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DEDICATIONS


To my grandma, whom I never got to know, but who sparked my love for stories from an early age.


To my family, who introduced me to a life of faith in God.


To Michael for telling me that now was the time for me to write.


To Esti for telling me that there was a story unfolding in my life with new pages added every day that would someday make up a book.


To Sarah for being a constant friend through all the ups and downs in this story.


To everyone who reads about themself in the pages of this story, because their path at some point intertwined with mine. I am truly grateful for all the memories, all the encouragement, and all the lessons.


To God, in the hope that You will use my story in Your plans for people, just like I have been blessed by reading the stories of other people.










INTRODUCTION


January 2025


This story is a story about growth. Not that I will claim myself to be an expert on growth. Rather, I think that I will leave my story here for you to read, and then I hope you will be able to derive your own takeaways on growth, because that is just the thing, isn’t it? Growth, when it comes to personal and spiritual growth, is not of a substance which allows us to easily measure, compare, or even encapsulate it in a description of what it looks like.


Growth does not look like that perfect linear graph by which we depict financial or physical growth processes. Nor does it look like reaching a destination, which is otherwise implied in the terms growing up or growing into something. Growth is a fact of life, and it is unavoidable. It is deeply personal and yet universal. Growth is messy and unpredictable, sometimes manifesting itself in huge, sudden leaps while other times stagnating for years. Growth is two steps forward and one step back, and it is going around in circles in the desert for years, before you see what God was doing all along. Growth is rarely experienced in the day-to-day moments of our lives, but looking back, we might recognize that growth happened. Growth is best captured over the long term, and as I went through my journals, reading page after page of my well-documented coming-of-age narrative, I realized that it was a story of growth. I wrote this book from the entries of my journals, in which I poured out my heart and soul trying to make sense of my journey as it unfolded.


I don’t know where you find yourself in your growth journey, but it is my sincere hope that my story will provide you with comfort, peace, and hope in the different seasons of your life. Most of all, I hope it will inspire you to find God at work in your own life. He is truly faithful, and you can trust Him with your life journey.


With love, Line










THE INVITATION


December 2012


On a random Wednesday in the 8th grade, I did something terrible. I denied my faith in Jesus. The way it happened was that one of my classmates started talking about faith and church. Because his parents knew my family a little bit, he started asking all kinds of questions like "doesn't your family go to church quite a lot, Line?" and "aren't your family like real believers?" Being religious was not a cool thing at my school, so I always kept very quiet about the fact that I already knew the stories from the Bible that we were taught in our religion classes, or why I could never come play with my friends on Sundays before lunch. My parents wanted for me and my sisters to go to a public school, because they didn't want to shield us too much from the world in which we were going to grow up, and I have an immense respect for that decision today. When I was in the middle of it though, I often wished that my family looked more like other families, and that we didn't have this odd lifestyle that set me apart from the other kids in school. I wanted to fit in and feel accepted, but our weekly church services and saying grace before dinner felt like threats to my maintaining that. So, when I was suddenly called out by this guy in the middle of the classroom, I panicked and knew no other way to save face than to deny it all blankly.


The bad conscience hit me like a tidal wave, immediately and with full force. I had denied my faith. I remembered the story from the Bible of Peter denying his being a disciple of Jesus, and I felt that this was really bad. Not only was it lying, but it was lying about my family's association with Christ. I felt guilty and needed to confess to someone, so I wrote a text to one of my girlfriends in class, who had been around when it happened. She comforted me by making sure I knew that she didn’t find me odd, and she told me that it was nobody's business whether my family were believers or not. This, however, did not completely remove the guilt, because I knew we were supposed to share our faith with others, not keep it a secret.


I came home from school that day and found a letter addressed to me. It was a letter of admission to a Christian boarding school, and it made me beyond happy to be granted this amazing opportunity. Little did I know at the time that this was a real "You're a wizard, Harry"-moment for me. I had always felt odd and out of place in my childhood social spheres due to my Christian inheritance, but this letter marked an invitation to embark on the wildest journey of discovering a whole new world of what it meant to be a believer in Jesus. Just like Harry Potter went to Hogwarts, I would be going to this school and find out that I was not odd - just built for a different life. I would be learning, growing, and discovering among peers, who were on a similar trajectory in life, and I would fit right in. To this day, I can almost hear God speak the words "You're mine, Line" over the moment when I opened my letter of admission. I had denied Him earlier that day, because I did in fact not know Him, but He responded with a loving invitation for me to come closer and get to know Him better.










LONGING FOR MORE


October 2013


Boarding school was in many ways a dream come true for me, but there was one thing bothering me in this Christian social bubble. I noticed that some of the other teens had something that I didn't. It seemed that they enjoyed another level of intimacy with God, where they not only prayed to Him, but also had deeply personal encounters with Him. I longed for this level of intimacy in my own relationship with God, and I asked Him for it, but nothing really seemed to happen. I began to wonder if I was doing something wrong, since I couldn't hear Him or experience Him in the same way other people did, and in October it culminated in me crying out in frustration in front of my contact teacher at the school.


My contact teacher was one of those people, who listened well without saying a lot. It was a good strategy on a 15-year-old girl, who needed plenty of time to reflect and often found it challenging to put into words everything that was happening on the inside. This time was no different. Only after a long time, he broke the silence and shared with me something that I have remembered ever since. He said, "you see, we don't always get the answer to why God holds something back from us that we ask of Him, but being in a place of longing for more of Him is the best place to be, and you can be absolutely certain that He delights in that."


