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PART 3: SOJOURNERS

To all women who cry alone in the dark, 

whose secret pain has never seen the light.

You are heroes to me because you choose to live and love, even through your many tears.

Monique

––––––––
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You turned for me 

my wailing into dancing;

You put off my sackcloth 

and clothed me with gladness.

To the end that my glory may sing praise to you and not be silent. 

O LORD my God, 

I will give thanks to You forever.

Psalm 30:11-12
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Foreword
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As a Clinical Pastoral Therapist, one has the privilege of journeying with those often overwhelmed by life's circumstances.

Monique's story is one of a woman who starts off with great promise, and along the way is faced with enormous challenges, yet is able to find hope and joy in spite of her loss and betrayal.

Hers is a story of love and loss, of beauty and betrayal. As we journey with her we witness her dreams of happiness being shattered, and yet, in her response to the pain, she opens  the way for new dreams to emerge.

Her writing of this story is part of her healing, and as challenging as it is for her to write about it, her strongest motivation is that those on similar paths of pain may be encouraged and inspired by her story.


Psalm 112 v 4 says that "Even in darkness, light dawns for the upright ".

Isaiah 45 v 3 says. " I will give you the treasures of darkness, riches stored in secret places so that you may know that I am the Lord, the God of Israel who summons you by name.”


In this book, we see Monique discover the treasures of darkness and the riches stored in secret places as, in her pain, she holds on to the God of all comfort, finds hope and starts to dance again. 

Sue Ryan

Clinical Pastoral Therapist, Cape Town
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Preface – Birthed in prayer
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As I sit in this beautiful garden in Johannesburg, I’m feeling so at peace. 

Over the years, I’d been so caught up in the rat race, trying to achieve and climb the corporate ladder, but I had no sense of inner peace or who I was, no real and personal connection with God. Through the ups and downs of life, I was just surviving and coping, waiting for next year’s monetary bonus, or the next promotion. I loved dancing, but stopped because it was too frivolous. I always saw others as more successful than me, more beautiful, happier. I was never quite satisfied. Looking back, people probably looked at me and thought the same thing. 

But not anymore, I’m just so grateful for everything I have. Every relationship, every meal, every moment of quiet and peace. A belly laugh at a silly radio interview. A soul ache leading to tears as a friend shares a deep pain. I always used to cry easily, now I laugh easily too. I try not to take myself too seriously and I don’t take how other people relate to me too seriously either. I’m so full of flaws but also so full of potential. And I am wholeheartedly devoted to God, so all I do, I do from my heart. I dance whenever I want to.

It’s been a long difficult painful journey to get to this point, with God at the centre of it all. But I’m grateful for being able to share this with whoever’s hurting and prepared to listen. I’m a girl, a woman, just like you. I love going to movies. I love long walks on the beach – that’s my best. I love cooking for my family and friends and being surrounded by their banter. I hate shopping for clothes, because I have no sense of style and the things I like never quite seem to fit right – or they’re out of my size. I prefer sunshine to rain. I’m miserable when I’m cold, hungry and sleepy. Traffic really tests my patience. I wish bills paid themselves and that technology would wait for me to catch up before it changes. I hate the injustices against women and the poor.

In the morning I enjoy drinking water after brushing my teeth and I love unwinding in a bath after a busy day. My worst is running out of loo paper. I’m like a crazy person when there’s a nasty smell in the house and I can’t pinpoint it – I have a very sensitive nose that won’t let me rest – it provides endless entertainment for my family. I have a tendency to over-commit. I love singing and always sing at the top of my voice – but as my father says, I have a gift for singing in the cracks. 

I love dancing; it’s a gift and passion. I love my family. I love my church community. I love my God. 

Our God is a God of love. We, His creation, are an extension of the love between the Heavenly Father, Son and Holy Spirit. Marriages and families are a further extension of this love. These things are very near to my heart, and have been an integral part of my faith. As you receive the testimony of God’s working in my life, please know this about my heart upfront. The Lord’s ways are higher than our ways and His thoughts higher than our thoughts, your journey with the Lord may be very different to mine. I encourage you to be responsive to His spirit’s leading in your life, His will in your life, His voice speaking truth into your life. 

In the words of the worship song, The Potter’s Hands by Hillsong:


Take me, Mould me, Use me, Fill me; I give my life to the Potter's hand.  Call me, Guide me, Lead me, Walk beside me; I give my life to the Potter's hand.


I recall that some six years ago, this song was my heartfelt prayer to the Lord. He took me at my word. Had he revealed the following four years, I think I may have retracted that prayer! Let me just say upfront, there are days when the reality of my journey still takes my breath away. Like Wednesday the 5th of November 2008, when my little perfect world was decimated. But then a breath of life fills me up as I recall God’s abounding graces, HIS PRESENCE, His loving-kindness.

There were many points while writing this when I really struggled. I was often stuck – the pain too much to recall, to push through again. Sometimes, I couldn’t go on because I had not completely told the full truth, and I had to go back and accurately retell the story – fully claim the promised land. Writing this testimony has been the greatest healing journey, discovery of myself, of my God at work in my life; of accepting the good, bad and horrifically ugly as my own; of seeing it all through God’s eyes, not through man’s. Sometimes, I was ashamed and embarrassed that the world would see all my vulnerabilities and struggles. Sometimes I was worried what my close family and friends would say – why am I airing all my dirty laundry. Then there’s the consideration of my ex-husband – he’s not at the same point of acceptance – I often felt like I was the “bad guy” for wanting to make this story public. I didn’t want to hurt anyone – only help others move into freedom and deeper intimacy with the Lord, finding their purpose in Him, knowing the love of God.

A word of encouragement (prophecy) I received relating to my healing journey was that all my shed tears have much value to God and have healing powers – not just for me but for others to receive restoration – maybe for you reading this. It is my heartfelt cry to the Lord, that you, someone, will receive the Lord’s love completely, love the Lord wholeheartedly without first having to endure the suffering. It is equally my prayer that you will persevere through suffering and times of trouble, that you may know the fullness of God’s love. This is my prayer for you, be bold and pray it for yourself!

Evening and morning and at noon

I will pray, and cry aloud,

And He shall hear my voice.

Psalm 55: 17
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PART 1: MY STORY
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For in the time of trouble 

He shall hide me...

In the secret place of His tabernacle 

...He shall set me high upon a rock. 

Psalm 27:5
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Setting the scene
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Let me give some background before I continue with my story. Monique Mathys – that’s me – opinionated, driven, strong-willed career woman. 

I’m an overachiever – you know those annoying people who complain when they get 85% for a test because they expected 100% – who are hard on other people and even harder on themselves – who over intellectualise and have a smart retort to everything – with whom you would never dare get into an argument because they are never wrong. A “go-getter; self-starter,” many called my life perfect. My friends and family always said I had it all; I secretly loved that. 

I grew up in Cape Town, South Africa, the most beautiful city in the world. I moved to Johannesburg in 2001 after graduating from the University of Cape Town and started my career there. Growing up, I loved helping others, was always involved in dance development programs, having done ballet for nine years and became a founding member of Afrika Ablaze Dance Company, performing on many stages across Cape Town, even in the Grahamstown festival (which is a pretty big deal for those who are unfamiliar with the festival). 

I accepted Jesus as my Lord and Saviour from a young age, having grown up in the Methodist church, and steadily, slowly grew in the Lord. I loved God and had a relationship with Jesus, most times a passive one. I was actively involved in church life and outreach projects. I certainly knew Him with my head and always endeavoured to honour Him with my actions. 

I married my high school sweetheart in 2003, having dated for about 8 years. It was the perfect fairy-tale wedding. We had the perfect jobs; we eventually got the perfect home and drove our dream cars. By age 30 – I had a husband who adored me, we had paid off our house and our dream cars, I had a successful job heading up a significant division in a listed company, travelled the world, was active in the outreach ministry in the church. I recognised God as the source of my blessings, but spent very little time with Him. 

So, in line with the perfect fairy-tale life I expected of myself, having “achieved all”, it was time to start our perfect family. That’s when I encountered God, our Father, and vinedresser. Up to this point every day of my life was just showered with God’s love, abundant blessings and provision – as I think about it now I am overwhelmed. Awesome parents, with such wisdom and strength, the most loving extended family, a church that ushered me closer to God so lovingly, great friendships, wise mentors, uncountable moments of joy, rich experiences of the abundance of life were all freely bestowed upon me, and I took it all in orchestrating the perfect life for myself. 

Having been married three years, it was the end of 2006 when we first decided to start trying to have children. Around the same time, having lived in Johannesburg for about four years, I felt the Lord calling me closer, and I joined a church and small home group and started getting actively involved in church life. That small group was such an incredible blessing, Godly friends who got me journeying closer to the Lord.

I didn’t fall pregnant and I was very frustrated. I was praying, I was trusting God. In October 2007, I went for my first laparoscope (medical procedure to assist fertility), after months of tests and specialists. I was very sore and uncomfortable but mostly hated the inconvenience of being off sick from work – and worried that I would seem weak to my colleagues, especially the men. At this stage, I saw babies everywhere and my heart ached each time. I had bought a pregnancy journal, even started thinking of a name. I would get sad sometimes, but the specialists virtually guaranteed it would happen for us after the December holidays. It didn’t. 

The year 2008 started with more tests and minor, but invasive, unpleasant procedures. Sitting morning after morning (6.30am) in the waiting room of the fertility treatment centres, I felt like I was in a meat factory. We tried Artificial Insemination (AI) three times over three months. I lived my life from one menstrual cycle to the next; needing to know at any time which day of the cycle I was on. It was unsuccessful. By this time I had a library of books on fertility, and all the Christian books and stories I could find on the subject. Everyone that knew and loved us was waiting expectantly, prayers were going up everywhere. All my friends and family were falling pregnant around me; I was devastated; I felt a failure. The next option was in-vitro fertilisation (IVF). I hated the thought of it. Were we playing God? Fusion of an egg and sperm in a dish – surely my God is bigger than this? 

I guess this is where the wheels in our marriage started coming off. At the beginning of 2008, I had been with my company for about a year. My boss was a rare family man of God, who was so encouraging of us having children – he even spoke of my being able to breast feed in the office if necessary, they would accommodate me to that extent. It was a bit weird coming from him, but encouraging. But work travel was particularly demanding, as I had been made head of the department and so my responsibilities were increased as were the travelling requirements. I’m not even sure how I managed all the treatments amidst all the travelling – again only through God’s grace.

To add to the pressure and stress, my dear cousin, who was like a second mother to me was desperately ill. She was diagnosed with scleroderma and was in a bad way in hospital; her heart and lungs were failing, she had been in ICU for weeks. I was considered the “strong” one in terms of faith in my family, even though I was the youngest, and so I joyfully carried this responsibility of prayer for her on behalf of our family. The truth is, we were all very scared, and we didn’t understand what was happening to her, she got so sick, so quickly. But I prayed with all my heart and so did my new church friends.

Having just got back from a two and a half week work trip abroad, with my cousin so ill, the AI being unsuccessful and facing IVF, there followed another important week-long overseas trip. I was emotionally, physically, and spiritually low; running on empty. I thought of cancelling the trip, but I was new in the role and felt obligated, as I’d recently been promoted at work. I travelled alone and I did not know anyone at the conference. By the time I arrived I was jet lagged like I had never been before. I was very vulnerable, but didn’t even realise it. 

That night, in my vulnerable state, in that foreign city, in that lonely, quiet hotel room, I cried out to God, and he led me to a Gideon bible and the Corinthian chapter on sexual immorality. I read it but could not fathom why, when I was grappling with conceiving a child and an ill loved one, why He would want me to read about that, I didn’t need to hear that. But God knows all things.

The second night of the conference, I was invited to a cocktail party, with a new contact I had made. He thought I was the best thing since sliced bread, and I fell for it. Not being sensible enough to realise my physical state of fatigue and the impact of just one glass of wine with severe jet lag, I was tipsier than I should’ve been. My defences, which are normally like Fort Knox around any men, were completely down. I desperately needed what he was offering, an ego boost. Well, after an evening of what I thought was innocent flirting, I found this man in my hotel room, I had let him in. Although, I had the sense to ask him to leave after 10 minutes and we didn’t have intercourse, we stepped way over the boundaries of two married individuals. It’s a very difficult confession to make. I hurt my husband then and I sinned against God. I hated myself; I cried all the way home on the plane. It took me a long time to receive the Lord’s forgiveness for that one. I wish I had never gone on that trip. It was God’s way of knocking my pride and judgmental attitude right out of me. 

When I got home, I told my husband immediately. He was upset, yet kind, as I was a wreck over what I had done. I begged his forgiveness. It was the catalyst for us going to see a marriage counsellor, a clinical psychologist recommended by the church. The first for me in a line of six psychologists I would see over the span of this journey.

The counselling was a Godsend and helped to start identifying cracks in our marriage, to start a dialogue between us. I’m ever grateful my husband took that step for us, many men would not have. I admired his courage and his love for me. 

Only by the Lord’s hand, this psychologist was a female, who had just had a child, after seven years of trying to conceive via IVF. I was able to unpack and share my struggles, with a God serving woman, who understood my heart’s aching desires. I am ever grateful for the Lord’s grace in blessing me with her.

She helped me to get to a place of peace around doing the IVF treatment. Also, I was feeling bad about what I had done and my husband wanted to try IVF, so I relented.

In retrospect, I gave in out of desperation. I hated EVERY second of the six-week programme of injections and examinations and procedures of IVF – having to inject my stomach every morning for three weeks was painful to the point of tears. But I was filled with hope, trusting in God. On 1st August 2008, we did the pregnancy test and it was negative. I still mourn the loss of that little baby, you see I believed in faith; I even wrote a letter to my unborn child dated 14 July 2008, it ended as follows: 


“There are so many people praying for you and for us. You’re going to love your daddy so much. Sometimes I worry more than me! I can’t wait to meet you my baby. I love you, Your Mommy.”


This was an incredibly difficult time as I was emotionally in turmoil over so many things. I was physically exhausted, having continued extensive travel for my work. My indiscretion, my husband and I in counselling, we were not in a good place. My cousin was still very ill and I felt the responsibility for the family for intercessory prayer. There was just so much, too much to manage.

Then a strong spiritual friend in my life, from my church small group, had fallen pregnant (I told you everyone I knew was pregnant) but was in early labour and had been hospitalised. I went to visit her in the hospital, that Friday, having found out I was not pregnant. We prayed together, wept together for my baby that was not to be, and we prayed for her baby to be safe and for her safety, as she was not well either. It was a very difficult time for her and I hated being an additional burden. That Sunday, they induced her labour as the protein levels in her blood were too high and my friend’s life was in danger and her baby’s too. So her baby was born, but he was not well, his lungs were struggling. It was so incredibly rough journeying with her that month with her baby in the hospital, and then when we thought he was almost coming home, he went to be with Jesus. My friend was devastated; I was finished. I remember my cry was: “What is going on Lord?” It was a very dark time. I remember though, through it all, how she and her husband honoured God, with such grace, it was a miracle to behold. That was the beginning of September 2008.

During that time, a lot of international travel took place. A lot of critical reports and documents, needed to be composed; a very stressful time. And then the world financial crisis hit, my role was in investor relations ... it was all quite surreal – a perfect storm... As my world fell apart, it appeared as if the rest of the world was falling apart too...

I cannot describe the aching in my soul and the bleeding of my heart – for me, for my friend, for my ill loved one, for my husband. But God was scrubbing away the fake perfectionist in me – my life wasn’t perfect anymore. Those I loved dearly were in so much pain and need; I held their hands in prayer as I struggled to treat my mourning heart. 

October 2008, I had to go for another laparoscopy, my body was finished! It was now literally 12 months of non-stop chemicals, hormones, prodding, poking, drawing blood, in and out of hospitals. While recovering at home from that procedure, I remember getting the news that my husband’s sister was getting a messy divorce (alcohol abuse, infidelity) – my husband and I were the God-parents of their two young gorgeous children. I was devastated. Not divorce, not our family, not our God-children! Emotionally, I was finished. Physically, I was finished, Spiritually, I was empty. I didn’t know what was going on; I couldn’t fix any of it! I couldn’t take anymore! What happened to my perfect life? We had done everything right, taken all the right steps at all the right times – but at that moment none of it could fix the direction our lives had gone.
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The first blow
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But at least I still had my marriage and the first man I ever loved. We were doing so well, the counselling had made such a difference. Then on the morning of Wednesday, the 5t of November 2008, my husband called me in tears; we have to meet immediately. The last time he called me in tears was when his best friend died in a car crash. I thought someone had died, immediately I was interceding for everyone in our family. I thought he was going to tell me he was dying or some other devastating news. It was the longest 20 minutes of my life driving home from work. Then as a broken man, he told me he’d been having an affair for the past few months, with someone I knew. 

Let me tell you, there is nothing in the entire world to prepare you for that. Nothing, nothing! I had not suspected it for a second. In fact, my husband was the last person on earth you would ever suspect. Everyone agreed on that one, everyone who knew him. Everyone!

I’m numb just to recall that moment. God came to my rescue and poured peace over me in my time of need. As I was there in that surreal moment I said a lot of things I don’t remember, but what I do remember saying to him (besides get out) was that I knew I would be ok, that I would get through this and I would be ok. “In your weakness My power is made perfect.” That day God fulfilled that promise He makes to us.

This entire book could not contain the mass provision from God for me from that day forward, in people, situations, finances, just grace and mercy everywhere. The weeks and months that followed were like navigating the ocean in a little fishing boat without any sort of compass. The rough seas were deathly frightening, and outnumbered the quiet seas, but the calm seas were awesomely peaceful and carried more weight – but there was no telling which it would be from one moment to the next. Definitely mostly rough seas. 

That wasn’t all. The affair was not the only devastation; my husband also had a one-night stand with another woman – in June 2008, an old school friend he’d met up with on Facebook. And he regularly made use of pornography – for the last 12 years! It’s like I had been living a lie, like I didn’t know this man I was living with. Even after I confessed my indiscretion, he had not come clean about the affair, which was already well underway at that point. And it all advanced/progressed while we were in counselling! I couldn’t understand how that could occur. 

A few days after finding out about my husband’s unfaithfulness, I found myself at an early morning service at church, to be caught by the hands of God in a newly collared minister. She had been betrayed by her husband, who was himself a minister. She relayed her story to me, told me what to expect in myself, and helped me get through each hour and day with dignity and grace – through the tumultuous emotions of pain, anger, and depression. She held my hands for weeks and months, she was my guardian angel for a time. I’ll always remember how she explained to me that I’ll be a “plod” – unsettlingly indecisive, feeling numb one moment, a million other emotions the next, completely out of sorts, like “Alice in Wonderland”, racing thoughts, empty thoughts, not wanting to eat, not being able to sleep, everything about life feeling unfamiliar, like it belongs to someone else.

What a great freedom she gave me to feel the pain and plod through what I needed to. That sometimes I would forget things, I would not know what I wanted to do, I would just plod through days, and that was ok. That I needed to focus on basic things – eat, sleep, wash – the rest was details – for now. That I needed to do what I wanted to, what I felt like, that was wholesome, that I should take one day at a time. That I could phone her anytime. 

