I didn't want to keep feeling this way and I knew, it was wrong, to think of a person, as belonging to me in such a way. 

Whilst I was praying, I had this vision of myself and I had handcuffed, my ex- husband to me. I then saw Jesus and he was holding the key to the handcuffs. He said, "let him go, set him free so you can both be free." I wanted to. I really wanted to be free, but I just couldn't do it. In the end, I asked Jesus to do it for me, and he did. He then walked off, with his arm around my ex-husband. I wanted to call him back and to put the handcuffs back on, but I heard God say "No, set him free, you need to be free." I didn't call him back. I was crying, I looked around and all I could see was blackness. Where there was once hope, there was now none. I realized, that in this whole time, I had never really put my hope in God, like I thought I had. It had been placed in my own wants and desires, in wanting my husband back. I then saw Jesus standing in front of me. He said, "Debbie, I am your way, follow me." I clung to him for dear life. He was all there was left. Every thing else had turned to black. I realized once again, that Jesus, really is the only way for me. There is no other way. I felt such a great sense of relief and freedom. I was now free to be, my own person in God. 

I was no longer forcibly, dragging my ex-husband around with me. (Even though, he wasn't really handcuffed to me.) He might as well have been. I didn't realize the weight that this burden had been on me, until Jesus finally set me free and it was Great. At these times, when Jesus is just so close, you know he is the Way. You know he is the Truth and you know he is the Life. At these times, you would follow Jesus anywhere, thankfully and with so much hope. 

Since becoming a Christian, I have always hated the word "CHOICE." This word, was not even apart of my vocabulary, before I became a Christian. I made decisions, not choices. Decisions, didn't seem to have the same consequences attached. If I made a wrong decision, I could fix it, by making the right decision the next time. Who cared, about the consequences? We learned by our mistakes. In my New Age beliefs, it didn't matter so much that we got it wrong, because we just kept on coming back, till we finally got it all right one day and didn't need to come back any more. (Reincarnation) For probably the first time since I had become a Christian, I was so very thankful, that God had given us the freedom to choose, and that Jesus paid for our freedom, by his blood, that was shed for us on the cross. 

Eph: 22-24 You were taught, with regard to your former way of life, to put off your old self, which is being corrupted by its deceitful desires; to be made new in the attitude of your minds; and to put on the new self, created to be like God in true righteousness and holiness. (NIV) 

Over the next couple of days, anger built up inside of me. I was angry with my self, that I had hung on so long. I didn't just hang on after we separated. It began years before. I knew, I should have left him years ago. Or, we should have sought help in our marriage, but instead, we ran it into the ground. I didn't even realize, that this anger was there, until it exploded in words, that came out of my mouth. 

I was visiting a friend from church. I was speaking so angrily. I didn't know what I was saying, I was just speaking my anger. My friend was shocked. So was I. Whilst I was driving home, I felt so terrible and I didn't know what was going on with me. I heard God say, that I wasn't seeing things through his eyes and I needed to look to him. 

I got home, rang my friend from church, and apologized. I got off the phone and I just couldn't work out, what was wrong. Then God spoke to me and he showed me, why I was angry. He showed me, that I wasn't angry about what I thought I was and that the anger, was from letting go of my ex-husband. He showed me, that for a lot of years, I had been hanging on to a lie. I had believed, what I had wanted to, about my husband and my marriage and not the truth. He showed me, that my not letting go, was a way of my not having to face the truth. 

I had spent so many years of my life, covering up my husband's wrongdoings. In some ways, I took them all of him, to make him look clean and placed them on myself and I realized the terrible impact, that had on me. In-fact, in the end, I just took all the blame, so willingly, that my husband then began to also believe, that everything was my fault and blamed me. In the end, we had a marriage just so full of blame and lies. God showed me that hanging on to my ex husband, was a way of preventing me from going through these emotions of grief. I was so shocked, I thought that once I let go, that would be it. I would be over it all. 