Sometimes we get impatient with the processes of life, and we want growth to happen faster than it does. But maybe growth is more often the slow and steady long-term steps than it is the big immediate leaps. I guess God knows what He is doing by leading us the long way through to our destinations.










GROWING UP


March 2015


My second year of boarding school was marked by challenges of different kinds. As the second school year began, and all the new students settled in around me, I found it incredibly difficult to connect with people, and I ended up having only a small group of friends around me. These people became my lifeline, and the friendships went deep by all the time we spent together. For that reason, it completely broke my heart when one of "my" people stopped at the school around Christmas and only chose to tell me a few days before he went home. It felt like he had not only left the school but me as well, and I missed him every day for a long time.


Around that time, we changed dorm rooms at the school, and I wasn't too happy with my new roomies. They were all very alike with their black, white, and grey décor, and I felt out of place with my bright pink blanket and my yellow stuffed duckling. They were rude towards our teachers, they were very much into their looks, and they spoke about boys, clothes, and bodies in a way I couldn’t’ relate to. We had been allowed to wish for roomies, and while they had all wished for each other, I had been granted none of my wishes. I felt overlooked by our teachers, and I was tired of always being disregarded, because I was known as the easy-going kid, who could fit in everywhere or be a good influence on anyone. I wanted for once to have someone take my wishes and wants into account as well.


In March my two best friends at the school started dating. All three of us had been very close and spent almost all our time together, laughing, joking, and having amazing, deep talks, and now suddenly I could tell that I was being left out. I wouldn't admit to them how much it hurt me. It was not like they did anything wrong, so I knew that it was just my own problem to deal with, and I didn’t want to lose more of my best friends. The pain was still there, however, and at some point, it had stored up in such measures that it no longer fit inside of me. When I didn't let it out of my mouth directly, it spilled out in the form of sarcastic comments that I hoped would be disguised as humor. Sadly, though, I didn't manage to fool them, and one day they both added to my hurt by telling me that they thought I had become very mean lately. It took a long time for me to find my way in our friendship and adjust to the fact that I had to let go of the three-musketeers-friendship I had enjoyed so much.


This year, for the first time in my life, I was also faced with deeper insecurities about my looks. Growing up, it never took up much space in my friendships, but just like Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden suddenly had their innocence disrupted by the discovery that they were naked, it felt like a certain way of self-criticism was suddenly planted in my head. Over time, it gained more ground by feeding on the experiences I had throughout that year. Low self-esteem was a common problem among the girls I spent time with, and now, when my best male friend chose our other friend over me, I couldn't help but compare myself to her. What had made him fall for her and not for me? What was I missing to have someone find me attractive? Would I have to make more of an effort? Did I even have what it would take or was I just not girlfriend material?


It felt like the combined experiences of that second school year rid me of my innocent outlook on the world. The last pieces of the simplicity of childhood were slowly dissolving, and I was now left to face adulthood with all its complexity, insecurity, and responsibility. As much as I wanted to, there was no turning back. I was growing up.










TWO WORLDS


May 2016


For me, starting gymnasium meant that I would once again join paths with some of the people I grew up with. Although not much had changed on the outside, I felt like a completely different person from who I had been only two years prior, and I wondered if it would be difficult for me to reconnect with all of them. Would it show that Jesus had altered the foundation of my life? I kind of hoped that it would, and at the same time I feared losing friendships that I valued. What actually happened during my first year in gymnasium, though, was… nothing. When you get a heart transplant, others don't necessarily notice unless they either get really close to you or they find out because you tell them. Since I last saw my friends, Jesus had given me a new heart, and He was now in charge of all the whys of my actions, but my behavior in general hadn’t changed radically enough for anyone of my old friends to notice the change of heart. They didn't get close enough to see it, and I was reluctant to initiate such deep levels of conversation. Sometimes I wondered if they ever even went to the levels of sharing core beliefs with anyone.


In one area, though, I stood out to my friends. I never learned how to navigate the heavy drinking culture, which I discovered to be one of the core building blocks of gymnasium social life. The very first party became my very last one as well, because the experience was nothing less than horrifying. As a non-drinker, I couldn't find my place in a setting where all activities were built up around consuming as much alcohol as possible. I observed with dismay how the five guys in our class, whom none of the girls would ever consider in broad daylight, suddenly became the objects of rivalry for cheap attention and admiration at these parties. And with absolute disgust, I found myself way too easily being swayed into the same pattern of chasing cheap flatter. As I didn't like neither the atmosphere of these parties, nor myself when I participated in them, I chose to just not go. Although I did miss out on a lot and sometimes found the social structures in class having changed due to events of a weekend party, I was okay. I found in my class a group of girls, who also enjoyed slumber parties, board game evenings, and amusement parks, and the memories I created with these girls throughout my time in gymnasium became absolute treasures to me.


When I turned 18, I threw a big party for a bunch of my friends from boarding school and after much dread and consideration of mixing people from what felt like two different worlds, I decided to invite two girls from my class as well. To my big surprise they blended in well with my boarding school friend group, and we all ended up having an amazing and fun night together. A few weeks later, one of the girls came to me and expressed how truly unique it had been for her to observe the friendships we all shared. She had spent a year at a boarding school as well but in her words, she would have never been able to gather her friends like that, boys and girls, and been able to just enjoy each other’s company without sexual tensions, drama, or alcohol involved. I think what she saw that night was what Jesus does to a community of people, and I wish that I would have mixed up my two worlds a little bit more often for my non-believing friends to join in and enjoy the special unity among my church friends. Who knows, - maybe they would have picked up the scent of Jesus along the way?
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