I eventually became educated on the subject of adultery. I learnt what to expect in myself – shock, denial, anger, depression. It came in cycles as the reality sunk in. He had an affair, while we were in counselling, and even worse, while we were going through the IVF process to conceive a child. The latter was particularly unbearable for me. Even during the laparoscope procedure in October, with his own sister and parents battling through her devastation and divorce. He only told me because the other woman’s husband caught them out. 

My life had been a lie. Who was this man I’d been married to? The other woman had two young babies, was it because I couldn’t have a child? Surely that was not my fault!

In my mixed emotions were shame, embarrassment, confusion, self-pity, self-loathing and uncertainty. I read all the books I could about it. I eventually understood what was most critical for me to do – forgive. We could work through this; we didn’t have to get divorced. I could do this. I would love my husband more, forgive him like Christ, pray hard to the Lord, be a better wife, we’d find better counsellors. My husband still loved me, we could do this. All you need is love, right? So again I took my life into my own hands and tried to make things right and the way they should be. One more obstacle to overcome – I could do this!
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Covered by Grace
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Compounding the heartache was that the time leading up to Christmas was quickly approaching, and for the first time in my life I dreaded Christmas – this joyful holiday. This was huge for me, Christmas had always been a time of excitement, intimate fellowship, reconnection with family, and with God, it had always been my favourite time of year – and I was dreading it with every cell in my being. It was the first Christmas in some 13 years that my husband and I spent apart. I couldn’t bear to have him near me. Nonetheless, it was an amazing Christmas. It was the first Christmas I stayed in Johannesburg; normally we would go “home” to Cape Town where our family was. Instead Christmas was celebrated at my cousin’s house, the one with scleroderma. She was doing so much better and had just finished building the most beautiful home in a beautiful Johannesburg suburb. It was a huge deal in our family and so all the aunts and uncles (my parents included) from Cape Town decided to spend Christmas in Johannesburg. I’ll never forget this God-moment in my life. Before we had Christmas lunch, with all my aunts, uncles, parents, and cousins, gathered in a big circle, half out the dining room, they asked me to pray. You know, I wasn’t having a good day; I had secretly gone to cry in the bathroom twice before lunch, I didn’t want to spoil the day for everyone. But when I was asked to pray, as one of the youngest there, with all my uncles there who normally did the praying, I knew my God saw me! And with tears streaming down my face, out of love and joy, I was honoured to lead my family in a prayer of thanks and gratitude before our God and pray His blessings over our family at that time. I loved that! It was a moment I will always cherish.

As the New Year rolled in I decided I wanted to change to a different group at church. It was too much for me to be surrounded by happy married couples with children. I had previously done a leadership course to lead a small group and I was keen to lead my own. Well I couldn’t practically lead one myself because of my work’s travel schedule, so I partnered with another woman and I co-led. It was an all women’s group, with the most amazing women all seeking to know God more. I love those women so much; God used them so powerfully in my life! As it turned out, each of them had to some extent, been divorced and affected by adultery in their marriage. I learned so much from them and am ever grateful for their wisdom and love, and encouragement. We laughed till we cried and as the Lord touched our hearts during fellowship, we cried till we healed. We prayed and we ate. The fellowship was filled with God’s hands and grace and loving-kindness. In fact, it was from this group that I received such an unexpected blessing. One of the ladies is Nelson Mandela’s daughter, which I only discovered much later on and this ultimately resulted in me having the opportunity to pray for and bless Madiba – in his home amongst his children and grandchildren. I still can hardly believe it.

During this time, God amazed my heart again. I became involved with a church outreach project in a township near Johannesburg. I taught dance there and it was my weekly (Saturday morning) plug into the goodness of God. I didn’t realise then how much that carried me through those heavy times. I would sometimes fly in from Heathrow after a business trip on a Saturday morning, only to rush home, change, and go straight through to dance. Hearing some 500 children shout praises to God, worshipping him, in deafening praise, lifted my spirit incredibly. Being loved by those children who had so little compared to me, learning to love them and being loved by them, was like a weekly heart transplant. And we danced our little butts off. Every Saturday, for two hours, we were consumed with God’s goodness, dancing to worship songs, letting the words of those songs penetrate our being as we let our bodies express and release every hurt, pain and anger we had endured that week. We were all addicted to dancing for Jesus. I saw God mould and grow those beautiful young women and men, beyond my imaginings, despite my complete brokenness. As I yearned for children, he gave me hundreds who loved me and thought of me as their mother. I didn’t know it then though, but I know it now. Amazing grace, indeed. God again filled me with his abounding mercy.
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The second blow: never-never land
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Over the next few months, my husband promised he would never do it again but he never kept that promise... it was my never-never land.

As I went back to my husband in forgiveness he promised the affair was over – at least four different times. So let me explain: when you’ve been in an emotional and sexual affair, it’s reached that stage over a long period of time. There is an addictive dependence on the affirmation, confidence, and whatever else one receives from it. And like any addiction, the best way to stop is to go cold turkey, but one needs to be understanding of relapses. I learnt this from my research on what the experts say. So four times he told me, promised me he had no contact with the other woman. This fourth time I had discovered in a particularly unpleasant way that he was lying and that the affair had continued. But the counsellors said I have to be understanding that there will be relapses, it’s normal. He has to mourn the loss of that relationship – this went on from November 2008 to February 2009. 

February 2009 was nearing its end. This was the busiest time at work for me. I came to learn that the “other woman” was divorcing her husband, and that she told my husband she still loved him and hoped they could be together. She was now permanently moving out and getting her own place. I was beside myself with fear, anger, and disappointment. They had been in contact and he was still lying to me. He promised me it was now definitely over and he would leave his job to prove it since they worked together and she had no plan to change jobs. It was one more jab at my already vulnerable heart. I’m not sure how I made my way through the trial, as it was one of those blows you don’t believe you can recover from. I felt utterly defeated; loaded down with an unbearable burden.

In February 2009, when I found out that the other woman was getting divorced and my husband was still lying to me, I lost it. It was the day of a massive deadline at work, where everyone was depending on me to sign off final documentation for public release. I remember getting the call and just walking out of my office into the street. I was talking to my husband on the phone, threatening to come over to his office. He drove over to me (he worked just 5 minutes away) while still on the phone. When I saw him, in the street, I ran to the car, he pulled onto the verge of the road, I got inside and just started hitting him and banging my hands on the car seat and screaming at the top of my lungs (and I have great lungs!). Eventually he tried to get out of the car and said he couldn’t do this, I was scaring him. That just set me off to another level, I started throwing punches, close fisted. Then I got out of the car and walked away. I don’t remember how I got through that day to meet the deadline. But I did some much needed venting and got rid of a lot of pent-up anger that day. That was probably the most dramatic loss of control I have ever experienced, certainly the most public, but as far I know, nobody I knew saw us. Thank you Lord! 

How do you face the fact that your husband’s affair partner was leaving her husband, despite children, in the hope that your husband would leave you? And that you’re the last to find out, again. So would he leave me? Should I leave him first? It was crazy, my brain wanted to explode.

It was the other woman’s husband who told me about the affair the first time in November 2008. I had a lot of respect for him, we connected in terms of the work we did, and we shared our pains and frustrations, our marriage issues. We compared what they said to be sure we were getting the truth. We were actually getting quite close. It was unhealthy and I eventually realised it and cut it off. Let me tell you, it is scary how easy it would’ve been for us to have started an affair ourselves – how common it is. We were the victims, we were consoling each other, we were angry, we felt justified, we so desperately needed someone to understand what we were going through and to make us feel loved and respected again – we were the perfect fit. With emotions reeling at 180 km/hr, it was only God that gave me the sense to cut off all ties. I declined numerous coffee meetings, which I longed for and needed. I slowly limited and stopped replying to smses. Eventually I actually had to tell him that I felt we were stepping over some boundaries ourselves – he conceded and we moved away from each other. I honour that man and am grateful for his character and integrity in an impossible situation. I still wonder how he’s doing some days, I’ve met few men who love their children so deeply and talk about them so tenderly. I will always remember that.

That was certainly the most impossible time of my life. This is how I remember describing it to my husband once: Imagine a knife being plunged into your heart, then twisted while in there – that’s the first blow and reality sinking in. Then after some healing, the same knife goes in a different place, but opens the first wound too, now you have two gaping wounds, pumping out your very life blood, it’s even more difficult to heal. Each additional revelation was another stab, different place, new wound on the same heart, compounding the pain and bleeding. Eventually there was more wound than heart. Somehow during this season I still managed to smile and appreciate joy in life, but it was only by God’s grace and mercy.

Eventually in March 2009, my husband changed jobs, made a new start, and cut off all contact with the other woman. We could now rebuild and put it all behind us and move forward. We were in counselling again, working on ourselves, even thinking about trying for a child again. 

We shared some wonderful times, following our new start. I fondly recall one especially memorable experience. My husband and I had worked together on an outreach project for our church; a project about which I was very passionate. A production of 100 kids at Akani, which would be performed for the poor community – to some 2500 family and friends. My husband wrote the script, orchestrated the sound and did the directing of the production and I did the dancing choreography and everything else. It was such a special time for me, that we could share that and bless the children, as broken as we were in our marriage and ourselves. I remember people saying how they admired our marriage and how special it was that we could share that – which was true, but if only they knew! The production was wonderful, powerful, and touched so many people, so profoundly. Those children just blossomed before my eyes on the stage. My husband’s mom came to visit us during that time. After the show, we were all exhausted and he booked his mom and me an afternoon of treatments at a spa. It was a wonderful gift.
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Facing forgiveness
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Up to this point, I had taken the laborious journey through forgiveness, and was starting to try to trust again. Forgiveness is humungous, there is nothing easy about forgiving, nothing! Yes, there’s freedom for us in it, but we have to work through the darkest side of humanity and of ourselves to get to the point of forgiveness. I first had to learn and know with my mind that unforgiveness is worse than forgiveness. I looked around and saw what I did not want – that I did not want to be a hard woman, I did not want to be a cold, angry, man-hating woman. I did not want to be the product of bitterness. 

Then I had to learn what forgiveness was, and was not. That it was not condoning the act or relinquishing the consequences, nor was it reconciliation. Forgiveness was a choice not a feeling. That we forgave because God first forgave us and we didn’t want to be separated from Him. That it meant keeping no record of wrong – that was my biggest struggle. Hear me when I say, I would literally read that in books on forgiveness, put the book away and not go back to it for days, even weeks. Keeping no record of wrong didn’t mean forgetting, it meant never bringing it up again after one had forgiven. I thought for a long time that was impossible for me because I was the queen of grudges – Queen! I spent many, many, many nights, and days in my pool of tears, asking God why I should forgive, telling Him how impossible it was, speaking the truth of scriptures on forgiveness while shaking my head, because my mind and heart just could not connect with God’s spirit on this one. I wept bitterly for many, many hours. The Lord and I wrestled through this one – it was not easy. Till one day, my heart got it – I needed to choose to forgive – everyday – I needed to choose, and trust God to do the rest. It was one day – one revolutionary moment and the heavy burden was lifted. My lungs could again be filled with air. God poured out his peace. 

Let me be clear, I didn’t feel like I had forgiven, but I had decided in my heart to forgive. It took weeks, months after that point of a heart decision for the rest of me to come to full forgiveness, but I did, praise the Lord! There are still moments, when my mind has to drag my heart to forgive, but those days are the exception not the rule. In addition, it was not until I had truly forgiven, that I could show love to my husband again. Unconditional love flows from the freedom you have in forgiveness. When one grasps, I mean really gets how much God loves us, how unconditionally we are loved, how much we have been forgiven, it becomes easier for us to forgive, it gives us a context to work from. Forgiveness motivates and inspires the heart. It is from the overflow of us being forgiven that we are able to forgive, from the overflow of His love that we are able to love, from the overflow of his grace that we are able to be gracious with others, for it is not until we fill up that we can pour out. Forgiveness is not natural, it is supernatural.
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Bruised but not broken
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During April and May 2009, I went through some very dark periods. Although my husband had been saying the right things with his mouth and had now finally left his previous job, where the other woman still remained, I didn’t feel everything was on track. We were doing the counselling, he seemed to be sincere, but I remained extremely unsettled in my spirit. I thought it’s just the phases I had to go through in dealing with the trauma of the situation and that this was the depression phase. I was feeling suicidal. I went through days, on and off where my thoughts would be consumed with taking my life. I racked my brain to find a way that would not mean I would go to hell. I begged God to take my life, I would pray: Lord into your hands I commend my spirit. Lord, let me not wake up. Lord make me sick. I would not leave my room for days. I was so good at pretending everything was ok for my friends and family. 

Here are journal entries from two of the darkest days


Sat, 18th April 2009

I have no more hope. I don’t want to live. I am finished. I don’t know why God won’t just end my life. There’s no point. I failed at doing His will. I just got my period, so today I’m going to be in more physical pain, besides the emotional pain I already feel, which cripples my body. Now I’m reminded that I couldn’t even succeed at having a child, as I couldn’t succeed at being a good daughter, or being a good wife. Nor being a good child of God. I am just worthless, so what’s the point!

Mon, 18th May 2009

Lord, I don’t know anymore – same stuff! My husband knows what he does is hurtful, but he does it anyway! He was going to meet a male friend, but then his girlfriend was also there and he lied about it at first. What’s going on Lord? Why is all this happening? Lord, today was so cool, our department at work won the best corporate reporting in the resources mining sector – a team approach under my leadership! Thank you Father, be blessed in my life and be glorified.

But right now, I don’t want him! I don’t want him, I’m sick of his betrayal, mistrust. I’m sick of asking everything and him telling me nothing.

I don’t want to give up. But tonight again I just wanted to die. I held the scissors to my belly. I never got that close before. But I won’t let the devil win – I called on the name of Jesus. Wow, what peace I received instantly!

The unknown feels debilitating. The next minute unbearable!


But God will help me, heal me, comfort me, love me, and nurture me. He will be my husband I can trust – and my rock and salvation.

I want to go alone to Canada and London. I want to spend my 30th alone without him. I’m tired of giving so much of myself and getting nothing back.

God’s hand held me and protected me through this time. It was not my finest moment but it was a fine display of God’s mercy. I was hid in the shadow of His wings. I imagine a dialogue between God and Satan “the accuser of the brethren”. Satan: “She has free will and chooses to die, let me have her.” God: “It is written: A bruised reed I will not break”.

Isaiah 42.3 and Mathew 12.20 speaks of the prophecy of Jesus coming... “A bruised reed He will not break, And a smoking flax He will not quench, Till He sends forth justice to victory;” I held onto that precious scripture many days, I still do. I was the bruised reed and my God would not allow me to be broken. 
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The third blow – hospital 
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In June I was turning 30, we were going on holiday overseas to celebrate. Before leaving, I did a routine check of our bank accounts and discovered my husband had transferred money into the other woman’s bank account. When I confronted him, he refused to tell me why or what was going on. My head and all my senses were knocked off their axes. As I sat in my chair every thought and trouble spun around me. I remember crying out to the Lord: “What on earth is going on? Is there anything in my marriage that’s not a lie!? How long Lord, How long Lord?!”

The trip was already paid for, we didn’t plan to cancel. My husband insisted he loved me, that the money situation was nothing and this was to be our new start. It was my 30th birthday; I was going to go, with or without him. 

The trip was three weeks of living in an abyss. I begged, threatened, guessed. I was taunted by the mystery of my husband’s secret money transfer. He refused to tell me what was going on; only that he loved me and promised the relationship with the other woman was over. When we returned home, he said he wanted a separation. After all I had endured, he wanted a separation, after he had promised a new start.

This occurred on a Sunday evening, and all I can recall is sitting in our bathroom and begging the Lord to take away the agony. I confessed I could no longer carry it around. I needed to sleep and He needed to take away the pain. In my desperation, I remembered the homeopathic tranquilisers a psychologist had given me and I proceeded to take a few. After a while, they did not seem to be working as I still couldn’t sleep and so I took a few more thinking they’re homeopathic, they can’t harm me. 

Next thing I recall, I was in the hospital, and it was Wednesday – I had lost two days. I was admitted Monday evening when family suspected I had overdosed on the tranquilisers – as it turns out, I took the wrong ones which were not homeopathic. 

I realised at this point I had no control over anything. I thought I could fix my husband and our marriage, I thought I could fix my life. In reality I was realising I couldn’t do anything without God. My heart, body, mind, soul, spirit could not bear the thought of separation – I was absolutely petrified. Even with everything that had happened, I couldn’t bear the thought of divorce because it meant failure of my marriage – and I don’t fail. And it’s a covenant with God, so I was determined to not disappoint God by breaking the covenant. 

I was under the care of a psychiatrist and clinical psychologist. I was in a ward with women who had tried to commit suicide, or were suffering psychotic episodes – yes, a psych ward. It was humiliating and releasing at the same time. And I could barely stand up; I needed help to the bathroom. I could hardly sit up, keep my head up. I have some memory of the next two days, some people visiting me. Trying to walk to the bathroom by myself but being too weak. Nurses taking blood. Having no appetite. It allowed me to see what I had almost become, and to choose to lean on God. I don’t remember too much of all my psychiatric and psychology sessions, but I do remember the psychiatrist saying he had run my blood tests three times because he could not believe I was conscious, with so many tranquillisers still in my system. It also surprised him that I didn’t need to be medicated or put on anti-depressants to get me to start facing the realities of my situation in a healthy manner. I believe it was a miracle; the Lord had literally saved me from the “fowler’s snare”, maybe even death. The Lord was real and present in that hospital. Friends, ministers and family were the loving words and arms of the Lord my healer. I remember not being able to sleep one evening and walking to the basement of the hospital and singing loud praises to the Lord and just sensing His presence and peace and how He met me in that place. After that, I was able to rest. 

The time in hospital was not all sorrow; there were some funny moments too. At 4am one morning, from behind her curtain, a lady in the ward shouted out, “Michael Jackson is dead –;” another lady and I just shook our heads, in subconscious agreement that this woman had really lost it, giggling at her. Only to find out later, that she was the sane one in touch with reality, and the joke was on us! 

Nearly a week went by, and on a Friday, my husband and I had scheduled to meet the psychologist to discuss the way forward. It was one of the most impossibly difficult days of my life. I don’t know how, but I had the fullness of anger, the fullness of pain, and the fullness of peace consuming me all at once. As I sat listening to my husband, it was as if my soul had stepped out of my body, was throwing a tantrum in the room, and my spirit was trying to convince it to sit still and listen. 

Eventually I screamed at both of them, the psychologist and my husband, and I stormed out of the room. I was running away, not even sure where to, sobbing. Next thing I found myself running into the arms of my dear Godly friend, right opposite a bathroom – thank goodness, it was in a very public place in the hospital and I was about to lose my mind! As I got to her arms, I just collapsed into a weeping heap. She grabbed me and pulled me into the bathroom and sat me down and told me it’s going to be ok. Now, I knew she would know because she had been through a similar journey with her husband. Peace immediately came over me, but I couldn’t stop sobbing. 

Then she became firm and said, “We’re sitting on the floor in the toilet, pull yourself together and let’s get to your bed to talk.” You can’t argue with such sound common sense. 