Earlier in the day, after God had shown me, why I was angry, I had rung my friend, to explain and she hadn't got back to me, so I just assumed, that she was upset with me.

I didn't know how I was going to go to church again. I just thought the worst. Then the phone rang and it was my friend from church. I ended up explaining the whole situation to her and she said, "Oh Debbie, this is such a break through for you, I am so happy. I mean its horrible going through all of this, but I'm so happy for you". I got of the phone and thought, she understood. She doesn't hate me. I was just so very thankful to God, for bringing me such good friends. I was so thankful, for all the friends I had made since becoming a Christian. 

I also realized, that apart from my friend, who new me before I became a Christian, I had never really come out and said to any one, that my marriage was not good. I realized, that I had been trying to cover up the truth in that area as well. It felt good to finally, be able to just say, "my marriage was terrible for along time" and not feel ashamed, or condemned by that. For the first time I felt, that I might finally get through all this, thanks to God. He showed me that I have great friends, who were already helping, to lead me in a new direction in life. I felt so much hope for my life, this great life in God. 
As the week went on, I started to lose my sense of direction. At one point I tried to hang on to my ex-husband again, but that was no longer, an alternative for me. It just didn't work. It was over, so instead, I walked around with out a direction.

I went to bed one night and started talking to God. My heart wasn't in it, instead, it was on me, my own needs. I then had a picture of me stumbling around blindfolded, not knowing where I was going, or what I was doing. Then, I heard God say, that it was okay that I was blindfolded, because he was watching me and could see and he would make sure I was safe. Then something very un-expected happened; I saw a picture of a tarot card, the six or eight of swords. There was a woman, bound with a blindfold on and there were six or eight swords surrounding her. I knew that the card was representing me. It was amazing how clearly, I could read the card. I thought, when I was involved in the New Age, I didn't see that clearly. I became confused and asked Jesus to come near, but he didn't. He was not in this vision at all. 

I knew, that not all of this was from God. I thought that may-be, the first part was, when God said, he would keep me safe. I decided to read some of my bible. I opened up to Jeremiah and started to read. A passage jumped out of the page at me Jere 23:16 The Lord Almighty said to the people of Jerusalem, "do not listen to what the prophets say, they are filling you with false hopes. They tell you what they have imagined and not what I have said" 

I awoke the next day and I was still confused about it. I knew something wasn't right. In the end, I started to doubt all my experiences with God. Was I still following a false God, or what? I was praying to God about it and I asked Jesus to set me free from this bondage that I was in. As soon as I had spoken the words, I realized, that Jesus could not set me any freer, than I already was. He had already given me, my freedom. When I realized this, I apologized very quickly. 

Later that evening, God finally showed me without a doubt, that none of this vision was from God. It was all a trick from Satan. The Holy Spirit had spoken and confirmed his truths in me. I felt the presence of the Holy Spirit. I had been talking on the phone, to my friend about it and when I had hung up, all of a sudden, the whole thing was erased from my mind. I felt extremely happy and I could feel Gods love in my heart.

I then realized, that my 12year old son Michael, who was supposed to be in bed, was standing behind me. I decided to share with him, the fact that Satan can still try and trick us, even when we are Christians, into believing that he is God. I was going to share a little bit more with him, but found it extremely hard. The love of God was in my heart and that was all I could think about. My son must of felt it too, because he said, "I'm going to bed, but I just want to pray with you to God, because we should pray together." He began with a beautiful prayer and afterwards he went to bed. 

The Holy Spirit, revealed his truths to me. God wanted to use me in a big way and that, as far as Satan was concerned, if he couldn't have me, he would do the next best thing: If he could keep me in bondage, he would. If he can discredit me and muddle my head, to the truth of Gods word, so I would be of no to use to God in his pan for my life. He would. 

Through the Holy Spirit everything became very clear. I realized, that as much as God wants me to write this book, Satan doesn't and that he would try every dirty trick he could use, to prevent, what God wants from happening. I have had so much difficulty in writing this. Satan did not want this forgery to be uncovered. The Holy Spirit, pointed out several things to me, in the vision I had seen and why none of it was from God. 