So I obeyed her loving, firm words. I didn’t do any talking that afternoon, I just listened as the Lord spoke through her to me. She prayed for me when I couldn’t pray for myself. Then I was exhausted and slept. After some time with the Lord in worship and prayer, I got to a point of acceptance. I realised that the issue was control. I realised I didn’t have control over my husband, or the state of my marriage; whether he were living with me or not. I needed to allow him the freedom to leave, to do as he pleased. I phoned my husband and told him I agreed to the separation, we decided it would be for three months with some other terms and parameters. I knew in my heart that if he wouldn’t tell me the truth, that it would mean the end of our marriage. But I would deal with that then, for now I had to get my head around living alone for three months – it felt like an impossible mountain to climb.
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The separation
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By Sunday, I was out of the hospital, strong enough to go home, with the tranquillisers having worked their way out of my system, strength to my body and with the decision made, strength to my spirit. My parents come from Cape Town to stay with me for a few days. 

From that Sunday forward the Lord started bringing people in my life to strengthen me, and although I didn’t realise it then, equip me for what still laid ahead. I stumbled my way to church that first Sunday – I was finished spiritually. The pastor’s wife-to-be, an old estranged friend, came over to me and said the Lord had pointed me out to her in a dream on Wednesday in the previous week, and suggested she should pray with me. I shared with her a bit of my journey and my anguish at having lost two days of my life and now having to face a separation. So again, the Lord brought someone to pray for me, when I didn’t know what to pray and didn’t have the strength. She invited me to a discipleship group meeting that Tuesday evening. I was already in a church fellowship group and it was the scariest thing having to meet new people at that time, but I thought there must be a reason the Lord had brought her back into my life so I went. 

The group was doing a study on the gifts of the Holy Spirit. Now let me remind you, my walk with the Lord was slow, mostly with me calling the shots, and I didn’t know too much of anything about the Holy Spirit. But there’s a funny freedom and release and openness in the heart when you’re so broken and so crushed in spirit – so desperate. Attending their group was a huge step, even just my being there. On that evening, they were going to exercise their gifts in the spirit, specifically prophecy. I didn’t even know what that was. But I was looking forward to watching and learning. But oh no, I wouldn’t watch anything – the leader said the Holy Spirit believed they all needed to prophecy into my life, as a stranger to the group, without me introducing myself – would I be ok with that? My mind wanted to run out screaming, but my spirit spoke the words, I couldn’t quite believe I was hearing myself say, “I would not say no to the blessing of the Holy Spirit” – or something like that anyway. There I was in the middle of a circle with about 15 strangers around me, only knowing my friend and the pastor. I was so excited and so nervous, they asked me if I wanted to sit and I said I’d stand, I’d been lying and sitting for too long in weakness. I just focused on Jesus and the cross and listened. They prophesied into every area in my life that was hurting, speaking encouragement and hope: my longing for a child, needing to guard my heart, a house rebuilt, some described images exactly from my wedding day. One spoke about an incident that happened while I was in the hospital. It blew my mind! I left there encouraged and built up – and determined to grow in the gifts of the Spirit. From that group, the Lord has blessed me with such friendship, love, encouragement, fellowship, teachings and growth. It was a big turning point for me.

But that day, my spirit of despair was replaced with a garment of praise and a great start to my three months alone. 

Following that, I received another unexpected blessing. I was privileged to host two American students in my home on behalf of the church. So shortly after my parents left, they arrived for 10 days – we prayed together, cried together, laughed so hard we choked. I felt needed and felt loved. By the time they left, I was doing fine with being on my own.

In the meantime, my husband and I had continued a dialogue – he was very emotional and he clearly missed being at home.

He contacted me regularly. He was involved in all sorts of things; running, music, squash, soccer – it’s as if he was trying to keep himself busy. He had found some good counsellors. I was dancing again, enjoying my new friends, working hard. We’d share dinner from time to time. We were at peace. I was comforted and encouraged by how determined my husband was to work on himself, to work on our marriage. Many men would not have owned up to any responsibility and not bothered with counsellors, etc. I admired his courage in that.
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Hit by a train
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Then two months into the separation, as I’d just got to a good place – another train hit me – Wham! I had prayed for the truth but I was not ready for this! I recall it vividly, it was a Thursday evening, he had popped round after work as he sometimes did. I was sitting on one couch, he was awkwardly standing in front of the kitchen counter, behind the other couch. And he said he was ready to tell me everything. 

Then he began to bring colour to the period from March 2009 to June 2009, when I found out about the money, the R900, which had been transferred to the other woman’s account. Well, my husband had not cut off the affair, in fact it had intensified. He had been to the other woman’s flat. He had been sneaking off to her flat on numerous occasions. The most hurtful occasion to recall was that he sent his mother and me to the spa after the Akani production and he went to be with her, after such a special time with the kids and the production. Oh the betrayal, oh the deception, the lies. Nine months and counting! But the real train smash was this. The other woman fell pregnant, and the money was for the abortion.

My first reaction was one of compassion – Lord only knows how! I suddenly understood his behaviour over the last few months and his request for a separation. He had a Catholic upbringing, which would’ve just piled on the guilt. And I felt bad that I hadn’t been supportive – we were each other’s best friends for half our lifetime, and during his darkest hour, I couldn’t be there for him. It was a strange emotion. I also felt incredibly relieved to know the full story. 

Really, there is a remarkable freedom and light that comes from knowing the truth. And I prayed for him and embraced him. I had peace.

Almost immediately after digesting the truth I was like a possessed woman – I actually got over the abortion – and was now outraged at the continued sexual encounters, enquiring on every detail. Eventually I got over that too and was left with peace. It was a weird, surreal night, one moment outrage, the next moment peace. It was a powerful evening: the revelation of the truth and all its unrestrained consequences which left my emotions equally unrestrained until God got hold of my spirit once again. Later that night, after he left, all the emotion, all the truth came flooding back in. I remember that night playing my worship DVD and crying and singing with the little energy I had left. I remember smsing a few trusted prayer warrior friends saying, “Pray for me, I’ve just been hit by a train.” Bless them, they didn’t even ask what happened, they just faithfully prayed. I loved that!

Coming to terms with everything surrounding the abortion continued to be the most difficult trial to overcome. It took a while for the weight of it to fall fully – I couldn’t tell anyone, didn’t want to, and promised him I never would. We had been trying to conceive for so long, then couldn’t, and now it was clear it was not his fault but mine. I was married to a man that aborted a child. We could’ve had an Ishmael child in the marriage and I was a little relieved that they had the abortion – so, was I part of it? Did that shift some of the guilt and shame onto me?

I had never really thought too much about abortion. My context was what I had been taught in Sunday school – it was to a large extent a religious belief – you shall not murder, abortion is killing a baby, therefore you shall not abort. I guess I was pro-life and not pro-choice. Now, here I was faced with the dilemma of being relieved that the abortion had occurred. Did that somehow mean I condoned it, did that mean I was sinning? It wasn’t my fault, after all, I had no part in it, no part in the decision. I carried a lot of guilt around it. I think the real reason I promised him I wouldn’t tell anyone was because I was ashamed of it. I believed that marriage was a union where two become one flesh, and so flesh of my flesh had conceived a child and then killed it. And at a time when we were desperately trying to have our own child. The timing and extremeness of it all is still so bizarre, I struggle to get my head around it. God gives life, so he allowed the pregnancy and he is sovereign so He allowed the abortion. As He did not allow me to have a child with my husband. He works all things for good – His ways are higher than our ways. 

I do believe there are some things in life the Lord will reveal to us in the fullness of time – in His time. And that there are things we may not understand while here on earth. I do believe that the Lord uses these situations regardless of whether or not we can see his plan. I also believe that everything builds our character to be more effective and productive in His kingdom. I also believe that everything helps us draw closer to God, to rely on Him more and more, to know Him, to love him, to be loved by Him. 

I don’t have all the answers around those extreme gut-wrenching experiences I’ve had: on the one hand a sense of loss of a child from failed IVF and on the other hand my husband arranging an abortion. I have peace on a few things. One is that I am relieved at the removal of the potential consequence of the adultery, i.e. that because of my husband’s adultery there is no innocent child involved. This relief is not sin. My reaction must not lead to sin, e.g. in my anger I must not kill another. But it is not wrong or sinful to be glad that there are not continuing negative consequences or on-going reminders of the sin. 

I also have peace, with the benefit of hindsight, that having a child at that point of my IVF would not have been good timing. I guess you could argue, maybe if we had the child, my husband would’ve stopped the affair but we just don’t know. Besides, studies have proven that children in marriages don’t fix problems, in fact they add pressure, and so where there are deep cracks, they’re likely to collapse under the pressure. Also I would love my experience of motherhood to be in the context of a healthy marriage, not amidst brokenness and deceit. I believe that is the Lord’s hand of mercy to me.

I guess a new question for me then was, do I still believe abortion is wrong? Most of me said, yes, abortion is wrong. But it is a forgivable sin, I saw some degree of the Lord’s mercy in it – A 13 year old girl raped, contracts AIDS and is pregnant – where she aborts the child, I still see it as sinning, but that the Lord allows it through His justice and mercy. Better that the child is with Jesus. This is way out of my league. But again, I cannot presume to know the Lord’s sovereign will in regard to these matters of life and death. 

His character is one of Mercy and Grace and Love and Justice – there are so many things in the Bible the Lord allowed or decreed that I cannot fully understand. I have peace in my heart that God is God and I am not. And choose to leave it at that, to pursue His wisdom and grace in the matter. I may not attain it in this world, but I will pursue it.
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Fresh start
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The end of September 2009 brought the end of our marriage separation. I was satisfied that I knew the truth and that my husband was genuinely remorseful, still loved me and was committed to doing what it took to restore our marriage. I had chosen to forgive, was able to trust in God in the marriage as the strong third part of the cord that held our marriage together. I also knew that divorce was an option, but that the divorce route was just as painful as restoring the marriage route. Each path equally painful, but divorce as an outcome was not one with which I had peace. I also believed that the enemy used my husband’s weakness to inflict division within me and our marriage – and that I could not let the enemy win. I also knew that we had so much good in our history, that I wanted to give it another try. I knew the risks – what if a year, five years, ten years down the line, with children, my husband slips back into the self-destructive pattern again and had another affair. The question I was faced with was: would I risk it? 

It wasn’t about trusting my husband, it was about trusting God. Trusting myself and my instincts and the lessons I had learnt. There could be no guarantees; no one can ever guarantee they’ll be perfect forever. King David, the psalmist, a man after God’s own heart, killed another woman’s husband in lust. Let’s not kid ourselves, we live by grace day by day. It was about stretching myself, learning to love unconditionally, keeping no record of wrong, long-suffering, patiently enduring, allowing myself to be refined, allowing my character to be built. Leaning, on God daily, knowing His peace amidst the storm.

I would not grieve God’s heart, as He hates divorce. I would stand for my marriage, I would love my husband more, be a better wife. In fact, my husband said, one of the reasons he chose to stay in the marriage was because he could see how much I had changed, and that excited him. That gave me hope.

I decided to risk it – I weighed my options and decided it was worth it. I laid it out before the Lord and had more peace about rebuilding the marriage than walking away. I decided it would be worse for me to walk away from it at this stage and destroy the possibilities and dreams we had of a family and married life. That was worth the risk. Ultimately, I wanted to know I gave it my all. A lot of decisions in my life I’ve made based on what would be worse – regretting trying or regretting not trying. In this case it would’ve been regretting not trying. I knew I could always divorce in the future if need be – I would never have the opportunity to try to make it work again.

Both very broken individuals, we had to learn to be vulnerable with each other, to navigate the landmines. We were like strangers again. But there was a refreshing newness to our relationship – a depth and intimacy we’d never had. There is nothing like a relationship when you’ve been through the wars together and come through the other side together. It wasn’t easy, for both of us. So many difficult issues – I had to try to trust him after being lied to and betrayed so many times. He was trying to work through the guilt and shame and pain of his own heart’s disappointment while having to face my pain and struggles. I remember describing it to a friend like two birds injured, trying to help each other fly, the one’s wing was broken, the other couldn’t see – a bit hopeless. But we enjoyed just being, just looking forward to a new life together. We both agreed our past marriage was dead and that was a good thing. 

We still had our differences, my husband rejected God completely. That was really difficult for me. It’s like two people you love most dearly in life rejecting each other. Having my husband rejecting my heart’s desire was unbearable some days; it really hurt. As for my husband, he couldn’t understand my increased faith, it was foreign to him and he felt like he could never live up to God’s standards so why try – that he was always second to God in my life. And he had become insecure about any godly male friend that I had. 

Then on our six-year wedding anniversary, 22 November 2009, we recommitted our marriage vows in our home, a small humble ceremony, officiated by our senior minister. There were lots of contentious issues around it. 

I thought it weird that he didn’t want many people there, but I also knew that it was a big concession for him to agree to it. We did have friends and family round after the ceremony and it was a good day – our home was filled with joy and hope and newness. 

There were many mountains and valleys for me to travel, and for us to travel. A big one was sexual intimacy. Knowing that my husband had been with another woman sexually, and I had not been with another man sexually, planted so many seeds of insecurity. Also because I felt like I could never satisfy him sexually, even before the affair, that sense was now even more heightened. He had re-assured me repeatedly that he would never force me and that was a great relief, but I felt in my heart that he was never satisfied. And let’s be real, coming from a conservative Christian household, sex was never discussed, only ever with negative connotations. I also had a whole mind-set towards it that needed shifting. That God intended sexual intimacy for the marital bed, to be enjoyed, for our pleasure. Sex is from God, but that the world and Satan have completely perverted it. We spoke about this, but it was always awkward – but we spoke about it more often than we ever had before and slowly made more and more progress. 

But like most of the mountains that lay before us, our sexual relationship would take years to fully restore, the important thing was that we were both committed to that journey. The experts indicate that restoring trust in our relationship again would take two to five years to rebuild, only by repeated proven action on the part of my husband. Our social interaction outside of the marriage, jointly or separately, proved to be an incredibly difficult terrain to navigate as we tried to invest more in each other’s interests and hobbies by sharing in them together, while also allowing space to freely enjoy things outside the marriage. It was important for us both to be strong and have a sense of enjoyment in life, as individuals to decrease patterns of interdependence and co-dependency and have unique and separate experiences to bring into the marriage. Against the backdrop of our marriage “recovering from an affair”, especially with the trust issues, it wasn’t easy.

But every week, we somehow managed to navigate more easily up these mountains. Our communication and vulnerability and honesty was increasing, we had shared visions of a new life together. 
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A stump
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2009 was a very long year. It had been a long few years. I had felt for a while that it was time for me to move on from my company. Maybe it reminded me of all the times of trial in my marriage, whatever the reason – I made the decision to go and finally left in November 2009. I had delayed the decision because wise counsel suggested I needed the stability as I navigated through the deep waters of my marriage turmoil. But now we were through it all and I was also emotionally, spiritually, and physically exhausted. I needed time and space to heal. I wanted to be able to invest in my marriage and myself. I needed a break.

We spent the Christmas and year-end holiday season in Cape Town and it was very special. Finally no more lies. And Cape Town called us back home, we decided it was time to move to a new city, to seal our new start – there were many unpleasant reminders in Johannesburg, many things that triggered reminders of the past for me.

The Lord’s Grace and provision again just abounded. We were able to get our house sold one day after our first showing – a miracle given the weakness in the property market at the time. We found the perfect place to rent, and a very cheeky lower rental price was accepted. My husband’s job was very accommodating and he was transferred to the Cape Town office. We were even blessed by a number of thoughtful farewell events. At the outreach project, the kids put together a farewell concert for my husband and me to say thank you, and I wept with joy and love for the entire two hours! When the first item started with the little 3 year old babies singing, “Bye, bye Monique, we love you Monique, God bless you Monique,” I was just overcome by the love of God – I didn’t deserve this, these children had no idea what they meant to me! And then, item after item, just blessed me so, seeing how these children’s confidence had grown, how they loved worship music and were learning to love God and know Him more. I was so overwhelmed and honoured having been part of it. They gave me the most beautiful book, a collection of hand-made cards from the children, just saying thank you. I needed that – the Lord’s manifested Grace and love in those children. I received back a double portion of the blessings I gave.

Moving to Cape Town in April 2010, gave me a significant impetus to leave all those bad experiences, hurts, ugliness behind in Johannesburg, and truly start afresh. I didn’t want to arrive with hatred, bitterness, resentment, regret, and I knew forgiveness was the key – having gone through it before – there were many lessons learnt which helped me.

During this time, journeying through forgiveness again like taking that first backward step when you abseil down a cliff. It was the anticipation of stepping over the edge, overcoming that initial fear, which was the difficult part. Oh, it took weeks on my knees, ok on my face, before the Lord, weeping and confessing how much I hated having to do it again – but once I made the decision to forgive, it all flowed quite easily, all downhill. Holding tightly onto my rope, the Lord, but the emotional and spiritual muscle memory was there, my spirit remembered how to take me all the way down safely without me having to exert too much strength in the process. 

But as wonderful as it was in Cape Town, loving the beauty of the city, the mountain hikes, the ocean’s majesty, I felt like a tree stump. I was cut back, pruned of all my leaves, all my fruit, and chopped off at the base, so that just a stump remained. It was as if I was lying at the foot of the cross, face down and every time I tried to get up, the Father gently pushed me back down. I eventually got the message – it was time for me to rest in Him. For a busy go-getting over-achiever, this was not easy. I so loved spending time and reconnecting with my family and friends in Cape Town, getting involved with the dancing again, my husband with his basketball club. 

I had no job, I had no inclination to work whatsoever, we didn’t have our own home, we were renting, and my marriage was still fragile, and I was still healing. I was struggling to connect into a church, missing my church back home terribly. I was missing the church outreach project and the kids terribly. I was missing my friends. 

I had a lot of time with God, just Him and me. I was relearning who I was in Him, what His purpose for the world is, what the church and believers need to be doing in His kingdom. And he worked on my heart, dealing with the struggle of conceiving, the abortion, the lies, trusting Him. I was getting frustrated at being this stump, not bearing any fruit, feeling so exposed, so stuck. 


“I am the true vine, and My Father is the vinedresser. Every branch in me that does not bear fruit He takes away; and every branch that bears fruit He prunes, that it may bear more fruit. You are already clean because of the word, which I have spoken to you. Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, unless it abides in the vine, neither can you, unless you abide in Me.”


John 15: 1-4

Every branch in me that does not bear fruit He takes away and every branch that bears fruit He prunes. For the previous three years, the Father had taken many things away from me and pruned me – down to a bare stump. All I needed to do was abide in Him – I eventually realised, that although I was a stump on the surface, my roots were being nourished. I was being filled, strengthened, rooted in His love. And in due season I would bear much fruit, more fruit than before for my Father’s glory.
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Winter
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Often after trees are pruned, cut back and uprooted they have to endure a winter season. And often during that winter season, there are no signs of life, one only has to trust that the roots are being strengthened and established during this time.

Well, my winter season hit, in the heart of cold, windy, rainy Cape Town season, just six days after my birthday. I am grateful it happened after my birthday this year and not before like last year when I had a miserable 30th birthday.

My husband had started travelling to Johannesburg for work, which was a new important step for us to make in rebuilding trust. It was not easy for me to risk again. On this particular occasion, my spirit went into turmoil, and this week, I went to spend a few days on the West Coast to see what the Lord was saying. Well, he didn’t say much, but I was strengthened by His presence and left in peace. That weekend was my uncle’s funeral, a difficult time for our family, we went to Montagu, getting back late on Saturday evening, the 18th June. 

As I got out of the bath, I noticed my husband’s wallet in the bathroom, and was unashamed to look inside. I had never checked his wallet before, he generally doesn’t keep slips but I found a restaurant receipt. I knew this restaurant is where he used to meet with the other woman. I fell to my knees and cried out to the Lord for the truth and the strength to handle the truth. I confronted my husband as gently as I could and he confessed that he had started up the affair again and had slept with her numerous times while in Johannesburg. 

Again, the breath was knocked out of me. And the world was spinning. I was very calm, as so many times before, I recognised the supernatural peace of God come over me. I told my husband that this was the end of the road. That the only way I could see through this was if we went under intense pastoral care. (I didn’t even know what that meant). And I went on to say to him that without God there was no way to overcome this. He had rejected God but now realised he couldn’t do it by his own strength. As for me I couldn’t see a way forward for the marriage.

Again, I saw a broken man in front of me. He agreed again to sleep in the other room, he said he would go to church the next day and he would get us help. He was desperate for the marriage to work, he was so sorry. He said he knew that God was real, because every time I’d found out I’d had those dreams. (I had a dream two weeks before that he was having an affair again and he denied it.)

You may think I’m crazy, but I really believe he meant it – like he did all the other times – he really wanted the marriage to work, he really still loved me deeply. I know he really didn’t want to be doing what he was doing, to himself, to me, to the other woman. He was a man in a stronghold that he had no power over. I knew with his head he still loved me, his brokenness was genuine. 

But that night something changed for me. That moment, I stopped loving that man as a husband. It’s like the Lord flicked the switch, released me. I eventually went back to our bedroom alone, a solitude I had come to appreciate – away from the “violence”. I knew I had to get someone to pray me through that crucial moment. I knew the last time I didn’t reach out for help; I landed up in hospital, having lost two days of my life. I knew I didn’t want to go through that again. Who do you phone with such news at 9pm on a Saturday evening? 

Who would be able to pray the right prayer? My dear friend and sister in Christ, an amazing woman of God, her singleness a blessing to me that evening, gentle, real. I knew she would cry with me, I knew she would take my call. And she did, I don’t know what she prayed, but I wept as she prayed. We went through disbelief, anger, pity, confusion, all in a matter of a 10 minute telephone conversation. As I sat on that toilet, I remember holding myself up as I leant on the counter. Having told someone, suddenly the reality of it all starting penetrating and I felt so weak. I was crushed, in heart, mind and spirit. My brain could not actually comprehend it all. But her wisdom, her words and prayers were the loving catching hands of the Lord made manifest that evening. 

I wasn’t alone; God had heard my prayer, even though I couldn’t pray for myself. I could let go a bit. She sent out a prayer request on my behalf – I knew I was covered with prayer. Now I needed to start this process again – shock, denial, pain, anger, mourning. What would I do tomorrow, who would I tell, did this mean divorce? Surely not. Lord what’s going on? What did I do wrong this time? You said Cape Town was the right move. Why didn’t you help my husband not to fall into temptation? Had my prayers not been enough, had I not believed hard enough, had I not honoured you, had I not been a better wife to him? What was going on? This was why my spirit was so unsettled over the last few days – God was preparing me.

The next day, Sunday, I didn’t go with him to church. He came back and said he committed his life to Jesus. I was numb. I wanted to rejoice, to celebrate, but I was so sceptical. I felt: "Wasn’t it enough that he abused my love, my patience, my forgiveness – he had better not take my God for granted." It was only because of the Grace of God that we had gotten that far, that God had convicted me and strengthened me to persevere as long as I had to that point. And now a desperate man, he saw God as a last resort – my God is no backup plan! I was quite annoyed. I felt manipulated into not being angry with him. 

I said he should speak to a pastor, he contacted our pastor from our previous church in Johannesburg and they spoke for a long time. We went for a walk in the mountains and he prayed out loud again asking forgiveness and for God’s salvation – and he asked me to pray for him. Which I did. It was surreal.  My prayer was for salvation of this man, but it wasn’t my husband in my mind. 

We went to another service in the evening, where he again went up to be saved. I hated it. And now I felt guilty that I wasn’t rejoicing that after the years of prayers, multitudes of people praying, his salvation had come – and I was annoyed. I didn’t know what to do with all of that. 

At the car park, a man came up to my husband and congratulated him on this day. He was a humble man and he spoke my husband’s language, literally having grown up on the Cape Flats too. This man was sent to my husband to speak the truth and the reality of his decision – that it’s way more than just a feeling, that he had a long rewarding journey ahead of him, that with God all things are possible – he just poured out powerful revelation, truth, blessings, encouragement, warnings, love. 

God covered my husband with grace that day – wow, I couldn’t but be amazed. 

But I was still left so conflicted. Wait a minute, he started the affair again, yes he may now be saved, but how does that affect my decision, does it affect it at all? I shared my conflict with my faithful friend and one other woman of God – they were unanimous – his salvation is separate to my decision.

He took leave from work and we went away for a few days. I got to ask all the nasty, messy questions, I got to rant and rave. I got to a place of peace. 

Then I had the strength to reach out again to my dearest cousin in Cape Town. I needed someone on the ground to carry me through this. I knew we had to separate again. Last time – hospital, this time I would do it better. It was such a miracle that she had taken leave and was able to literally hold my hand, pack some things, go and tell him I was moving out and going to stay with my parents and get an HIV test. 

She drove with me to his office. He said he had something else to tell me. He told me he was still heavily into pornography and had downloaded it to his phone and it had cost a lot of money. But he cancelled the accounts and he was sorry. It was too much to digest. Light, darkness, light, darkness. He was in tears, broken as I told him I was moving out. He told me he was seeing pastors, etc. He was in Jesus’ hands. I had to leave him there and sort myself out.

The most difficult part of this time was facing people that loved me – seeing their pain for me reflected back to me in their eyes was unbearable. That hurt deep down to places I didn’t even know could hurt. You see, all the previous times, they hadn’t been aware of too much, but they took my husband back and loved him and forgave him too. And so this time, for me, it was like I had brought that on them, because I asked them to trust me that it was the right thing to forgive and take him back into our hearts – to risk it. Now they were betrayed too, because of me. 

I went to stay with my special, loving parents. But my parents were struggling in themselves and in their marriage. After their first fight, I realised I could not be in a place of conflict, I needed to be in a place of peace. I loved them and they loved me, but I needed to move back to my house. Why did I have to be the one to give up my comforts? I asked him to move out. But how would I manage being on my own? I couldn’t bear that. So I asked one of my cousins to stay with me, for comfort. He graciously obliged and he was a Godsend. 

Step by step the Lord moved me forward, covered me, guided me, protected me. It was good to be back in my home and I started digesting it all. OK, so now did this mean divorce? Did I have to get a job right away? My husband was beside himself, he was trying to make contact and I was trying to avoid contact at all costs. I couldn’t deal with him. I had to make sure I did not fall apart again and I needed to navigate this pain in a healthy way. 
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Then and now
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I started asking the Lord whether or not I should continue to stand for my marriage or divorce. I couldn’t even bear to mention it to anyone... This was a massive decision – from somewhere I recalled a good framework for seeking the Lord’s Will: Firstly, know His word on the matter. Secondly, seek Godly counsel. Thirdly, be led by the Holy Spirit. 

His Word – I read Malachi and Deuteronomy, cover to cover, to contextualise and internalise every scripture for marriage and against divorce. I scoured the New Testament for every reference to marriage and divorce. I spent many hours, just bawling my eyes out over the scriptures. 

Using Bible references to cross-reference, Bible commentaries to help me contextualise, on every occasion I came away with a peace that God was releasing me to divorce. 

I clung to the truth from the bible passage where Jesus’ own words said ... “except for marital unfaithfulness”. If there was any confusion from Old Testament laws, hardened hearts, God hating divorce and its violence, Jesus’ words in red clarified it for me and gave me peace. My Jesus knew, for me, and so many others I’m sure, what turmoil I would be in, what confusion from wanting to do his Will in the matter, that thousands of years ago, he breathed those few words, which would set me free. It wasn’t human’s words like Paul or John or any other person’s interpretation. It was Jesus’ – the son of God. Not open to human, doctrinal or theological debate. It is the words of God – I stand by His words, not the words of man. 


“Jesus replied, ‘Moses permitted you to divorce your wives because your hearts were hard. But it was not this way from the beginning. I tell you, that anyone who divorces his wife, except for sexual immorality, and marries another woman, commits adultery’”.


Matthew 19: 8,9

Even in the Old Testament, God often made an analogy of Israel as an adulterous wife, In fact, God gave faithless Israel a certificate of divorce:


“I gave faithless Israel her certificate of divorce and sent her away because of all her adulteries.”


Jeremiah 3: 8

I am very wary of taking scripture out of context, I am all for looking at every theme and verse and event from scripture in its original context. But there are moments of lavish intimacy, when it’s as if our Heavenly Father wrote words aimed right at our very need, transcending time, breaking down the natural laws. It’s as if He’s got our faces in His hands, looks into our eyes and speaks his words directly into our broken, aching hearts, minds and souls – Deep connecting with deep. That’s how real His Word was to me. I fell into His scriptures face first, and He touched my face. It amazes me that we don’t need theological degrees or to have finished Bible school to allow His words be alive and real to us. He’s our living God, Praise you Father, Your words are life!

You know what puzzles me, is why did I not have these revelations a year ago. Same scriptures, same truth, same circumstances, dear Lord, it would’ve saved a year of my life to have moved on earlier. But a year ago, I was not as close to the Word of God, and I wasn’t ready to let His word be alive in me. He makes all things beautiful in His time. 

Wise counsel – now this can throw one way off the path, because people, godly people, with all the best intentions can get it wrong. I’m raising my hand, because I’m as guilty. That’s why it’s so important to anchor Godly counsel between God’s word and God’s Spirit. It’s safe there. Now a year ago, the counsel was very varied. Some people merely suggested divorce; others flat out insisted it was the only way. Then there were the people who said: “You stand by your marriage no matter what and don’t let Satan win here”. And the fence sitting diplomats: “Do what’s best for you, God loves you no matter what”. People also project their own wishes on you, unintentionally: “You’re young and beautiful and can have any man in Johannesburg and can have a whole new life, God doesn’t want you to suffer”. I didn’t want any other man in Johannesburg; I wanted a faithful husband and a God honouring marriage. And then there were those who tried to tell me without saying the words that they wished they’d left their husband before the children came, but they were too weak and didn’t have any other options. OK, so maybe not all of this was “Godly” counsel. But it’s important to realise the breadth of the opinions that well meaning people will impart. I pretty much ignored most counsel the first time round – I trusted God’s spirit in me saying, “Stand for your marriage”. 

But this time round, the counsel was almost word for word, scarily in synch. My parents, family, friends, Godly marriage counsellors and worldly psychologists – all said the same three things. Firstly, you did all you could. Yes I did. Secondly, my husband needed help and I couldn’t fix him. That was correct. Thirdly, I must trust what I believe God wanted me to do because I knew the Lord. Yes I did. And granted, most did also strongly suggest divorce or extended separation. A pastor with a strong marriage counselling ministry said that I should look for consensus in counsel and if it was there, I should not ignore it. 

God will and does use close family and friends that love one and knows one to speak truth into our lives. My family were unanimous – they were not a year ago. This time, even my closest relatives, young and old, who previously supported me in not divorcing, were suggesting divorce proceedings. It was God’s mercy and that gave me tremendous peace. I think if my 70-year-old aunt and 30-year-old cousin, who love and serve the Lord and believe in marriage restoration had not changed their minds, I would’ve had a problem, but there was a clear majority consensus.

Leading of the Holy Spirit – I really don’t know how I got through a day of my life without yielding to His Spirit. Wait, I do know, I got through it badly and without peace! This is one of the most marvellous parts for me. I remember one day, thrice hearing this term – laying down your Isaac. I had no idea what it meant, but my spirit was anxious to find out. I’d finished the Book of Daniel Beth Moore study and was looking for a new Bible study. I remembered the Patriarch study and that it should also have something in there about Abraham and Isaac. Well, it was like the Lord was speaking directly to me, my spirit was quickened, I was weeping through the entire Beth Moore session. Isaac represented something in our lives, which we loved deeply, sought the Lord in suffering to have, and did not represent anything bad or sinful in our lives. Yet, the Lord was calling us to lay it before His altar in faith as a “living sacrifice”. 

I could have been Goliath hit between the eyes by David’s stone. My marriage, my husband, was my Isaac. And my Lord was calling me to lay down my marriage. I felt it in the depth of my soul. I loved my husband deeply, had endured much suffering with my marriage and continuing my marriage was not a sinful thing to do. Yet He called me so clearly to lay it down and walk away. Abraham did it, with the faith that His God could raise the dead. That’s obvious to us, this side of Christ’s resurrection. Remember in Abraham’s time, no one had risen from the dead yet – no Elisha, no Jesus miracles, no Jesus resurrection – so it was credited to Him as righteousness, He had faith did Abraham yes he did. I was not doing it in the hope of resurrection. That he could resurrect another marriage for me yes, but not this same one.  His Spirit’s leading was so clear, so tangible and gave me such peace. And I had numerous confirmations and references to Isaac and Abraham after that too. 

So I stood by Jesus’ own words, majority consensus from the counsel of the Godly and His Spirit. It was still not easy. How would I face the shame, the embarrassment? Being single again – Lord help me! How would I even do this? I knew divorce was as hard, if not harder than remaining in the marriage. But even having had confirmation from God, facing the realities of it for the first time was too much. I went into a bad place. I needed to get away and get perspective. Was I sure? Lord, really are you sure, after EVERYTHING Lord, you’re sure? I went to look for a book on divorce, it had to be biblical. I found one, written by an Anglican priest, entitled Divorce and the church, I saw lots of Bible references. I believe His Spirit led me to it. 

So, in laying down Abraham’s Isaac, he had to journey three days to the top of the mountain. I decided to give it three weeks to let the Lord confirm the divorce; I would go to Johannesburg for one week and spend two weeks in Australia with my cousin. So I made the plans and booked the tickets. 

I yielded to wise counsel about not rushing anything and taking my time to make this decision. I heard them; I would take another month at least to hear from the Lord. I told my husband I was taking time to decide about the marriage and that he could email me anything he wanted to share or express. I was still limiting contact with him. I also needed to journey through my emotions: the sadness, the hurt, the rejection, the betrayal, the disbelief, the depression and the hopelessness. I spent so many lonely, dark nights, crying. I stopped dancing because I didn’t have the strength.
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Exile – leaving the marriage
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But I needed to get away, I felt like the Israelites when they were set free to leave Egypt, and were exiled, having no real home. Leaving a life of slavery and captivity, but not having a clear vision of where they were going. I felt like that. I was running away from the reality of the pain in Cape Town, I was going into exile. 

Leaving behind the pain, the home I knew, with no idea where I was going, just leaving the chaos of my life. 

I was journeying through the most amazing book at this time: Hope after Betrayal, written by a pastor’s wife whose husband had an affair and her journey to wholeness. It also contained three other women’s journeys as well. It helped me benchmark my walk, ok, some days crawl, to healing. I highly recommend it. In addition, I spent a lot of time in His presence, worshipping and being fed by His Word.

The Lord’s grace continued in my life as I was able to financially afford the trip and the time. I was able to stay with my one precious cousin in Johannesburg and another very close cousin in Australia. I had to apply for an Australian visa and wait for it in Johannesburg. I collected the visa, the day before I left for Australia; it was the working of the Lord. It felt strange planning all these things alone; it was quite disconcerting, it all felt foreign, like someone else’s life. But through it all I knew the strength of the Lord and experienced His joy. Strange but true.

Arriving in Johannesburg was surreal. My emotions were like a roller coaster – it was so difficult facing everyone I loved, and seeing their pity and pain for me. I felt a failure and an embarrassment. I went out with a friend to have a good time – I ended up crying in a little heap and them having to drag me out of there. I couldn’t do this being single thing – I haven’t been single since I was 15 years old, that’s my entire adult life! I didn’t even know how to flirt! I didn’t want to have to know how to flirt! I wanted to go home. But they convinced me that my husband was not worth it and that I deserved to have a good time. So we went to another club. I’m glad I did, I danced and had a good time. I enjoy dancing and my girlfriend and I just had good clean fun together. And I made some friends. I could do this. I wasn’t completely pathetic. It was not your conventional Holy Spirit deliverance experience, but my God did some pretty mighty healing in me that night. He works all things for our good. 

And it was the beginning of me setting a new identity for myself, independent of my husband. My trip to Australia was the next big step for me. I was anxious and doubtful about whether this was the right thing, was I being too impetuous? Was I being reckless with my finances? I was just happy to get away from it all for a while. 

I’d really missed my cousin and her three gorgeous girls (2, 3 and 6 years old at the time), there’d be plenty of distractions...

I loved every moment in Australia. They lived in a gorgeous coastal city, so I went for long walks on the beach, which I love. I had quiet time with the Lord, just reading my book “Hope after Betrayal” and processing all that had happened. I got involved in their very busy family life raising three young little ones. The most treasured moments were the sunsets on the beach. My cousin and I would just dream, and chat about all the possibilities of life. And reflect on God’s goodness through everything I’d been through. She was absolutely the Lord’s hand to get me to start thinking about what it meant to be divorced and eventually be physical with another man. I’ve only ever been with one man my whole life. And we spoke about the good things about being single and she really gave me such peace about it. It all felt less scary. 

We also spoke about staying in the marriage and what that would mean. It was such a safe place, literally on the other side of the world, to voice my every fear and anxiety. She’s an incredibly smart woman, with the highest emotional IQ. 

And on one of the last days in Australia I finished the book on Hope after Betrayal. I was not expecting the ending – it was her husband’s testimony and him answering the difficult questions women ask. I think I read the entire chapter with my eyes wide open and eyebrows raised. The inked words on those pages were like the jaws of life, cutting through a mangled car wreck, to rescue the passenger inside – me. 

I finally got it – I was not to blame, there was nothing I could have done to change my husband’s behaviour. I knew that I was not to blame – with my head – everyone told me so. But I somehow still had this algorithm in my head trying to decode how I could’ve stopped this mess, how I could’ve saved him from himself and saved our marriage. It’s a difficult thing to admit. It’s a difficult thing to stop the involuntary program, which runs in one’s sub-conscious. For me I think it’s because I know my God is able and as an intercessor, praying constantly, one actually visualises positive outcomes – because one prays in faith, by God’s grace that all works out for good – but good as we perceive it. But that man’s words, moved my heart and finally I got it – I was not to blame. He explained how pornographic addictions in most men start before they’re even in a relationship with a woman, on average at 10 years old. 

And how over the years, the pornography’s visual stimulation is not enough and like any addiction it grows. Affairs or prostitution are often natural progressions from simple pornography watching on the internet. 

I was also reading a book about an Anglican minister’s journey through divorce. He compared his whole experience to the Israelites’ journey through the desert from Egypt, to the promised land to captivity back to Jerusalem – a journey that I felt like I was walking in my own life. 

I was in the exile stage, felt like I had been released from captivity, saved by the Lord, from the torment of living in a marriage of lies. But not really knowing where I was heading, trusting the Lord, day by day. Food had no taste. Sleep didn’t make me feel rested. Tears were just around every corner. I was glad I was out of my “Egypt” but like the Israelites, I grumbled all the time and was very tempted to go back into my marriage because the unknown seemed too overwhelming. 