1. The first is this. In the vision, God, said that it was all right, that I was bound and couldn't see. He would see for me and keep me safe.
(Jesus came to set us free. He paid for our freedom with his life. Jesus heals; he does no keep us in bondage, and see for us. He sets us free, so we can follow him, if we choose.) Galations5: 1 Stand fast therefore in the liberty wherewith Christ hath made us free, and be not entangled again with the yoke of bondage. (KJ. vers.) 

2. Jesus does not hide from us. If we ask Jesus to draw near to us, he comes as it says in James 4:7-8 so then, submit yourselves to God. Resist the Devil, and he will run away from you. Come near to God, and he will come near to you. 
3. It didn't sit right. The Holy Spirit, who lives in us, knows Gods spirit and reveals his truths. John 14:17 He is the spirit, who reveals the truth about God. The world cannot receive him, because it cannot see him, or know him. But you know him, because he remains with you and is in you. 

The next day, I didn't feel all that great. Yet at the same time, I also knew that there was no reason for me to be feeling the way I was. I knew Jesus had set me free. I was moping around the house, and every now and then, I would notice something in a room that I liked and think, that's apart of who I am and like it. Then I would go back to my moping around. 

I was feeling a discontentment and I had that feeling again, that the real me was inside there somewhere. I put some worship music on and began worshiping God. I was looking to God and could feel his holy presence, when all of a sudden, God showed me myself in him. I couldn't believe it. He wasn't only in me, I was in him. I felt this new me and I was so full of the love of God. This 'me' in God, really loved God and was so confident in her walk for God. I loved this me. 

Each time I took my focus of God, I could not feel the 'me' in God and each time I turned my focus back, I would feel the love of God inside me again, as this new me. It was as if, this was the 'me' that God created, undamaged in any way. Just so completely for God. It felt good. A comfortable feeling. It felt right. This me in God, loved people with Gods love, it felt funny, not to have one complaint about me at all. In-fact, I didn't matter. What mattered, was who God is and how great he is. This 'me' in God, can walk the path God created for me to walk, because this 'me' could keep her focus on God and what he can do. This new me could also allow Jesus to work through her. 

During the day, I kept losing my focus on God and putting it back on me. It is amazing how much of my day, is spent with the focus on me and not on God. I know God has taught me this before and that he is now teaching me this again, in a slightly different way and that he will teach me again if he needs to. However, I hope he doesn't, because I really love the me, that God created, who lives in him and always has. 

I am so thankful, that Jesus helped me let go of the false hope, I was hanging onto for all those years. I had such a fear of letting go. At one point, I did not think I could go on living, if I let go. Later, I didn't think I could have any quality in my life, without my husband in it. I thought, the only way, I could be really fulfilled inside me, was if I had my husband back. I thought, I loved God first, but I needed my husband too. It is so great to learn, that I was very wrong and that the only real fulfillment comes from loving God the Father, Son and Holy Spirit and in the freedom, I have received in Jesus. Thanks to Gods great love for us.

Once, I didn't think I would ever be able like myself, but this new me, I have found in God, I don't just like, I love, really love. 
It's been over a month, since I last wrote in this book. I have suffered with depression for most of my adult life and since becoming a Christian, one of the worst effects from my depression, is that it robs me of my relationship with God. When I get depressed, God seems very far away. 

God has been good to me, in healing me of all the causes for my depression. He set me so free in him and I just couldn't understand why, I still suffered with depression. I knew my depression was self-inflicted. God had set me free and kept lifting me up. Each time he lifted me up though, it seemed, I would say to myself, 'okay, thank you God you've picked me up and now I'll just do things my own way again.' You may find this hard to believe, but it's actually hard for me to be happy. When I'm happy, I don't know what to do. It feels so strange and so in the end I always end up doing or thinking something, to bring me down again. I take things to heart very easily and so if I allow it, it doesn't take much to bring me down. Usually I'm down, for about two weeks the maximum, before God brings me back up again, but not this time. This time it lasted a month and I didn't realize, how far away from God I had become. I knew God was still close to me, somewhere, but boy, I had a concrete slab surrounding my heart and I wasn't letting anyone in. 