But that book gave me such perspective on how our exiles become exoduses. When God takes us “from” somewhere, He always has a “to” somewhere in mind. And just as the Israelites were being lead to the promised land, so would I over time. What he felt about the backlash from the church, I felt too – I was most afraid about what my believing friends would say. That I had let the “team” down. My failure had become their failure too, because they had all so faithfully believed and prayed for my husband and me. I also feared my non-believing friends would think I was a hypocrite for saying I’m a Christian, standing by my husband previously and now walking away. I feared that I would bring embarrassment to my friends.

Working through the scriptures with this Anglican priest and how he came to peace, really helped me accept the fact that my marriage was over, and it didn’t matter that I was getting divorced, nor what the church would say, I was eternally loved by God. My promised land awaited, but my attitude during my time in the desert, would determine how long I took to get there. I loved that analogy; it gave me space to just “be”. 

The day before I left Australia, I received a long three-page email from my husband. He still had hope for our marriage, he gave justifications for doing what he had done, he explained what he was doing to “fix” himself, new realisations he had come to. There were three pages all about him. 

I sensed no real remorse, or understanding of what he had done to our marriage, how he had hurt me. It all sounded scarily familiar. I didn’t miss this man anymore. I was done with this marriage. This was confirmation for me from the Lord.

So, in determining to have my exodus – I planned a follow-up trip to the US. I knew I had to go home and face my husband and tell him my decision to divorce, but I would then go on my exodus, having left my Egypt. I would go seeking God’s healing, wisdom and will in my life.

Flying back to Cape Town, I wept most of the way. I was crying so much, I couldn’t eat the food.. When one’s nose is blocked and you try and swallow, you can’t breathe – I thought I was going to choke! I felt pathetic and ridiculous. Then I decided, that’s it! I’m going to burst an eardrum or something flying and sobbing like this. I am SO grateful there was no one sitting next to me, can you imagine?

Getting back home, I felt ready to face my husband. Nothing like a good cry, to release the emotions. Even better, nothing like crying out to God, to release His working in our lives. Having made peace with the divorce, I knew it would be difficult to tell him, but it was the right thing to do. He came around to the place we were renting, we sat side by side on opposite sides of the couch. I explained to him that I wanted a divorce. I felt I had done everything to allow him to make the right, healthy choices for himself and our marriage, and he’d been unable to. In the absence of him being able to make those choices, I make the choice to protect myself, as being with him, I put myself at risk, physically and emotionally. I told him I didn’t regret the marriage or my decision to try again after the first infidelity incident. That our marriage wasn’t all bad and that I hoped we could walk away with both our dignities intact and have as peaceful a divorce process as possible. He broke down in tears and left in a hurry.

As I sat on the couch, I started crying out to the Lord because this was not fair. I was so tired of keeping it all together because he was falling apart. I felt I didn’t get a chance to fully say my say. I felt no compassion for him, only annoyance. My tears were of frustration. As I sat before the Lord, I just knew my heart was steadfast and I had made the right decision. I also knew he was still a broken man, in desperate need of God’s redeeming grace. 

And I felt bad for him, but not for my decision. We would eventually have the discussion again and I had my chance to say my say – and he apologised for the way he reacted. 

I was very tempted to travel straight from Australia to the US, but I had a ministry commitment back in Cape Town with friends. As much as I didn’t think I had anything to offer anyone, I could sense that my friends were still expecting me to participate – so I decided I would come home, tell my husband about my decision face-to-face and do the ministry work. It was a day of prayer and healing for women, which I needed more than anyone else. It was hosted in a poorer area of the Cape Flats, in my housekeeper’s back yard. My friend from Johannesburg, a spiritual mother to me, was heading up the ministry and was flying to Cape Town especially for this event. We held it in those humble settings, outside with rain threatening – but we did it. We hosted 20 ladies for lunch on Women’s Day and let them know that they are loved by Jesus. We worshipped, prayed together and shared our stories. I danced for them and shared my testimony, as broken as I was. Our fragile hearts were one in the Lord, it was an incredible day, I don’t think I’ll ever forget it. Still today, months later, my housekeeper tells me stories about ladies who had been touched and changed by that day. There was no pomp and ceremony, no pretence, just three women pointing others to the Jesus that changed our lives – I believe our humble efforts made Jesus smile. It is only by the Lord’s grace that he directed me to be part of that most special day on the 10th August 2010 – a time of supernatural peace and calm waters. I’m glad I went home before going to the US.
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Exodus – wholeness and healing in God’s presence
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As I journeyed through my desert, I kept my eyes focused on the promised land. Oh dear, I remember, I didn’t even know what my promised land was. But I was going to figure it out. 

I’ve been on an incredible journey with Jesus, lover of my soul. It’s from an overflow of love shared, that I pour this oil of gladness to you, from the depths of my heart-made-whole to your heart, whatever condition it may be in. 

As I bare my heart, I invite you to open your heart, mind and soul to the possibilities of what God can do. If you’ve never heard anyone describe an encounter with God, it may sound strange to you. This experience is incredibly sacred, intimate and emotional for me – more real than many human relationships and experiences.

It had been three years of brokenness for me, frantically scurrying around to pin my identity on something: my career, my marriage, becoming a mother, a ministry (serving God).

One by one, the Lord allowed any hope of any of that to be stripped away. 

Firstly, I couldn’t fall pregnant, despite all the best medical treatments with nothing physically wrong with me. So I was not to be a mother. My heart was bleeding.

Secondly, I wouldn’t find any peace or purpose in the corporate rat race, attained every success, earned far too much. It meant nothing to me, I walked away from it. My heart was tender and aching with emptiness.

Thirdly, all the work for the Lord, the church involvement, the outreaches, with all the fruit that bore – the Lord called me away from that. I was not to be boxed into a ministry. My heart was crushed.

Fourthly, despite long-suffering, forgiveness, unconditional love, respect, submission, my marriage failed, I was getting divorced. Like my marriage vows, my heart was shattered, broken beyond repair ... 

I was pruned, cut back, like a tree stump, cut off at the base. Just the roots and stump. The Lord cut me back, but He said up to here and no more. 

For a long time I endured the cold icy winter season, feeling so alone, so cold, so exposed, so unrooted, so unfruitful, no growth, no purpose.

Just waiting on God – after having done all, just “standing” there, with His armour on. 

It was time for me to rediscover my identity in Him. So, in that broken state, I did what I feared the most in the entire world – I left what comfort I had left and travelled to America, alone. 

No job, no marriage, no children, no ministry. Completely heart-broken, without hope. I went seeking my God. 

How do you put words to falling in love with the very Being that is love – the journey to the USA brought me to the end of my vocabulary. 

It’s been like a honeymoon with Jesus, a gift from the Father’s heart. I experienced the fullness of God. Full sorrow and pain, fullness of joy, full love, full fellowship, full power, full authority. 

There are too many stories of His love displayed to me, the many miracles along my journey, our God pays attention to the details. From the beginning of that trip I was abundantly blessed, for example on the first leg of my airplane trip, I was upgraded to business class.

I learnt how to receive His love, I saw my prayers answered, I was awed at His church at work, I ate His word and it was my joy and heart’s delight. 

I attended the Lifeway Women’s conference with Beth Moore and Travis Cottrell in Lexington, a small town. I wept from Friday evening till Saturday afternoon. There’s nothing like 11 000 women to make you feel like an ant and 33 hours of travel to make you feel a wreck.

My prayer: Lord let me be seen, I feel invisible, my heart is shattered.

He answered it: I was lovingly taken to meet Beth Moore, and the first thing she said was “I saw you in the audience, ... ” 

Worshipping, being prayed over, crying out to God those two days, He touched the depth of my soul. I poured out my all to Him, I came broken, empty, alone but I knew, believed, and felt His loving arms carrying me, I could trust Him in this – my journey through the desert.

Love... By the time I got to IHOP (International House of Prayer) on Sunday, I was ready to claim my healing, I was so enthralled by His love for me, you see, I couldn’t deny it, it was so blatant, out of 11 000 women, he used Beth to tell me I was seen and heard. His Spirit of wisdom and revelation was moving strongly and tangibly at IHOP, two revelations moved me from my selfish obsession into God’s arms:

If we only loved and followed God when things went our way, how true is our love and devotion to Him? 

I had given parts of my heart to my marriage, my career, being a mother, ministries – I hadn’t left much for God. 

In fact I had broken the first and greatest command: 


“You shall love the Lord your God, with all your heart, with all your mind and with all your soul. This is the first and greatest command.” 


Matthew 22: 37

You see I loved God, but from what was left ... I didn’t love Him above all other things, and I didn’t love Him with all my heart, mind or soul. So my heart broke, again, but this time for Him.

I surrendered all, it’s easy when there’s nothing left to surrender – If only I’d learnt this lesson earlier.

Then I learnt to receive His love, oh, that was the hardest thing – more emotionally draining than facing the pain of everything else – believing, really letting it sink in that I can do nothing to achieve/deserve His love – but could I really receive it. How could I? With so many failings. I was hungry and thirsty, desperate for His love, determined to love Him wholeheartedly, I realised I didn’t know how . . .

Pray... At the Sunday IHOP service, a real dialogue with my Lord started, and began to seal my healing. We were called to surrender all to Jesus, so that the Lamb may receive His reward for His suffering – would we lay down our lives afresh as a reward to Jesus. YES! I couldn’t get to the front fast enough. And I laid down my broken heart, life, with every strength I had, I cried out to Him. 


“You will call upon Me and come, and pray to me and I will l listen to you” 


Jeremiah 29: 12.


“Call to me and I will answer you and tell you great and unsearchable things you do not know.” 


Jeremiah 33: 3.

Dance... Then there, at the front of the church Jesus met me, he held my face in His hands – oh the beauty of His gaze – and we danced around the universe, it was so real, spiralling into the heavens together – so intimate. My heart pounded with His, I could hardly breathe, I just wept, never have I felt so loved. I was a bit afraid and struggled to keep gazing in His eyes – this is Jesus! 

As I got back to my seat, on the back of the person in front of me was a picture of a man and woman dancing – just in case I doubted, God I just love your attention to detail! 

Monday morning, while praying in the IHOP Prayer room for the first time, Jesus met me again. This time we gazed in each other’s eyes, intense, I was bolder this time. He told me to keep gazing into His eyes. He led me to a beach and we danced huge spirals in the sand. The next day, I walked past the bookshop and a picture of a woman Touching the Hem of Jesus’ garment caught my eye. I went into the shop and picked up the picture on an A4 sized board. Immediately behind it was the picture on this cover – a picture of Jesus and His bride spiralling up. I was shaking as I held that picture, Jesus meant for me to ever remember us spiralling and dancing together. I share this holy image with you on the cover of this book.

Wholehearted... Then my tender precious Jesus, told me that my heart had to be broken completely, because it was too defiled, too damaged to be put back together. It had been too corrupted by things of this world. And he gave me a solid gold beaming heart, to replace my shattered heart. He said he had to break my heart completely to give me His heart. So I had a brand new WHOLE heart – to be able to love Him, serve Him ... Wholeheartedly, from a place of wholeness – This is our God, who is there like Him, Praise you Lord, there is none like you, love you Jesus, lover of my soul! I shed my last broken hearted tear – now my tears were only out of the over flow of really feeling loved. I’d fallen in love with Jesus, consumed by His thoughts, His love, grace, mercy, goodness.

Vision... I was now focused completely on His Kingdom vision, I had been so consumed with myself for so long, it was so freeing, so liberating to not focus on myself! When we are so consumed by the step we’re on, overcome with anxiety, storms raging around us, we focus only on where our feet are standing and where the next step is and if it’s safe. Even when Jesus is by our side, all we see are His feet. But when we lift our heads, get a full perspective on where we’re at, where we’re going, it releases a lot of the anxiety, because we can actually see where we’re going, we can see the path ahead. Oh but so much more, we get to gaze into Jesus face, not just at his feet! 

Eat... Jeremiah 33: 3 – When your words came to me, I ate them and they were my joy and my heart’s delight – that is my testimony! I was so hungry and thirsty for the Word by the time Monday afternoon came round and the “Bible Study” sessions began (David’s Vow, Times of Trouble). Every word, every Bible reference penetrated deep into my being. God was confirming, re-assuring, deepening, rebuilding, reconstructing how I viewed my “Time of trouble”, my season of being “cut-back”. His words were life to me. I saw Him afresh, through new lenses, working in every part of my life, every part of my journey. The insights are infinite, the revelations powerful. I love your word Lord, just love it.

Along the journey, I received multiple confirming, encouraging, awe-inspiring prophecies, each confirming the depth of the Lord’s love, purpose and power in/for my life.

Most special in relation to my healing was, the Lord seeing me as a ripe melon. This extract from John is so real and dear to me, I have lived this!


“I am the true vine, and My Father is the vinedresser. Every branch in Me that does not bear fruit He takes away; and every branch that bears fruit He prunes, that it may bear more fruit. You are already clean because of the word, which I have spoken to you. Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, unless it abides in the vine, neither can you, unless you abide in Me. I am the vine, you are the branches. He who abides in Me, and I in him, bears much fruit; for without Me you can do nothing. By this My Father is glorified, that you bear much fruit; so you will be My disciples.”


John 15: 1 - 5, 8


“For this reason I bow my knees to the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, from whom the whole family in heaven and earth is named, that He would grant you, according to the riches of His glory, to be strengthened with might through His Spirit in the inner man, that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith; that you, being rooted and grounded in love, may be able to comprehend with all the saints what is the width and length and depth and height—to know the love of Christ which passes knowledge; that you may be filled with all the fullness of God.”


Ephesians 3: 14-19

Can you comprehend being filled with the fullness of God! I love that prayer. I am now rooted in love, secure in the knowledge of Him, filled with the fullness of God and I bear much fruit for my Father’s Glory, it’s just no longer worldly, temporal fruit – it’s everlasting, kingdom building fruit!

On the last day of my trip, in a time of prayer before the Lord, he whispered these words into my heart... 


Invitation from Jesus to you

No more weeping, no more tears hitting raw cement, mixing with sand, making mud;

No more will sorrows ripping out the heart of my people;

I am your God, I am mighty, victorious;

I am in you, I established you, I call you to myself.

My father and I long for you to enter our fellowship by the infilling of My Holy Spirit.

I am the Lord that Healeth thee, Come to me.

Repent, for I’m coming soon,

Then receive the fullness of me, your full inheritance.

No longer dwelling in turmoil but full of My peace, resting in blessed assurance.

As the Spirit and the Bride call me to come, my Father and I say to you, His bride, come to the table 

I have prepared for you in the presence of your enemies.

Come to us, Come.

All for Jesus, lover of my soul!


I found my promised land and realised that the living God is my inheritance. That a life of knowing and experiencing His love, is my promised land. That I am His beloved bride and He is my husband, and I am part of that heavenly family, forever. That all He cares about is my love for Him and that I know His love for me. His love is endless and has no measure, His love is my promised land and in His presence I will dwell all the days of my life beholding His beauty, enquiring in His temple (Psalm 27: 4).
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Cocoon – waiting period
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Coming home from that trip, back to facing the “troubles” of a divorce and having to find a job, was like stepping out of glory. It must be what Moses felt like, stepping off the mountain, away from the Glory of God, to find a people having built a golden calf! But somehow that glory lingered in me and something had changed in me. I was hungrier than ever for God, and my heart was strong – it was still sore sometimes, but not broken. I clung hard to the revelations and fresh revelation of who I was in God.

As I journey into the new hope and future the Lord has for me and try to untangle the mess in my brain and heart around where I’m to go next with the Lord, it’s very clear to me that this is my waiting period. Just yesterday, I went for a walk in the most beautifully landscaped river garden, against the backdrop of the majestic mountains, I ended up climbing up onto and sitting on this oak tree branch. And there before me on the tree trunk, was a beautiful cocoon. The Lord’s message was clear; I’m to be cocooned, before being released into a delicate butterfly. And just like the pupae inside the cocoon has no idea what awaits it and what it is becoming, I need to trust God in my cocoon time. I may not understand what’s happening in me, or in the spiritual world around me but this is His time. 

So I’m called to detoxify from all other information in my life including worship music, teachings, counsel, emails, world media. In solitude, meditating on His word only. I feel like I’m a computer, with the old software being wiped clean and new software being uploaded. 

Its not easy for me. I’m very bad at being still. Even in my time with the Lord, I’m always busy worshipping, interceding, asking and praying in tongues. I’ve yet to develop the ability to cut out all the noise and listen, to hear His voice clearly, undisputedly.


“My soul, wait silently for God alone, for my expectation is from Him.”


Psalms 62:5


“Wait on the Lord, Be of good courage, And He shall strengthen your heart; Wait, I say, on the Lord.”


Psalms 27:14


“Rest in the Lord, and wait patiently for Him; DO not fret because of him who prospers along in his way ... do not fret, it only causes harm.”


Psalms 37: 7


“But those who wait on the Lord shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings like eagles, They shall run and not grow weary, They shall walk and not grow faint.”


Isaiah 40: 31


“Bind up the testimony, Seal the law among my disciples. And I will wait on the Lord, Who hides His face from the house of Jacob; And I will hope in Him.”


Isaiah 8:16- 17


“The Lord is good to those who wait for Him, To the soul who seeks Him.”


Lamentations 3:25


“Therefore I will look to the Lord; I will wait for the God of my salvation; My God will hear me.”


Micah 7:7

I sat with the cocoon again today. It’s a beautiful sight. Although I just stared at it, wondering how it gets food, etc. for almost two weeks. It was the stage before this phase that prepared it, but such stillness, such isolation, such oblivion to the outside world. Such a place of rest and transformation.

Waiting on the Lord is said to be the key to victorious living, but also we should not take matters into our own hands while waiting. The definition of wait: to tarry, hope, trust, expect, be patient, remain in anticipation. I like the hope and expect part particularly. 

This waiting period really stretched me. I keep seeing myself like a horse in the gates at the start of a race, ready to burst forth onto the track, biting at the bit and pushing against the gates. But I realise, if I go before the race begins, I will be disqualified. I have to wait for the starting gun. I can only win the race if I run it with the competitors, within the laws and constraints that allow the outcome to be seen and measured fairly in the eyes of man. Timing is key.

It’s also a time of rest, strengthening, growth and reflection. The Lord still has the pause button on. It’s a time of the Lord being jealous for my affections and attention. I’ve moved to a place where I jealously guard my time with the Lord. And all who come into my space have to do so, without taking away from my time with him. 

I’ve searched deep into my heart, to see what is there. With all the noise and business of life in the background, I can actively engage in the dialogue of deep crying out to deep. Some interesting things emerged – things I had buried and which now are resurfacing. 
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PART 2: REFLECTIONS
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Keep your heart with all diligence, 

For out of it spring the issues of life.

Proverbs 4: 23

As I reflect back on this most challenging time of my life, there are a few aspects of the journey which facilitated healing and peace for me. In the following sections, I attempt to highlight a few of those principles I try to apply in all difficult situations. It may not be relevant for everyone all the time, but hopefully provides some tools to use to navigate stormy waters. Ultimately the Holy Spirit is there and guides us all. On my knees, up close with our God, praying fervently and soaked in scripture and worshipping frequently is what got me through victoriously. Here are some thoughts to pray and meditate on in your journey.
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Truth and Light
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Whenever new shocking and soul-destroying news hit me, I would pray for God’s truth and light. It’s just so important to actually know what you’re dealing with – God’s truth and not our own – that we could fully know and accept the truth of the situation, as hurtful as it may be. It may also be uncomfortable exposing our weaknesses or faults. Some of the hurtful truths I had to face were my own very controlling nature and my obsession with perfection – so, from my perspective, no one or nothing was ever good enough. 