We have, our Church cell group every Wednesday night and a couple of weeks ago, we sat down and began worship and prayer as we normally do. I was singing, but my heart wasn't really in it. About five or so minutes into worship, I felt God. He had some how managed to break through my barrier and there he was in my heart. It was so unexpected. It seemed like such along time, since I had felt the presence of God and I missed it. The more I felt him, the more I missed him and wanted him back and in the end I burst into tears and started thanking God. I looked up and every one was quiet and concerned. I didn't know what to say, so I just blurted out something like, "Oh, its been so long since I felt God" and I cried even more. I felt embarrassed, because, I didn't know that this was going to happen. 

Everyone prayed for me. I told them the struggles I was having. I told them, how God had set me free and yet I continue to live in bondage, instead of freedom. I told them that God had shown me, who I am in him and yet I constantly fight God, instead of working with him. I never seem to be able to do what I know is right and it was a constant battle for me right now. Someone quoted Rom 7:15 I do not understand what I do; for I don't do what I would like to do, but instead I do what I hate. I knew the passage well and it certainly fit well, with me at this time. 

The next day I awoke and God was not in my heart any more and I couldn't stand it. I went to bed that night and just talked to God about it and in the end I decided that may-be; it was time for me to go on anti-depressants. I knew, that if it weren't for my moods, I would be living in the freedom, that Jesus had already given me. I have never felt good about anti-depressants. I felt, that for me they would be just a band aid, a type of cover up and I didn't want that. I wanted a cure, but I was so sick of going up and down like a yo-yo. 

I awoke the next day and rang my doctor to make an appointment. I decided to ring my friend and talk it over with her. I felt uneasy about it. I knew Jesus had set me free and I didn't want to make this decision lightly, because if I went on anti-depressants, I knew, that I would be allowing these tablets to have a hold on me and I didn't really want that but I was desperate. My friend suggested I go to a health food shop and speak to someone there. She told me about a herbal alternative, that is not addictive. I got off the phone and I thought, what I wanted most right now, was a quick fix it and none of these could do that. I would have to wait at least a week or two for either of these to work, so I might as well try the alternative first. 

I cancelled the doctor's appointment and went to the health food shop. I spoke to a woman there and I was glad I went. I could not have spoken to a more caring person. I bought some herbal tablets for depression and before I left, she asked me what my diet was like and I said terrible. She asked me what my exercise was like and I said even worse. She said, "force yourself to have breakfast every morning. Even if you don't feel like it, force yourself any way and you just may be surprised at the results". I went in clutching a straw and I walked out clutching, what I felt was the first real hope, I had felt in a while. It took me all my might, not to just burst into tears in the shop. I felt God saying, "Debbie, you concentrate on these two things and I will do the rest." 

When I got home, I sat down and ate a bowl of breakfast cereal, which was the first time I had eaten breakfast since I was in Fiji and that was in June and it was now November. During the day, God showed me how my depression had become a habit. Their was no longer any need, for the habit to continue and that it was now time, for it to be broken and all I had to do, was concentrate on eating breakfast and taking a ten minute walk everyday and he would do the rest. 

As the day went on, all these great ideas kept coming into my head, about changes God wanted to see take place in our family. When the kids came home from school, I told them that we were having a family meeting. "Oh no" they said, "not a family meeting". "I'm afraid so" I said. My children have come to learn, that a family meeting meant changes of some sort and even though they say 'oh no' they enjoy family meetings and get quite excited about them. They have come to know that we only have family meetings (spoken with a certain tone of my voice) when God has shown me something new and although, it usually means new boundaries and rules for them, they have liked them better than the existing rules. 

I told them that I would no longer, be grounding them as a punishment all the time and that there would be no more loss of pocket money, for not doing their chores, because they would just do them. I told them, how God had shown me a whole different way for us, as a family to start living. The talk took about an hour all up and then they went out to play. 

The next day when my children awoke, they were greeted with a lavish breakfast spread out before them. It consisted of cereal, toast, jam, vegemite, fresh fruit and a pot of tea.  All their eyes popped wide open and they ran to the table.  “Oh mum this is so great I love how God is changing you” was my twelve-year-olds son’s reply.  They weren’t very impressed with the tea so I said, “every second day we would have herbal tea”, which they like and so then it was okay.  Before this, my children would usually get a bowl of cereal and a drink of cordial for breakfast, so to them this was a banquet.  

I decided to walk my children to school for my ten-minute walk and they loved it.  I came back home feeling great.  What a great start to the day!  In one day, my whole attitude had changed.  So many great ideas were coming into my head about my children.  When I came down in depression, my children came down with me and normally it would take me a couple of weeks to pick up a routine again.  Not this time, God helped me do it virtually over night.

Three days later I was still going well. It was Sunday night and I decided to go to bed early to spend some quiet time with God.  It was then that I realized that I had not done this for over a month and again of how much I had missed God.  I also realized that my letting go of my personal relationship with God is probably what brought me down in the first place.  

The next day we all slept in.  I then had a choice to make. Do I rush around trying to get the kids to school and forgo a decent breakfast and end up in a terrible mood, which is what I would normally do, or do I give them a day off, sit down, and eat a good breakfast with them. I chose the later.  At the end of the day I new I had failed but instead of coming down hard on myself, all I could think was “Tomorrows another day”.  Usually this one event would have been enough to bring me on my downward spiral, but not today.

I awoke the next day on time and everything went well, but during the day, a huge struggle had begun.  It seemed like everything within me was telling me, that I should not be happy now. I had been happy for five days in a row and that was just too long.  My mind was racing with thoughts that were trying to bring me down.  I knew that my depression was just a habit now which had to be broken. Each time a thought would come into my mind to bring me down, I would just pray to God for strength.  The strength came, because I knew that all I had to do was concentrate on eating breakfast and going for a walk and that God would do the rest.  When I was depressed, I never thought of the things that I could do, instead, I seemed to concentrate on all the things that I couldn’t. I was so amazed another day went by full of praise and thanks to God.

The weekend came and my children’s father came and picked them up.  The weekend didn’t go well and I didn’t end up going to church on Sunday.  The children came home in the afternoon raving that they had had a good time, which I was thankful for.  They told me what they did and in amongst it, they told me something that I didn’t like.  I was angry at something they had revealed to me quite innocently.  I couldn’t let them see my reaction, but I was angry at unfairness, in a situation.  This began to play on me. By the end of the day, I could feel myself coming down.  I could feel myself closing off to God. Then I thought, “No! I’m not going down that road again.”  I couldn’t stand it.  I could feel the habit side of the depression and just thought no way.  Concentrate on what God has given you. Eat breakfast and go for a ten-minute walk each day and God will do the rest. 

For the first time Instead of drawing away from God, because I wasn’t feeling good, I came near. I hung onto the scripture in the bible that says, “Come near to God and he will come near to you.”  This was a big step for me, to come near to God when all I wanted to do was hide. Sin draws me away from God, so far away that I don’t want to face him.  Not this time, I hung onto the fact that he is a God who forgives, when we seek his forgiveness.  We don’t have to go away and torture ourselves by trying to hide from God, thinking that we can’t face him, because we are not good enough as Satan would want us to believe.  I sought his forgiveness and then believed, really believed in his word.  That he forgives and cleanses us.  Our God is a forgiving God who forgives us, through his grace alone, because of the death on the cross of his Son Jesus.  Who died for all our sins, even the ones we haven’t committed yet? As it says in Rom 3:23-24 Every-one has sinned and is far off from God’s saving presence. But by the free gift of God’s grace all are put right with him through Christ Jesus, who sets them free. 