But God’s truth was also that my weakness does not justify my husband’s actions – adultery is still wrong. “And you shall know the truth and the truth shall set you free.” It is difficult to fully heal without the full truth. It’s like a flesh wound that’s trying to heal, but every time the wound gets opened and exposed and so remains very painful. What I found useful was to list some things I thought could be lies and then next to it write the truth, e.g. Lie: My husband never really loved me, my whole life’s been fake. Truth: My husband is in a state of confusion and my whole life’s authenticity is not dependant on my husband’s state of mind. Lie: I am a failure; Truth: My marriage failed, I am not my marriage. This takes time. You may have a long list of lies and may need help from trusted Godly counsel and friends to match your truths. 

There may be some areas around your hurt, where you may not be able to get the truth. In that case, you need to get yourself to a point where you’re ready to say – I don’t need to know – my future and freedom is independent of knowing those facts. Remembering that in the fullness of time, God will reveal all. 

In fact, ultimately, when we are in heaven, I’m not sure we’ll even really care too much. And hopefully getting to a point of peace that, you know your God, and your God knows the truth. 

At the same time, while you’re hearing such bad news, it’s like there’s a cloud of darkness that descends and everything in your life is shrouded in ugliness. It’s so important to also pray for God’s light to be increased in our lives. As we’re peering into this darkness, trying to figure out the truth, we need to be careful not to become so caught up and transformed by the darkness. Like feeling justified in our anger to sin, maybe have an affair with another married man. 

Be watchful of the darkness in your life over this time and be deliberate about filling it with light. Examples of darkness to watch for: Depression, isolating yourself from people, speaking negative things about your spouse, lacking energy, not feeling like going to church. Examples of light filling activities: Speaking to positive people; being with people who love you and you feel safe with, doing things you love, being kind to yourself (e.g. massage), having extended quiet times with God, listening to worship music, reading and praying through the Psalms, going for walks in nature.

Try to limit the people you share the “ugly” stuff with. You don’t want people checking up on you the whole day and having to relay difficult things all the time. People who love you will understand that. 
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Perspective
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Gaining perspective on your situation is key. This is not an attempt to in any way belittle or make light of the depth of hurt and pain and betrayal. To cope and to heal it is important to take a step back and have a look at the big picture – from God’s perspective. 

Every part of your broken relationship or marriage is not and was not bad. There were and maybe still are parts of your marriage that is good, maybe even wonderful. It’s important to recognise that whatever the outcome of your relationship may be, being grateful for the good that does exist is important in keeping your heart in peace during the times of fluctuation.

At the same time, if you are threatened by harm – financially, physically, emotionally – it is important to be honest about it and remove yourself from harm’s way.

You are part of a family beyond just you and your husband. You may have parents, siblings, aunts, uncles, cousins, grandparents, etc. This is a great time to focus on growing those relationships. You may have grown apart from your family as you tried to build your home with your spouse. Remember no-one can ever take away your family memories. 

Your working life and all the time you spend there also forms an important aspect of your life and who you were created to be. Whether it’s been a great source of fulfilment or not, it’s another part of who you are. At times of emotional turmoil, it’s good to have the stability and familiarity of the working environment. Try to limit how much you share with them, it’s good to have a place where you can operate independent of the hurt you’re experiencing back home. Use your discretion, if it’s easier if they did know, because you needing to spend a lot of time away from work, then do tell them. It’s going to be different for every person and every situation. Be prayerful and try not to rush your decision in how to and what to communicate with your work.

And then, we are all called to be in community with other believers. If you already belong to a church, enquire confidentially with a minister or pastor, what help is available for you and your spouse. If you’re not connected to a church, this may be a good time to look at joining one. One of the greatest blessings and strength to me was meeting new friends at church – their loving prayers and encouragement was truly a daily Godsend.

Allow yourself to enjoy and remember other passions and activities – sporting or cultural. Try to avoid dropping out of that Tuesday evening book club – you don’t have to tell them anything you don’t want to. There are many parts to your life, and even though marriage is an important part, it’s not the only part.

Another important perspective is time. No matter how old or young you are, this time of struggle will pass. Whether it’s been years of struggle or you just found out yesterday about your husband’s affair, contextualise the timing for yourself correctly. This trauma doesn’t mean your whole life is a mess. Perhaps, the last year had been a mess, or perhaps the next year will be difficult. But as you’ve had many years before this of relative peace, you can look forward to many years in the future without this intense pain. 

And from a Godly perspective, I always remember Ecclesiastes 3, which speaks about how there’s a time and a season for everything: A time to laugh and a time to cry. This may be your time to cry, there will be another time for you to laugh. Of course, we also know that Jesus said to us, that on this earth we will have trouble, but He has overcome the world. Jesus will return and we will be with our heavenly Father for all eternity. Our suffering on this earth is fleeting in the context of eternity with Him, for those who have been saved.

Re-aligning our life’s goals with that of God’s kingdom, also gives us perspective and purpose: that we are in this world, but not of this world. That we are His children, part of a royal priesthood, created for His purposes, to be intimate with Him and know his love. To share in His inheritance, to know love and devotion as a bride and bridegroom. That God is working all things for our good. That Satan is a defeated enemy.

A perspective that truly helped me out of the very dangerous self-pity mode was a deep revelation of Jesus’ betrayal. It was over an Easter time and our church had set out the stations of the cross in the sanctuary. Seeing how Jesus was betrayed by Judas, with a kiss! And then still called him friend, really challenged me. We truly have a High Priest who is able to sympathise with our pains. And when we say, Jesus, make me like you...Who are we to think that we can miss any of the steps, that Jesus himself could not? Judas was his beloved disciple; they did everything together for years. The fact that it happened with a kiss is also so significant, because many times my husband would kiss me and looking back, he had been with the other woman. That hurt tremendously. It helped to remember that Jesus knows exactly how I felt and he died for my broken heart to be binded up. Remember that He died for your broken heart to be binded up too. (Isaiah 61 v 1-3)
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Reaching out for help
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We are taught to be so self sufficient in everything in our lives growing up, especially as women, that we struggle to recognise the value in asking for help. Even after all I’ve been through and with the full knowledge of its benefit, I still struggle to ask for help. So I appreciate that it’s something that takes an extra measure of humility and courage at the same time. 

I remember often sitting in my little heap of brokenness and hopelessness and pain, not knowing what I wanted to do and not knowing whom to phone. I would make excuses for why I couldn’t phone everyone who loved me and told me to call them anytime. My mother would be too emotional, I can’t inconvenience my counsellor, my friends are with their husbands. This was partly due to having had my self-confidence smashed and partly due to shock.

I would encourage you to always speak to someone whom you know loves you and cares for you. Ideally someone you have a history with and whom you trust to be there with you in the long run. Counsellors are important so you can blurt out all the really yucky ‘unspeakables’, that you really don’t want to have to share with friends or family. And they help give you a sanity check in terms of whether you’re progressing well or need to seek further medical assistance. I encourage you to ask them in advance what to expect in yourself and what are alarm bells. For example, although it’s normal that you’ll have periods of depression, when you don’t want to get out of bed for more than 3 days in a row, you may need to recognise that you need to do something about that. But having an off day here and there is fine.

Also choose to surround yourself with some like-minded Christian friends who will partner you in prayer and encouragement. 

It’s always difficult to discern how much of everything to share with whom. A good rule of thumb is as follows: Assume that your marriage was completely restored and you and your husband would face those people together. In order for him to feel honoured, what information should you not be disclosing? I know it’s very complicated when you have a million things in your head. Basically, speak life, speak the truth about how you’re feeling, but avoid giving details of his actions. I didn’t always get this exactly right, but I wish I had had this advice beforehand.
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Forgiveness – breaking the cycle
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It takes supernatural strength to forgive someone who has wronged you. But it is the most powerful action we have in partnership with God to change history – ours and our families’. We are called to forgive so that our Heavenly Father may forgive our sins. We forgive that we may not be separated from His love and intimacy. We chose to forgive, despite how we feel, so that we may be free from the bondages of bitterness and hatred.

Forgiveness does not mean automatic reconciliation. Even once we’ve moved to a place of forgiveness, we may still have to effect the necessary changes in our lives. Changes, which result in unpleasant circumstances or outcomes for the marriage. Maybe separation. Maybe divorce. Maybe continued counselling or moving cities. 

Where there have been repeat offenses and behavioural pattern has been displayed, more severe action may be needed. God wants us to be whole and not to be in a constant place of persecution and turmoil. We need to be discerning because the Bible does describe love as long suffering but also calls us to be ever growing in love with all knowledge and discernment. In Luke 15, the Father lavishes further gifts on the returning prodigal only after he had fully repented and displayed a change in attitude and behaviour. He was prepared to do a servants work. The Bible also cautions us not to throw our pearls to the swine. 

Allow for setbacks in the restoration or mediation process but guard your heart above all else, for from it flows the things of life. When those hurting you, continue to make bad decisions from a place of weakness, there comes a time for you to make decisions from a place of strength. Knowing that you are a treasured possession of God and have value in His sight. Seek Him deeply, act from a place of being covered in God’s grace. 
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Trust

[image: image]


This is an incredibly tough topic to tackle when betrayal has hit you from someone you love. Trust. So fragile, so precious. 

We don’t appreciate when it’s all in place and we can’t replace it once it’s been broken. 

Learning to trust is not about the person who has betrayed you. It’s learning to trust your God first and yourself second. It is not disregarding and never trusting your betrayer again – but repeated positive affirming actions, will over time restore a new trust. Learning to trust is not thinking we are experts on betrayal and that “next time” we’ll know and being overconfident in our own abilities. Trust is not saying “oh well, God knows, so I’m going to trust in Him and put myself out there completely”. 

As with all things in our lives, for us to be able trust again, in the context in which we were betrayed, we need to place our trust in God and not in people or things of the world. Simple. We’ve heard it taught many times. To live it, in this context, can be like navigating a road with a GPS navigation system reading out the directions, but you’re driving in a dark storm and can’t see the road, so the directions are of no use. You have to wait for the storm to pass, before you can effectively find your way. 

There is no instant solution to rebuilding trust and in this society we live in, where we want everything yesterday, that’s truly a hard pill to swallow. It is estimated it takes five years to rebuild trust. 

Once you’re at the place where you trust your God, you can move on to trusting His leading in your life. But how do you get to the place of trusting God, when the storms in your own heart are racing. Some of mine were: “my God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”; “This is unfair God, I have this big mess to face that I did not cause”. We need to push through our fear of what we’ll see when we allow the anger we feel towards God to surface. Until we push into that, we sin in our hearts, and we remain distant from God. We build up an offense toward God. I encourage you to be bold and courageous in this area, to really come to understand God’s true character and trust His perfect leadership. Reading God’s word in stories like David, Esther, Song of Solomon helps us in our pursuit in trusting Him.
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Spiritual Discernment
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Spiritual things are spiritually discerned – how do you know when it’s God’s Holy Spirit leading you, cautioning you? For me it’s simple. If I can’t rationalise it (wanting do something, say something, etc.) with my mind or articulate it with my mouth, if I’ve confessed all my sins and I am in right standing with God, no matter what other emotions or fleshiness is pulling me in different directions – if deep in my gut this leading gives me a sense of peace and clarity I can’t and don’t want to explain – it’s most assuredly the Holy Spirit. It’s a steadfastness of heart, mind and soul, that makes you exhale and nod your head with a peace that passes understanding. 

The converse is also true for me, if I am in a place of complete contentment and peace with the Lord and then suddenly my spirit is in mourning, I mean I just want to weep uncontrollably and unexplainably, really it’s His spirit weeping through me – it goes beyond what my mind and emotions can logically fathom in my life, in the natural – that’s the Holy Spirit stirring something in me – normally a forewarning of something significant about to occur. 

I’m still learning this more and more, but each time I dare trust it, it serves me well!

This was a journal entry on the 17th May 2009, which was around the time that they must have done the abortion. Remember in May, I knew nothing about it, I only found out in September, well after discovering the R900 transfer to her account in June. 


“Something bad’s going on again Lord, please reveal the truth to me in Jesus name I pray!”


It’s written in big letters across the page. My soul knew, the Lord’s spirit in me was warning me. 

On three occasions I had dreams about my husband having an affair, weeks before finding out about it. Each time I confronted him, he denied it, when he was already well involved, and lied. The first time was in October 2008, when I had no suspicion whatsoever. I remember the dream was different, I woke up crying. It was so real, so intense. I believe it was again a warning from God. 

This last time was in Cape Town, beginning of June 2010, some two weeks before I found out the affair had continued, I had a dream that there was a third person again, that my husband was having an affair again. We were doing so well, I had no reason in the world to believe it. So I believed him when he promised me he wasn’t having an affair. Again, My God was warning me, preparing me. The week before I found out, my husband was in Johannesburg and seeing the other woman while there. But back in Cape Town, my spirit was just in absolute mourning and turmoil. I went to Yzerfontein to our beach house, and I spent two days pretty much weeping – with no apparent reason. His spirit was warning me and preparing me. I was so close to God and had come to a place of peace in Him. I didn’t know it, but he had prepared me for what was about to unfold.

I believe it is also very scriptural, and God longs for us to know the “power that works in us” (Ephesians 3.20). By no means a comprehensive list but these are some of the powerful scriptures I have stood by and prayed through. To increase my faith and boldly trust, that His Spirit will show me things before they happen – as I learnt in Sunday School – because the Bible told me so!


“He reveals deep and secret things.”


Daniel 2: 20


“And new things I declare, Before they spring forth I tell you of them.”


Isaiah 42:9


“Call to me, and I will answer you, and show you great and mighty things, which you do not know.”


Jeremiah 33:3


“But God has revealed them to us through His Spirit. For the Spirit searches all things, yes, the deep things of God... Now we have received, not the spirit of the world, but the Spirit who is from God, that we might know the things that have been freely given to us by God.”


1 Corinthians 2:10-12

A powerful teaching from Beth Moore, highlighted some key questions, I believe are incredibly helpful in discerning the flesh (emotions, situational entanglements, relational bias) versus His Spirit. This is her teaching in my words and interpretation.

She indicates that we do have divine revelation in our human encounters, but questions how we can trust what we’re sensing. She suggests four questions I believe would have assisted me with my experiences: 

	Am I a critical or suspicious person by nature? She suggests we reflect in ourselves whether we have trust issues, remembering our natures are very strong, our predispositions, may well be the driver of what we’re sensing. 

	Am I jealous or do I feel threatened? We need to assess if our own insecurities are driving it – most of us face varying degrees of insecurity around various issues in our lives, are we wanting to act out of response to those insecurities, or are they under control. 

	Do I have anything selfish to gain from this outcome? If we don’t, then it is more likely to be of the Spirit of God, if we do, we need to check ourselves first. 

	Are my emotions clouding my discernment? This is especially in the area of love relationships, because with love we need increasing discernment. 


She quotes Philippians 1: 9, 10: “And this I pray, that your love may abound still more and more in knowledge and all discernment, that you may approve the things that are excellent, that you may be sincere and without offense till the day of Christ, ...”

She indicates that if we have “yes” answers, we first need to deal with our flesh. What’s relevant for me, is always to know that even with yes answers, we can, for example, control our emotions. Yes answers don’t mean it is not the Spirit of God moving in us – Yes to me, means, I’ve got do the work on me, clear my head, to the point where I’m thinking straight. Having set aside the issues of my flesh, check what the Spirit is saying to me. I believe it comes with practise. This was very true for me when she said: When our emotions have gone all over the place, round in circles and your spirit remains steadfast – it’s of God. 

The Last point on Spiritual discernment I want to make is this: You can train yourself and I believe it’s something that grows. It requires diligence. 

If I had not been journaling and gone back to dates and events, I would not have learnt to trust the Lord’s Spirit in me.

Obedience and yielding to His Spirit in the small things is critical for clear discernment in the big things. 

In Cape Town, a few weeks before finding out about my husband’s continued affair, I felt the Spirit of God urging me to do the strangest thing. It made no sense to me. I was in a book store, and I suddenly noticed a woman near me. 

The Lord wanted me to offer to buy her a cup of coffee. Now it was in a busy shopping mall, everyone minding their own business and she looked like a well-off woman who may very well take offense. I had talked myself out of it, in a second flat. The Lord said to me that He would not reject me. And I believed God looks for obedient faith. But in the meantime she had walked away. So I said to the Lord I would obey, if she came back to the aisle I was in. Well, she came and sat right next to me on the chair! So I very bashfully went to her and asked her if I could buy her a cup of coffee, saying I know it sounds strange and I really don’t do this everyday. She frowned and said “Me?” Then I noticed she was holding a Christian book. So I said to her God wanted me to. She agreed and we had the most amazing time of fellowshipping, just sharing about the love of God. I shared about my struggles to conceive and she shared about being a widow with children. She blessed me so and was such a strong woman of God. The Lord then prompted me to give her all the cash in my wallet, and I did. She just wept, we embraced and I left. It still made no real sense to me, it felt pretty random. I was just happy to have obeyed the Lord. 

Then a few weeks after finding out about my husband’s continued affair, I bumped into her at the store where she worked in the shopping centre as a security guard. She embraced me and said she still prays for me to have a child. I was having a really bad day that day and Lord knows I needed a hug and to be acknowledged. She introduced me to her boss, a strong woman of the Lord, who was such an encouragement too. As I walked back to my car, I realised how much the Lord loved me, that he orchestrated for me to have met a stranger, weeks before that would be His loving arms and words the day, when my heart was broken and my soul was crying out for Him. I didn’t understand it back then, I did it for Him and thought it was for her, but it was actually also for me. That’s our God, there is none like Him!

The point of the story is that we have a choice how we respond to the Holy Spirit’s moving in our lives. Use it or lose it. It may not make sense at all. It may take us out of our comfort zone. It tests our faith. Whether it’s a warning, just to pray and intercede for someone, or to boldly take a step of faith – His Spirit’s power working in our lives is available to us. It is real and available to every believer in Christ. Believe in its power in your life and have the courage to act on it. 
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Journaling 
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I’ve never really been big on journaling. It’s was just another Oprah fad for me. But I was wrong. It’s been one of the most powerful tools in my healing and coping. There are just some things that you want out of your system, that you actually can’t share with another human on this earth. A few of my journals I’ve burnt, ceremoniously, immediately. But I felt so much better having got it off my chest. Other times, the only thing that stopped thoughts and emotions circulating through my head, was to write them down. It’s there; I can come back to it another time, now I can go on with my day. I encourage you to try it, wrestle with God, with yourself, with those that hurt you. I’ve included some of my journal entries, to show you my confusion, the silly confessions, the honesty and freedom in it all. 

04 October 2010 – Divine appointment

Today I had a divine appointment with a godly, fatherly man from the International House of Prayer. I am just blown away at our God, yet again. Just last night I was devastated and so desperate, crying out to my God to help me, to show me a vision, or His timing. To tell me how long, so I could rest in peace, assured of His plan. This morning I was confessing Psalm 23 v 4: He restores my soul, He leads me in my paths of righteousness for His namesake. This man I believe was brought to me for that exact purpose. This man was in Cape Town and able to meet with me. He first spoke peace into me. Oh how the storms were raging inside me, the confusion, the Lord did not let me fall, He placed me on a solid rock. And reminded me that in everything, it is for God to achieve. He said he believed that I was not to go back into business, that God was jealous for just me. That He wanted me to himself and that God was still working in me. It felt right. I don’t feel ready to jump into another mainstream job.

He spoke about coming off the mountain top Glory to walk through the valley – so that we can be overcomers. That’s so true. 

05 October 2010

Desperate times call for desperate measures. So last night, smothered in guilt, loneliness, confusion, overwhelmed by future uncertainties, little bit of pity, restlessness – I had it all cramped into my little aching body. I’ve been a little stress ball, it’s been one stressful thing after another. My stomach’s been aching, my shoulders are sore, my head’s sore. Trying to navigate male relationships – oh I’m so bad at that. I’m either over-friendly and run circles around them or overly cold and cut them off completely. It would be good for the male gender to stay away from me lest they get whiplash! With a myriad of amazing job opportunities, and feeling obliged to take a job, I’m feeling like none of them are speaking to me. And I’m missing time with the Lord – I feel He is jealous for my time and energy. My brother is getting married, my mother feels she has lost a son and my parents are struggling with the idea of the marriage. I’m glad my brother’s finally found companionship in his life and so sorry he has to deal with, what I really believe is my mother’s own insecurities and my brother’s disassociation with life. 

So last night I was just reeling, and decided, I’m going to cover myself with the word – literally. So I decided to go to sleep with the gospel being spoken over me – I decided to counter my negative mind thoughts with God’s truth – literally. Wanted to have a good night’s rest, good idea right, what better than God’s word! So I plugged in my IPod to Matthew, King James Version, read by Alexander Scourby.

I expected great supernatural dreams. I went to sleep, expecting great revelations of heavenly things. Oh the things we do So, I dreamt – I had a real live 3D HD dream – about running a race, that I was running away from some annoying voice! In the dream I was asking everyone around me to help me to figure out how I can switch off this voice! I giggle now at myself: so no heavenly revelation, but the human reality, that if you play a man’s voice talking when you’re tired and trying to sleep, you spend your night dreaming out of your subconscious that wishes it could be switched off – perhaps a heavenly revelation after all. Oh, I thought that was so ridiculous in retrospect, although it seemed so smart at the time! 

I’m just overloaded, saturated, with wise, Godly counsel, awesome voice teachings, incredible worship CDs, great Christian books – but you know what? I’m missing my God. I don’t know if you ever felt like that. Kind of like when you’re around a million people and feel so lonely. I sit to pray and nothing comes to mind. All that comes out is “Help me Lord”. I’ve used that prayer a lot. 

Last night I spent the night worshipping, dancing, singing, praying for hours – it was glorious. I love that, just spending time with our Abba Father. His presence, nothing like it on earth, letting His Spirit have its way in your mind, body and soul.

Tonight, I’m saturated and exhausted. And missing my God. So tonight, I’m typing and listening to a teaching. 

But I will switch it off before I go to sleep – can’t run races in my dreams two nights in a row, I’m just not that fit – hahahaha! 

There are amazing teachings out there, amazingly anointed, spirit-filled worship, incredible people working out God’s kingdom purposes – it’s so easy to feel inadequate. I’ve been feeling that a bit, as much as I get exposed to His manifest greatness here on earth, I feel quite inadequate. I know that’s not of God. 

Tonight I confessed that all I have to give Him is my full love and devotion. I love when he shifts my focus like that. Simple truths are so powerful – my simple truth today is that there is nothing I can do to earn His love, freedom and all His promises – He doesn’t need my teaching, love, works of my hand – he needs nothing from me – not my time, not my money. But he wants me to want to be with Him.

So I rest in that – I want Him and I know He delights in that. Love you my Lord.

06 October 2010

I’m starting to unravel this circular reference problem I’ve found myself stuck with. Let me explain, second only to being a Jesus freak, I’m an excel freak, or used to be anyway. Having not worked for a year, I’m very rusty on anything that uses my brain. In excel, when you’re calculating a number based on two figures, but one of the figures rely on your output, as an input, you land up with a circular reference and excel is unable to calculate it and you normally get an error message of sorts. My circular reference is that I want to please God and do His Will, He wants me to be obedient and do His Will. But I don’t know what His Will is for my life. My output, doing His Will, is dependent on His input, telling me what His Will is. So here I am waiting on my Lord. 


“Wait on the Lord, Let your heart be courageous, Wait, I say, on the Lord.” 


Psalms 21:4


“My soul, wait silently for God alone, for my expectation is from Him.”


Psalms 62:5

Most of our Christian walk with the Lord is spent in the waiting period. It is so crucial what we do and how we honour God even in this waiting period. Oh I’ve had the most ungracious times of waiting, done the weeping, pathetic begging thing. The manipulating, angry, arrogant, “if you love me, why won’t you tell me” thing. The asking for signs, anything Lord, reveal to me your timing and your Will and I’ll do it. Why won’t you tell me? Let it be now Lord. Lord, have I not been faithful to you, you know I love you, why won’t you just tell me? Oh the webs we weave – Lord forgive my arrogant impatience!  

The Lord did clearly say to me a few nights ago – it’s a heart matter. I needed to take a breath and assess, what was in my heart to do. Well, my heart is so full of stuff, I don’t even know what’s in my heart – there’s SO much in my heart. My heart is bursting with all His promises, all I long to achieve for Him, love for him, correct injustices for Him, pretty much change the world, world peace and all that.  Ok, seriously, as I’ve come to appreciate how great my God is, I have greater and greater expectations of seeing His Glory revealed, Thy kingdom come, on earth as it is in heaven. And I want to be part of seeing His Glory revealed, to behold His Beauty in it all. That’s what’s in my heart to be near to Him, to love Him more, to know his love more, to see more of all of Him and experience as much as possible while here on earth.

So where does “anointed for business” come in to it? I have a strong sense in my heart that there are high places in the business world, places of influence the Lord has for me to occupy in His Name, to achieve his purposes. That’s also burning in my heart. To be a conduit at the same time – to bring financial justice, by orchestrating the effective kingdom achieving purpose of funds investment, while being a conduit for funds into advancing the kingdom – saving lives for Jesus, binding up the broken hearted, etc. It seems impossible – but with our God all things are possible.

God’s in control. If he wanted me working, he would’ve given me peace and direction long ago – just enough light for the step I’m on. Trust in Him working all things for my good. Waiting on Him to make all things beautiful in His time. When he does a work, nothing can be added to it and nothing taken from it. I love that and trust that. 
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God is bigger than our failings
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In the midst of pain it’s not easy to admit our failings. To stare full-on into the reality that we may have contributed to the trouble we went through. But best we do a self-assessment check, lest we get trapped into making the same mistakes. Song of Songs puts its best: I am dark yet lovely.

One of the most difficult realisations for me, was that I have a controlling and argumentative nature. So, for my ex-husband who avoids conflict, it meant he struggled to be honest and vulnerable with me. Another realisation, is that I set very high standards for myself and expect others to have the same high standards I do. But what that means, is that people around me, especially those closest to me, feel as though they are not good enough. 

I see this now in many women with whom I come into contact. It’s dangerous. Because it erodes the self confidence of those we love and creates distance.

What has worked for me is to communicate that I know I’m a pain at times, and that it’s me not them. However, testing that I verbalise approval more than disapproval, has also helped. It’s a constant battle, but the rewards are amazing. It takes the pressure out of situations, which may have caused conflict or stress. 

Maybe for you it’s an addictive personality or attention seeking or busy-syndrome. We’re not perfect and it’s ok.  But we want to grow and learn and so reflecting on our areas of possible change is a good thing. 

However, a friend helped me come to see that we all face people and circumstances that are difficult. But we have a choice how to respond. In a healthy and constructive way or a destructive way.

I could have succumbed to the addiction of sedatives, maybe had a few more glasses of wine and become an alcoholic. It’s so easy when you feel justified in your pain. We need to be cautious not to be sucked in by what’s easy just because we’re hurting. 

Being accountable to others, speaking out about your struggles and asking for help, gives perspective on our struggles. Think of it in 3 ‘M’s: Moderation, meeting, movement.

Firstly, applying a measure of moderation to everything you do – exercise, eating, partying, even spiritual things. Secondly, ensuring you have a regular place to meet and connect with someone you can share your heart with. This may be a trusted friend, or a counselor. Thirdly, ensure you’re not stagnating both physically and emotionally. Are you coping better today than 2 weeks ago and are you crying less? Celebrate the progresses. Don’t isolate yourself unnecessary, get out to the shops, get on with your exercise, in moderation. So many people develop illnesses because they didn’t take care of the practical sides of their life.

I believe God, will show each of us how we can face our demons, yet not get overwhelmed, even in the midst of our times of trouble.


“When you pass through the waters, I will be with you;

And through the rivers, they shall not overflow you.

When you walk through the fire, you shall not be burned,

Nor shall the flame scorch you.

Since you were precious in My sight,

You have been honored, And I have loved you;

Therefore I will give men for you, And people for your life.”


Isaiah 43: 2-4

The bottom line is we are precious in God’s sight, even while we’re walking through the fires. We are being refined, so we can better reflect His beauty and goodness. He’s with us all the way, in my experience, it’s just so much easier when we allow God into our failings and imperfections and sins. When we fight with Him, not against Him. So we can walk straight into the fire, facing our failings and not be burned because our God will be with us through it all.
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New Beginnings
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Do not remember the former things, 

Nor consider the things of old. 

Behold, I will do a new thing, 

Now it shall spring forth; 

Shall you not know it? 

I will even make a road 

in the wilderness 

And rivers in the desert. 

Isaiah 43: 18,19
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Behold I make all things new
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I remain lovesick for my Beloved. If I miss a day of deep, intimate quiet times, I miss Him so much and become frantic about my time with Him. I realise I am at a place where I feel complete. I don’t need another man, another job, another ministry, another friend. I am His. That’s all I need to be. I look forward to a lot of things, because I am expectant of my God’s goodness. From the overflow of the living relationship I have with Him. But knowing the tenderness and completeness of living for Him and with Him and by His spirit, is what I desire above all else. The rest is decoration. The core of who I am is a lover of God. Loving God and loving others, as I love myself. (Mark 12: 30) I don’t seek or desire or need approval from man or things of this world. Not my parents, not my friends, not my peers, not my brothers and sisters in Christ. Not my ex-husband. Not my senior minister. Not my therapist. Only my Beloved’s. Ok, so I won’t perfectly achieve that everyday, but I will continue to pursue it.

My divorce has come through, exactly a week after what would have been our seven-year wedding anniversary. So much significance in that – seven represents the number of completion, as God took seven days to complete creation. For me it speaks of completion in our marriage, the timing of the divorce also absolutely in the Lord’s perfect timing. It is done and I can now rest and look forward to new beginnings.
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Releasing my dove

[image: image]


The new shoots in my life started sprouting even before the finality of the divorce, but it’s been a time of being a little sad. A time of mourning the marriage. I needed some form of closure for myself and had a “new beginnings” evening with close family and friends, to mark the divorce coming through in November 2010. It was a sad, sacred, beautiful evening. I prepared a prayer for the end of my marriage, my cousin who was my bridesmaid at the wedding, prayed for my ex-husband and my younger cousin prayed for the family’s healing. And a family friend, an elder in the community I grew up in, prayed for me and all of us as a family.   

While we were preparing earlier in the evening, a dove miraculously flew into the house, I had the idea to keep it and release it later in the evening, to signify my freedom. It’s an evening I will never forget – our family wept together and prayed together and loved together. Releasing that dove from my hands, and feeling its release and seeing it fly away into the darkness of the night was sacredly holy. A manifestation of God, His promises, the power of His spirit – like the dove used with Noah, Jesus’ baptism and even in Song of Solomon. For me the dove symbolises numerous promises and indications from God. As in the days of Noah and the ark, the dove didn’t return when the floods had receded, as a confirmation that it was safe to come out. 

My dove being released symbolises that it is now safe for me to move out of my place of shelter in the Lord. It also reminds me of the intimacy with which my Beloved sees me, as His dove, undefiled. It was a reminder that I still need to do my water baptism.


“And he stayed yet another seven days; and sent forth the dove; which returned not again unto him any more.”


Genesis 8:12


“O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret places of the stairs, let me see thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet is thy voice, and thy countenance is comely.”


Song of Solomon 2:14


“I sleep, but my heart waketh: it is the voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head is filled with dew, and my locks with the drops of the night.”


Song of Solomon 5:2


“My dove, my undefiled is but one; she is the only one of her mother, she is the choice one of her that bare her. The daughters saw her, and blessed her; yea, the queens and the concubines, and they praised her.”


Song of Solomon 6:9


“And the Holy Ghost descended in a bodily shape like a dove upon him, and a voice came from heaven, which said, Thou art my beloved Son; in thee I am well pleased.”


Luke 3: 22
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Back to the future
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So now as I move back to Johannesburg in January, I look forward to so many things. I have an awesome, exciting job lined up, such a gift from the Lord. I look forward to a new exciting “work of my hands” where I work four days a week and have the opportunity to truly enjoy my studies. Working with amazing people, an opportunity to learn with a fresh perspective of my purpose in God, seeking to establish His kingdom on earth, His justice, His love and mercies. 

I look forward to buying my own home and furnishing it as I please. I have registered to do local preaching and theological studies. Involving myself with Akani again with fresh ideas and energy. Connecting with my loving church family and all the exciting things God is doing in prayer ministry. 

There are so many deep revelations from the Lord that keep my heart burning. Most are continued themes from my time in America. Connecting with other believers and friends, who are on a different life journey, has proven to me that all I sense is from Him. As His Spirit draws us near to each other, He will join the dots of all the multitude of experiences in my life. 

I wrestled with many things with God and some things I haven’t completely figured out. I recall there was a time in Cape Town, before I went to the US, when I couldn’t understand two scriptures. 


“I would have lost heart, unless I had believed; That I would see the goodness of the LORD; In the land of the living.”


Psalms 27:13


“A thousand may fall at your side, And ten thousand at your right hand; But it shall not come near you.”


Psalms 91: 7

I know all scripture is God breathed and the truth – but this was not true for me. Or, I certainly couldn’t see how it was. To me, the goodness of the Lord was having my marriage work out and I was getting a divorce, which meant I would not see that goodness of the Lord in the land of the living... And, I think you’d agree with me, “it” came near me – it knocked me right out. 

But I get it now and I am seeing the goodness of the Lord and I can see how it did not come near me. 

You see the Lord’s goodness was not about my marriage succeeding, in this instance it was about it ending, that he could replace it with a marriage that testifies to His goodness. I believe I have that promise.

And when I think about the struggles and the “stuff” that my ex-husband and the other woman have to deal with around the abortion – I thank the Lord that it did not touch me. I did not know about the abortion and had no part of the trauma of that. 

In all, I leave the marriage with a clean slate, no children that will suffer the consequences of the failed marriage nor my husband’s infidelity. That’s His goodness in the land of the living.

I am not bitter, not angry, I do not bear unforgiveness. I did not contract any sexually transmitted diseases. I have a deeper understanding of human pains and a clearer grasp of unconditional love. I do not carry any shame or guilt for my sins. My God has redeemed me, He has delivered me. There are thousands of women and men who have gone through very similar struggles as I have who are not free. I confidently say now – It did not come near me!

So what about women who have contracted sexual diseases and who do have children scarred by the ugliness of divorce? Does it mean it did “come near” them? Well, I don’t believe so and my heart truly aches with those women. I do believe God’s grace is sufficient for them, as it was for me. 
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New things
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As I started the new-year 2011, I remain at peace about the new things God is doing in my life. 


“Do not remember the former things, neither consider the things past. Behold, I will do a new thing; now it shall spring forth; Shall you not know it? I will even make a way in the wilderness and rivers in the desert.”


Isaiah 43: 18,19

I’ve been meditating on this verse and holding it close to my heart. I still have a flood of emotions that rise up unexpectedly at times. As I untangle it all, it seems like a combination of a few things: I’m missing my family and friendships from Cape Town, all those who were such a part of the most desperately painful time of my life. When we love deeply, we hurt deeply. Integrating back into a life in Johannesburg where so much has changed, fitting in as a now single and divorced woman. Coping with the dramatic change in lifestyle from having oodles of free time to the other extreme of juggling a demanding job and studies. Having to find a home is also quite stressful, with the full financial and administrative responsibility on me alone. 

This scripture again has just hemmed me in to focus on the new things and forget the past. To know that through all the millions of unknowns ahead He makes a way for me. And that new things are springing forth.

There’s something so awesome about new. New hairdo, new clothes, smell of newly baked muffins, a new born baby, a newly wed couple, the beginning of a new year. The old, the ugliness of the year gone by, seems to try to steal the beauty of this “new” time. So it’s quite a thing to try to guard my heart and discipline my thoughts. But every day it gets easier. The past takes it rightful place as done and moves into the background. I embrace the lessons learnt and the amazing journey it’s resulted in. Then, with a tender heart, I focus on the truth of what is in the foreground: a beautiful future, with endless possibilities. Knowing that there will be rough patches to come, but that I’ll be able to grow from those. That my God, my Husband, my Shepherd, my Saviour King, my Beloved is ever able to do exceedingly, abundantly above and beyond all I could ever ask or think. I rest and trust in Him.
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Daily Bread
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As I sit here today, January 2012, I reflect back on a year gone by filled with beautiful newness and God’s healing grace. Oh how I’ve still had to rely on God for daily bread. Ups and downs of life continue, God’s provision enough every time.

Finding my home was seamless, I found the perfect place in a matter of weeks, confirmed by the fact that the seller said she had prayed for God to confirm she should sell it to me, despite there being an equal offer prior to mine. I shared my testimony for the first time in June 2011 to more than 500 women at a local church event. I’ll be honest, it was incredibly difficult, I cried for days before and after, seeking God’s strength. But oh, how wonderful to have a whole community of women encouraging me – that’s why I cried afterwards... it was so overwhelming.

The ache of loneliness set in badly during 2011, I could be amidst my closest family and feel so alone. The thought of Friday and Saturday nights were unbearable – the loneliness was the worst then. Everyone else had other priorities, their own families, I always felt like a secondary add-on to other people’s plans. I didn’t want my ex-husband back; I just missed the companionship, someone with whom to share daily life. Mealtimes I hated too – if I ate or didn’t eat, no one would know – that was so bizarre to me. I still hate having meals alone, but have learnt to manage it and plan around not being alone around the times I know I’m most vulnerable. Going to church alone was pretty awful too. Seeing friends arriving and departing with someone by their side was not easy to watch. Starting my local preaching journey, mostly alone, was not pleasant. The strangest thing for me, was how even in quiet times with God, somehow, I still felt alone. I know with my head that God’s presence was with me, but my heart still ached. 

Again God’s grace allowed me travel with a special friend and mentor and spiritual mother, Pat. Pat and I went to Israel in Sept 2011 to do our water baptism, which occurred in the Sea of Galilee. A glorious two weeks of not being alone and of having the Bible brought to life. I can only fall to my knees in gratitude to the Lord for being able to go to Israel. A true pilgrimage, which deepened the roots of my faith and my purpose in God.