Such a great hope there is, to be found in God alone.  To think that I may never need to live with depression again is so amazing to me.  I am so used to living with it and yet, I cant wait for the day (that I know will come), when I couldn’t imagine what living with depression feels like.   

CHAPTER NINE.  Foundations Broken- To be Built Anew

Its been three weeks or more and no sign of depression. Its been an amazing time, because believe me, things have not been smooth sailing. The rougher it has seemed to get, the closer I have come to God. This is so unusual for me. The two younger of my three sons have behaved terribly all week. I moved them into the bungalow, out in the back yard. This used to be my eldest son's room, but he moved out a few months ago and has enlisted in the Army. I decided to give us a spare room inside as an office for myself and for all the things that just don't seem to fit any where, but clutter up our small home. 

Since the move, my 12year old son has begun trying to act like a 16year old and my 10year old son, is trying to compete and the consequences of it all, is fighting between the two. Continual fighting. I went out to their room and they were arguing, they saw me and turned to me, both yelling their complaints about each other. Michael, my twelve-year-old was moving out. He said, he would sleep on the grass in the back yard if he had to. He had his bags packed and ready to go. 

This type of behavior had been going on all week. I was silently praying to God, because I just didn't know what to do about it, I'd tried it all. In the end, I did the only thing I could- I grabbed the two of them, I told them to hold hands and I prayed with them. I let them know, that I did not know what to do about it and that we were coming before God, for his help.

After about 15mins, of all of us praying, I noticed the boys had both calmed down, so we ended our prayers and I stayed in their room with them, whilst they cleaned it. Everything was well again, but it was short lived. All day they just kept fighting with each other and the girls. Night time came and thankfully, so did their bedtime. I couldn't wait to go to bed. I needed a friend in Jesus tonight.

I sat there in bed, pouring it all out to him. At the end of it, I felt his peace. I kept praying and talking to him. The more I felt his presence, the more I began to realize, what really mattered and what didn't. I began to feel repentance, for my own behavior. Standing before the Son of God, feeling his Love, Strength, Righteousness, Authority and everything else, can be so incredible. I looked at myself and just thought, "what am I doing?" Jesus didn't even need to speak, I just knew. Jesus is the way, the truth and the life. Follow him and more important, serve him. Be a humble servant. Live to serve him. That's what matters. Jesus was telling me, that if I would humble myself to him, be a 'humble servant' to him, none of this would be happening. To follow him all the way, I needed to humble myself. At that moment for the first time, I felt humble and oh, how I wanted to serve him. Again, I realized that my life is not my own. Jesus helped me realize, that serving him, really is all that matters "Seek ye first, the kingdom of heaven" if I could only do that, I know every thing else would just fall into place. I prayed to God to help me, to be a humble servant. 

The next day I awoke and guess what, the boys fought. I knew I had to move them back into the house. Move my office back into the kitchen, and use the bungalow as a toy room. I informed them of this and told them that it would be happening over the following week. I had a real peace inside. I felt, as if I had finally given up the fight. I was so sick of fighting with God, on everything. Jesus helped me see this last night. 

Ever since I had become a Christian, I have fought with God every step of the way, in the changes he has helped make within me. He has always been right. His ways, have always been better and yet, I have continued to struggle and fight with every step. 

A scripture in the bible, came to my mind Gen 32:24-32. It tells of Jacobs's wrestle with God. I felt that this referred to me, and that my wrestling with God is finally over for now. Speaking with a friend from church, he told me the background information, leading up to the wrestle. He started at the birth of Esau and Jacob. They were twin brothers who struggled against each other, before they were born. I won't relate the whole story now, but I was so amazed. I could see such a similarity between these two brothers and my own two sons. If you would like to read the scripture for your selves, it is Gen 25:19 –Gen 32:30. 