Local Preaching journey was a special honour. Being able to share God’s words just felt right to me. It’s incredibly scary, but gloriously rewarding. It’s emotionally and spiritually and intellectually so challenging and often leaves me exhausted. However, I have never felt more alive and close to God while doing it – from the preparations, to delivering the sermon, to ministering afterwards – what a holy privilege! I’m loving it, to think, in my previous marriage it would not have been possible because my ex-husband said, “no, I did not marry a preacher”.

And on the work front, God opened the door for me to work at a place which allowed me to have Mondays off for ministry purposes. It’s been a huge blessing financially and for my self-confidence. And it’s been fun growing our team and establishing new systems, etc. But the pull to full time ministry never abated, and I’m so grateful for the security it brought when I so badly needed it. 

I enter 2012, with a profound confidence and peace in God I haven’t felt before. I don’t expect it to be an easy year; I don’t need it to be. I know that God will be with me, through everything, I believe in my God’s goodness to care for me and all whom I love. I’m excited to partner with God this year to be part of seeing great and amazing things unfolding in our world. For God’s kingdom to come and for me to be part of that, excites me so. I’m not afraid of beholding God’s glory, I hunger for it. I burn with expectation. I trust in God’s daily bread and provision, for every season, for every occasion. 

Being single was difficult, but despite all the fears and insecurities, I have managed to muster up the courage to enter a new relationship. It was pretty much when I had just come to peace with being single, actually started to enjoy it, when he entered my life. It’s been very stretching, and I’ve had to deal with some ugly stuff, let me tell you! Some parts of my healing could only ever have happened in this place of learning to love again – especially trust. It’s been beautiful and fills me with hope and expectation. But yes, that knocking sound you’re hearing are my nervous knees!

On a daily basis I battle and face fears, insecurities, voices from the past. So from deep extended times of restoring in the Lord’s presence, I’ve had to learn to seek His daily bread as well. That change was necessary for me to juggle the demands of work, study, life as a single woman, on a journey to wholeness. Some days it’s yummy warm rolls – easily accessed, easy to enjoy. Other days, it’s like rye crackers – not my first choice, but roughage important for sustenance through the day. Always different, always enough.
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Dancing Again
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When I have my lows, I remember the vision on the cover of this book – dancing across the universe with Jesus, the lover of my soul. I now dance every couple of months for women’s ministry – it allows me to reconnect powerfully, deeply with God. There have been times I never thought I would dance again. I did. You can too. 

If you had told me six years ago, this would’ve been my story, I would’ve run for the hills! I probably would’ve had a nervous breakdown. Infertility, infidelity, abortion, divorce. Just seeing those words side by side brings tears to my eyes. It was a lot to handle. It is in the pages of my life. Some days, I’ll confess to you, it’s as if it happened to someone else. Do I miss my ex-husband? – No. I miss the life I hoped we could’ve had and the children we dreamt about. Do I wish we were still married? No. I know if God allowed this divorce, it was because in His infinite wisdom He was protecting me from a lifetime of pain. How do I feel about marriage now – exactly the same as I did before: It is one of the most beautiful unions in all of creation, one of the few ways we can truly come to understand how much God loves us. I also still hate divorce but have come to know that even that, God uses for our good. 

I will tell you the strangest change I’m experiencing in my life. It is the things people share with me! Dear Lord have mercy. It’s all well above my pay grade. Women sharing their deepest darkest secrets, hurts, betrayals, abuses. You know the most glorious thing about that, is that I know that God has the answers to heal their every hurt. With every cell in my being I do! Because I lived it. It’s messy and painful and not very pretty. But there’s freedom and a way through it for all of us, by God’s grace we can always dance again! When I see deep pain now, I don’t get pulled down by the hopelessness of it, as I did before. (I’ll admit I have my moments.) I see the huge opportunity for God to show us He is God, the opportunity for us to partner with Him and see ourselves do things we never thought possible. To lift us out of the boredom and mundaneness of life and feel fully alive. To strengthen our spiritual muscles through resistance of everything that robs our joy. To go deeper in our love for ourselves, for our world and most importantly for our God. And then, when we’re ready, to fully receive all of God’s extravagant love and His desire for deeper intimacy with us. I invite you, grab a cup of tea, pull up a chair at the feet of Jesus and behold His beauty for all eternity. Even better, fall into Jesus’ embrace and allow Him to lead you in a dance, as His unblemished bride. Whatever may come, let your spirit dance again and again and again.

A bruised reed He will not break,

And smoking flax He will not quench;

He will bring forth justice for truth.

Isaiah 42: 3
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PART 3: SOJOURNERS
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And they overcame him 

by the blood of the Lamb and 

by the word of their testimony, and

they did not love their lives to the death. 

Revelations 12: 11

There have been angels along my journey, sojourners, who in the sharing of their pain helped me see a way through mine. They have each been placed at different stages of my journey; being God’s guiding light, although they live across the country they each bear a special place in my heart. I have asked some of them to share their stories and reflections with you too. 

Perhaps, I’m too different from you for you to identify with me, that’s ok. But I pray that as you see how these different women all found peace through God, in the midst of their pain, it will help you as it helped me. They are your friends, as they are mine. We are sisters in Christ, we are not meant to journey alone. If you’re reading this feeling alone in your pain, know there are sojourners with you.


(Names and places have been changed to ensure anonymity for the sake of full disclosure.)


Plod

My story is one of happiness – deep sadness – and absolute triumph through divorce.

I got married when I was 23 to a most wonderful man. I loved this man with everything that I had in me and was totally committed to him. He was a Minister of the Gospel and I was very involved with him in everything that was going. For me, I could not have asked for more! But at the age of 47, I became aware that an affair with a woman 16 years his junior was developing! I was absolutely and utterly devastated. But with him being a Minister, I could not speak about it because of the implications of his calling and work. In some ways my story is the same as so many others, but in other ways very different. As I saw what was happening, I soon began to realise that if our marriage ended in divorce, a very bleak future awaited my son and I as he would have to leave the Ministry and with that would go our home (we lived in the Manse – house belonging to the Church) and also his income and therefore our security. Questions started to roll about in my mind, much like washing rolling around in a washing machine. Where would he find a job, what was going to happen to us – and so much more. Finally, we got divorced, a year and four months after much, much heartache and trauma. I was now 49 and although I had secretarial training, where on earth was I going to find a job?

Exactly as I had thought – my husband could not find a job and so with that, the terms of maintenance that were written on paper became just that. A piece of worthless paper, which incidentally still remains so after 12 years at the time of writing! 

My son was in matric at the time and now began the battle. Food, accommodation, school fees, medical expenses, a car and therefore petrol, haircuts, care of our two dogs (who became God with skin on for my son and I) and just the most ordinary things needed – where was the money going to come from?

My son and I lived on brown bread and very little else. When anyone came with a box of goodies it was truly God-sent and helped us in our battle for survival.

The pain, the rejection, the betrayal and the terrible depression of both my son and myself proved too much and on one fatal night I decided that the only way out was suicide and in that process I would take my son out with me. But God’s grace intervened for which I give thanks today.

This is just a little background to an amazing journey of God’s total faithfulness, His love and provision.

But what did I learn in, during and from this experience!

That although it was not what God had in mind for us – He took this dreadful happening and has turned it into total triumph. I journeyed through my pain. Healing came after many years, to the extent that I was able to begin studying for a Theological Degree and entered the ministry myself. There are still many obstacles that I face and many difficulties to overcome as I write, but “His faithfulness endures forever!”

Things that I would like to share regarding my journey are many but these are the ones that really helped me:

I realised that I needed to express what I was feeling otherwise I would have exploded like a pressure cooker. So I did this in a few ways.

	I wrote and wrote and wrote in my journal. I wrote as it came and how I was feeling. I didn’t bother about the language I used (which incidentally would put a sailor to shame) but I just wrote. My pain, my hurt, my disappointment, my betrayal, my disillusionment, my anger with my husband, with God and whoever else.

	I used to ride in my car and pull up under a tree just outside the town where we were living and switch the car off and then just scream and scream and scream! Sometimes it would be directed at my husband, sometimes at God and sometimes I would just scream what I was feeling. I would scream questions and the inevitable why, why, why.

	I also learned that I had a need to say the same things over and over and over again. I had a couple of friends to whom I spoke, but I soon realised from their body language that they would feel that I expected some sort of advice or answers from them. I would sense a ‘tensing up’ and sometimes withdrawal from them. This was oh so not what I needed. This helped me to realise that often there are so many perceptions that we all have and that there needs to be clarification on all fronts. 

	With this, I approached them both individually and verbalised that I was sensing that they thought my expectation was to obtain advice and answers from them to which they replied in the affirmative. I then explained that my need was to have the freedom to “unload” again and again and again and that all I needed from them was the gift of their “ears” and their “arms” for hugs. From this I contracted with them that I would have the freedom to talk to them at any time and to say the same things over and over again with no obligation on their part to advise me or anything, only just to listen. We agreed that if I needed feedback, advice, encouragement, hugs or whatever else, I would tell them. So basically I would ask for what I needed and if they were able, they would respond. 

	This was one of the best discoveries for me and a very freeing experience on both sides. It gave me the freedom to cry, to be repetitive, to bemoan my fate, to vent, etc. But it also helped them to just be there for me without feeling any obligation to do or say something. 

	I was also very intentional about my healing. I chose to go for counselling and to face this pain and move forward. I felt that I was never going to move forward but learnt to separate my feelings from reality and issues from people. I danced between feelings and reality. I felt a failure, useless, etc. but in reality I am made in the image of God and a daughter of the most high God. Perhaps I had failed in the way I had done some things (issues) but as a person I was still of value.

	When it came to the matter of forgiveness which I knew was so very necessary not for my husband but definitely for me, that was another story! How was I going to do this? Again the battle between feelings and reality. I did not want to forgive at all (feelings) after all why should I??? But for my own mental, emotional, physical and spiritual health it was imperative and of the utmost importance (reality). 

	My conversation with God went something like this:

	God, don’t even go there! Don’t even begin to lay anything on my heart in this regard. I’m not ready to go there!

	After a long while, my dialogue with God changed to:

	Ok Lord let me pray this “Lord – I’m now ready to pray: make me willing, to be willing to forgive!” Note not to forgive but to be willing to entertain the thought of moving towards forgiveness. This was my prayer for a very long time until one day I again knew that forgiveness is a choice and not a feeling. Again I was intentional and sat down and through gritted teeth uttered “Lord today I make the choice to forgive Jack* and Jill* (names changed)” This was not easy – my feelings remained the same towards them – but I chose to get in line with truth rather than feelings. The truth being that I needed to let go. I knew that eventually my feelings would come in line with the truth. But I have to say here that every now and again when something happens which affects my son and his Dad, I revert to the feelings and have to intentionally get in line with the truth.

	I can remember intentionally putting myself in places where God could speak to me, e.g. I really couldn’t face people but I would go to Church and arrive during the first hymn, sit at the back and then leave during the last hymn so that I would not have to interact with people. But I also can’t say that I remembered anything of the sermon. But in looking back I know that during this time, God’s Spirit planted seeds of His grace and love in my heart – whether it is from a hymn or a reading, which are sprouting now many years later.


There is so much more I would like to share but perhaps I should write my own book! But as I look back I think these were the most pertinent for me.

Divorce is the pits and it requires of us to PLOD – to trudge forward albeit wearily – a loooong journey to the place where God can turn it into a gift of new life, a gift of discovery, a gift of new opportunities and new challenge, if we let Him.

Plodding to a place of healing and wholeness all the time knowing that God’s Spirit is plodding with you – patiently, gently and with great love!

Ups and downs

On my first wedding anniversary I went to church with my parents. 

My husband and I started dating when I was 18 and he was 19. We were married seven years later. We were the couple that our friends looked up to. We were the couple that stuck through everything. Our friends would say, “If they can’t make it, who can?” And here I was, 26, alone with my parents on my first wedding anniversary and on my way to being divorced. My world had ended. I had grown up in Johannesburg in a middle class Christian family and my parents had been the most amazing example of a marriage for my brothers and me, having been married for almost 39 years. I felt like I had failed them, my friends, the church and myself miserably.

I had just started taking medication and I felt like a wounded animal. It felt like anyone could look at me and see exactly what was happening in my life. That the pain and failure that I felt was radiating from me. I felt numb to everything else except the words, "Today is your one year wedding anniversary. You didn't even make a year. You have failed. You are worthless. Your husband couldn’t even love you. No one will ever truly love you. You will be alone forever." The words kept dripping acid into my stomach. Every breath hurt, every tick of the clock took me a step further away from the time when I was happy.

I kept thinking of ways I could turn myself, the thoughts and the pain off. Sleeping pills, tranquillisers, lots of red wine... a whole box of sleeping pills perhaps? As the music began to play I couldn't worship. It felt as if there was no joy left in me anywhere to sing. I used to love nothing more than singing, but now I was used up. I had lived through the best my life would be and all that was left was pain and loneliness for as long as I could let myself live through it. I was trapped in a cage of my own body. 

One of the congregants, a man who knew my dad, came up to me, took my hand and said, "The Lord has just spoken to me and He has a message for you." 

I wasn’t sure what he would say, maybe that I'd be alright, or that I should be strong, or try harder, or cut my losses. All the things that people had told me that didn't really help at all but probably made them feel better in their helplessness to deal with someone in pain sitting before them. 

He started to talk and looked at me with such sincerity as the truth of the words coming overwhelmed him. "He loves you PASSIONATELY". His voice broke and his eyes welled as the words left his mouth. I could see at that moment that the Lord had given him a taste of that immense love. A taste of His own heartache at the pain I, His daughter, was feeling. 

Those words echoed in and filled the emptiness in my heart and I was overcome by the emotion of hearing the words that I never knew I needed to hear so much. How could the God of the universe love me? Love someone who had failed, who was so broken? And not only does He love me, but He loves me passionately, more than any person could ever wish to love me. How could a God who loves me so deeply ever allow any real harm to come to me? How could everything not be okay if the God of all creation loves me passionately? How could I not overcome this, grow and be better than ever before if I am loved so passionately?

A few months after my divorce came through an old friend who I hadn’t spoken to in years emailed me and asked me about what was happening in my life. I had told the story of my pain so many times that it was almost automatic now. I relayed it as I always did, but something was different this time. As I read over the mail I stopped at the conclusion in awe. There I had written, “I asked the Lord everyday to save my marriage. I guess He wanted to save me instead.”

It has now been over a year since my divorce came through. More than a year since I heard rumours that he had been unfaithful to me during our marriage, more than a year since I begged with all my heart and strength to have my marriage work. The Lord is so faithful; He has walked with me every step of the way. I can honestly say that I am so happy and it is all thanks to Jesus. He has carried me in the pits of my despair and holds my hand in the sunshine. The road has been bumpy, full of ups and downs, but as the journey continues the ups have become longer and the downs have become few and far between. He gives me things piece by piece to deal with in a way that I can handle and digest. 

I am still on my journey, and I know that nothing can separate me from the love of my saviour; not failure, not brokenness, not pain. I don’t know what the Lord has in store for me, but I do know that even though it won’t necessarily be easy, it will be good.

The Lord loves me. Not only does he love me, but He loves me passionately and He delights in me. 


“No longer will they call you Deserted, or name your land Desolate. But you will be called Hephzibah, and your land Beulah; for the LORD will take delight in you, and your land will be married.”


Isaiah 62 v 4

Never stop dancing

Dear second husband,

I am writing this letter to you, with the fervent hope that you still remember me.

We met 20 years ago at a nightclub. I know it's a long time ago and I am so hoping that it's not too late.

I was still reeling from a stormy divorce, so I used the dance floor as my therapist. You were fresh out of a stormy relationship. I did not notice you until it was time to go home. Somehow you ended up in the car I came in and somehow I ended up sitting on your lap because the car was overloaded. We laughed and spoke about anything and everything...we dropped you at home and said goodbye. I went to the after party where I again just lost myself dancing. Again I did not see you come in until I looked up and caught you staring at me. What followed was wonderful days of love, laughter, dancing cheek-to-cheek and beautiful shared sunsets.

I still cannot understand how it happened. You disappeared as mysteriously as you re-appeared that night on the dance floor. I have since tortured myself with what I did wrong...what I did not do. What I should have done. I have since blamed my sagging body. The fact that I did not make time to "look after myself". The fact that I went "overboard" with trying to be the perfect partner. I have since questioned when I stopped being "that woman" you could not stop staring at. Why I stopped dancing with the wild abandonment and the ecstasy you found me with. Why I chose to make you happy, forgetting that I needed to be happy too? Why I believed that being totally committed to you meant you would be totally committed to me. Why I gave up "girls night" because I wanted to be there for you. Why I stopped spending money on facials and shoes because I loved buying gifts for you.

Who taught me to be this "woman"? This woman who will do anything for love. Who despite rejection, neglect and criticism can still forgive and forget. This woman who thinks she must first endure pain before she deserves happiness. This woman who hides her tears to appear brave and in control. This woman who gave up dancing wildly and laughing and being gregarious because she wanted to 'fit in' to make others happy. What happened to "that woman on the dance floor" you once could not take your eyes off? 

It took all of 20 years for me to find "that woman". I found her in and amongst planting pretty petunias in the garden, hanging out washing after the rain, sweeping up fallen autumn leaves, taxiing kids to school, stitching broken ballet stockings, peeling potatoes for Sunday roast and scrubbing sticky kitchen floors. I found her counselling the lonely, feeding the hungry, helping the poor, listening to those not heard and teaching children with war torn hearts to dance until their hearts were whole again. It took all of 20 years for me to realise that I was no longer "that woman on the dance floor" you stared at.

I had become a woman of worth. A woman who still has dreams and hopes and faith that one day she will grow old with someone who will love her sagging body and wrinkled smile. A woman who had finally found the higher purpose of why she must never stop dancing.

Do you know this woman? Or has the many years, of not talking to each other anymore, not needing to hold hands anymore, not finding things to laugh about anymore or not having a reason to dance with each other anymore, faded your memory?

Anyway, I have to end off now because I have to set the table for supper. I made lamb shank with fluffy white mash, a side salad and crème brule for dessert. I thought of doing a candle lit dinner but I don't know if that's trying too hard.

I hear a car pulling up. I rush around the room trying to clean up the mess I've made with half written notes and crumpled up thoughts. I can’t believe that after all these years I still have the passion to please people. That I haven't stopped loving going the extra mile to make someone's day. The table looks so pretty and memories of what was, floods back.

The door opens up and you mumble hello, drop your bag and head off to wash your hands.

Suddenly I'm nervous. I start to feel stupid and foolish and vulnerable. What is wrong with me? Why can't I accept that what we had is over and that I have to learn to dance alone again? Am I afraid of ending a second marriage and having to start from scratch? Is there a true soul mate out there for me or are my expectations too high, unreasonable and idealistic? Must I be satisfied with what I have and count my blessings because as my friends would say "at least he doesn't beat you or come home drunk or sleep around".

You walk into the dining room and sit down to eat. You open the newspaper and put on the television. You mumble the food smells good and when did you buy the nice plates.

I sit down and wonder if I'll ever be able to give you the letter I wrote to you or if I'll bury it with all the other letters I've written to you over the past 20 years...


I dedicate my truth to the many women out there, who like me, constantly strive to find the little girl who was once funny, cute, carefree, daring and brave enough to risk hanging from the jungle gym in the park.



[image: image]

––––––––
[image: image]


The End.
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