These two sons of mine have fought from day one. May-be we've all been wrestling with God and my second eldest sons fight, will soon be over too. I'm not sure about this one, we will just have to see, what unfolds. 

The boys fighting continued. I felt it was a spiritual fight, with my younger son Shaun and Michael was receiving the brunt of it and then reacting to it in his way. A couple of nights later I was on the phone to a friend. I had sent the boys to bed, about half an hour before this. All of a sudden, they came out arguing. I finished my call, and Michael was very upset and he ended up stating, that he had had it and ran out the door. It was about 10:40pm, as I had gone to cell group the children went to bed later, than they normally would have. I went outside after him but he was nowhere in sight. He finally came home at around 11.30pm. He said he was sorry, but he was just so sick of his younger brother. I sat down and talked to him, trying to remind him that a large part of Shaun's behavior, was a spiritual attack. I reminded him, that we were both playing into what Satan wanted. We had both, felt bad feelings about Shaun and each other. I felt God talking to me and I asked Michael if he wanted to hear, what I felt God was saying and he said, he did. I felt that God wanted us to pray together, but first, we both needed to repent, of all the anger and bad feelings that we had been feeling, over the past week.Michael, did not have to go to school the next day and so, we sat in my bed praying together for about an hour. 

The next day we woke up and Shaun was a new person. He apologized to Michael and I just knew, that the spiritual influence over Shaun, was no longer there, but by the end of the day, Michael's behavior went downhill. Four days later and it was still terrible. I did not feel that it was spiritual this time.

A friend from church and I had talked about doing a parenting course awhile ago and we had been waiting for the information. She finally received the information- a huge folder, with the heading Smart Parenting. I came home and started reading it. It was amazing. I realized something that I am not proud to admit, but I am going to. I realized, that I blamed my children, for their bad behavior, instead of my bad parenting habits. The information in this folder, showed different types, of parenting types and the effects of them. It spoke of the unconditional love, that we owe our children and I realized, that I didn't have it. So many of my ways, were detrimental, to their having the healthy upbringing that they deserved. I realized that a lot of the information in the folder, was of what God had already been trying to teach me during the year, but seeing it in black and white, it just brought out the urgency, the need for me to get it right. 

CHAPTER 10. In Pastures Green

Looking through the information, I thought, "how am I ever going to be able to achieve this?" I was so thankful, that I have God in my life. Not the forgery, that I believed in, when I was involved in the New Age, but the real thing. I have come to learn the great difference, between eating the fruit that grows on the tree of knowledge and the fruit, from the tree of life contained in Jesus.

I knew that Jesus was already leading me, in the right direction. It's been about five or six weeks, since I have been depressed. My whole attitude has changed, thanks to God. I knew my next step was to not blame my children any more, for their behavior and instead, accept that it has come from their father and my, upbringing of our children. Without God in our lives, there really wouldn't be hope for us. I couldn't change my own behavior, as easily without Gods help, It is hard in God, without God, it would be impossible. 

God has shown me, that I looked at my children with all the effects from our incorrect parenting habits placed on them and blamed them, for the way they acted and behaved. When I accepted the truth, instead of feeling anger and at times an anger at them, because of their behavior, I felt love. I feel, that this is a break through, for my children and I. I know, that changes won't happen over night, but they will and are happening, one step at a time. A scripture that comes to mind, right now is in 1.Peter 4:8 above everything, love one another earnestly, because love covers over many sins. What a great verse, a verse of such hope, in uniting family relationships and more.

Jesus has given me a great starting point. Without him, I would not have started here and yet I realize now, that this is the most important place to start. For Jesus to teach me, how to love my children, unconditionally, is so great. Before this, I never even knew that I blamed my children for my mistakes and I could have gone through my whole life, never realizing this, if it wasn't for God. 

23 psalm. The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul for his namesake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely, goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 

When I became a Christian nearly two years ago. I felt God say to me one day, as I was reading the bible that he was now leading me out of exile and that he would bring me to his promised land, as he did for his people in biblical times, with Moses. At that time, I saw a huge mountain ahead of me, one I knew, I would have to climb. Not only to get to God's Promised Land, but to even see it. This mountain was so huge and jagged, I didn't know how I could ever climb it. It seemed impenetrable. As the end of this year was drawing near, I have felt like, by the end of the year I would be on top of that mountain.

This morning I was sitting down and relaxing. Christmas had been and gone two days ago. I saw this vision, of me standing on the top of this huge mountain, looking down to the valley, of beautiful green pastures below. I was recapping over the past couple of years, seeing all, of what God has done for me and feeling very thankful. I thought WOW! I'm finally at the top. This New Year ahead, God would help bring me down and the year after, I would be in those green pastures. I realized that the climb down, could be even harder than the climb up. However, I had a focus now, I could see the Promised Land, to encourage me on. 

All of a sudden, this small voice came up out of no where and said, "What would you say, if I told you, that you were already in the pasture? You have already climbed down the mountain." "The choice is yours. You can spend this New Year trying to climb down this mountain again, or you can walk in the valley with me." I didn't know which voice, was from God and which wasn't. I could easily relate to being on the mountaintop. It was so logical, but I couldn't ignore this other voice. If I chose to believe, that I had climbed down the mountain and was already in the valley, I could be just fooling my self. At this point, I wished I had known God even better, than I did because I couldn't decide which voice was God's. In the end, I decided to get advise from my friend. She also agreed that the first choice, of me being on the mountaintop, fitted in with my life, over the past couple of years and was the most logical. When I told her what the other voice said, she said, that she knew instantly, that it was from God. You take it back to the word of God and it fits. Therefore, here I am in the 'Promised Land' with God, by faith. I chose to believe, that I have already climbed down that mountain and that Jesus has led me to Green Pastures. 

I am very thankful for this, for many of reasons: - The first being that Jesus has brought me to the point, to have that faith. It has taken along time. Another, is that I climbed down that mountain already. God has shown me that with Jesus by your side, everything is possible.

When I first saw that mountain a couple of years ago, it seemed so huge and the terrain seemed impossible to climb. I didn't think that I would ever get to the top. The last, but not least reason, is that I am in the pastures, the mountain is behind me. I have climbed that mountain. I can do it. I know, that when more mountains come my way, God, will make the climb with me and get me over them again, to the next valley, but for now, all I see are green pastures ahead and I'm walking in them, all the way, to the still waters. 

I would like to add some closing words, in this first book, that I feel God has asked me to write.  

I look back now on my life and for the first Thirty Six years, before I came to God, I realize, that I felt, like alot of people do, that I was in no need of God.  I used other things, to fullfill those needs.

My husband couldn’t love me enough, to fullfill those needs.  My children, couldn’t love me enough to fullfill those needs and I couldn’t love them enough, the way in which, they deserved, because of my needs.  I would have periods of fullfillment in my life but, it never lasted and I would then need, more things and then more, to replace those.  Nothing was ever enough.  

Jesus is enough, to fill that bottomless hole in us.  He can fill it, to overflow, so that we can then use, the overflow, to give to our husbands, wives, family, friends and strangers.  He can give us the love, that we don’t have to give. 

Some of you may think, that you also, are in no need, of Jesus.  But, let me ask you this, Is your marriage, in need of Jesus.  Is your family, in need of Jesus.  You may think, that you love your family okay, without him, but if you really want the best for them and your selves; then you owe it to them and yourself, to give Jesus ago. And just remember this.  Rev 3:20 Behold, I stand at the door and knock: if any man hears my voice, and open the door, I will come into him, and will sup with him, and he with me.   

I will leave you with one closing verse.

2Cor 6:2 Hear what God says: “When the time came for me to show you favour, I heard you; when the day arrived for me to save you, I helped you.”

Listen! this is the hour to receive God’s favour; Today is the day to be saved!(good news.)
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