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My name is Tracey Britz. This book is about a chapter in my life story that was long and hard. However, going through this challenging period is testimony to how I discovered what real faith is, learning that God is wonderful, and nothing is impossible if we believe. With God all things are possible.


I also learnt that we can’t always rely on people in this world, as they will always disappoint us in some way. But God will always be there and help us through situations—even when we feel alone, lost and when there is no hope. 


This journey has taken about 8 years so far and is still ongoing.


On the way, there have been a lot of people and situations that have played a big part in getting me to where I am today. I am grateful to each one, for I know now that it was all done to help me, no matter how big or small. 


This is my own experience and my own opinions on my life journey.


I hope that by reading this book, you will see that we are never alone, that things don’t always happen the way we want them to, but in the end, things still work out, no matter how hard it may be at the time.


Everything that happens makes us stronger and helps our faith grow, and it makes us realise that there is much more to life than we think—even if it doesn’t always feel that way.


Most importantly, we are never alone—even when it feels like we are. All we need to do is hold on; Jesus is with us and will never leave us nor forsake us, no matter what situation you are in. 


When you read this book, I would suggest that you put on some instrumental Christian music in the background, or simply put your earphones in and relax as you read.
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The Start of the Journey


My husband and I thought that our lives were good. We both had good jobs and we had a daughter who was beautiful, a real gift from God. We were not wealthy, and we were not poor; we always just had enough, and we were happy.


As it happens, we did have a lot of debts, but we were slowly working through this, and we thought that we had a good relationship with God. We thought our faith was in a good place, and that we understood what it meant.


However, as things in South Africa were changing quickly for the worse, we started to think that we needed to consider leaving our country to ensure that we could give our daughter the best chance in life, and to keep her safe.


What I mean by changing for the worse, is that finding a job and keeping it was getting harder; the cost of living was getting higher; and just walking to the shop or driving down the road was no longer safe. For my husband, our safety was the main worry, as he worked out of the country for long periods.


Now you might ask about safety. Well, our house was in a security complex. This meant that there were high walls around all the properties, with electric fencing around as well. In addition, we had security cameras monitoring the front door and back garden; every door had an additional metal security gate fitted on it; every window was covered with huge metal bars; and every opening window had bars in it too. This was to try and keep us safe from people attempting to break in. It felt like we lived in a prison. 


When I was younger, children could play in the streets, you could walk to the shops with no worries, and play outside with your friends, but now things have changed drastically. Nowadays, if the children play outside, you can’t leave them alone, as they can be abducted in the blink of an eye. Walking to the shop, you have to continuously keep looking around to see if there are any suspicious people looking at you, or to check that you are not being followed. Not only that, you have to be careful when passing big bushes or shrubs, as you never know if someone is hiding in them, or behind them, waiting for you to pass so that they can attack you from behind.


Yes, I know that not everyone may have felt like this, but this is what it felt like for me.


A few years before, my husband had studied hard and obtained an engineering qualification at an Australian institute. He was now working in the mining industry.


When we considered leaving South Africa, we thought that as he had an Australian qualification, this would open a door for us to be able to go to Australia. However, the visa costs involved and what we had to do just to qualify for an Australia visa seemed out of reach.


However, we thought that we would not let money stop us, so we tried and kept pushing to start the process. It was slow, but we felt like it was the right thing to do. At that time we also thought that Australia was the right country to go to. We thought that this was what God’s plan was for us, and we knew we would just have to work hard to make it possible.


WE HAD NO IDEA WHAT LAY AHEAD OF US AT THIS TIME!


The process for the Australian visa was difficult. There were many different requirements that had to be met, and as my husband worked away most of the time, we just seemed to be getting nowhere. We then found out that God had blessed us with a son. My daughter at this time was 5 years old, so our plans to leave the country had to be put on hold as we prepared for a new family member. At the time, we thought that maybe Jesus didn’t want us to leave the country then. We thought maybe we still had something that we had to do—or that we had to help someone. 


Shortly after knowing that I was pregnant, things started changing in South Africa. They seemed to be getting even worse. The mining industry was starting to slow down and there were problems with investors. Because of this, the mines were putting a hold on all new projects and work was slowing down.


Nine months later we welcomed our wonderful son into the family. At this time, we were still doing okay. However, as work in the mining industry had slowed down completely, my husband’s working hours were being restricted and he was earning slightly less (but we were surviving). 


My husband started hearing stories about the company he was working for: that it was not doing very well, that they were going to start making changes, and that this would start with making people redundant as part of restructuring the company. We didn’t know if it was all true at this stage, as this was one of the biggest mining companies in South Africa and had contracts all over the world.


The project my husband was working on at the time was still going forward and they said that there was plenty of work to go around, that he should not worry, and that not everything that had been said was true.


Then a few months later, the company started making redundancies, projects were being stopped or cancelled, the number of people working on projects was being reduced and working times were being cut further.


Due to all the uncertainty, my husband started looking for other work, talking to people he knew who had their own companies. They all said that if he found himself without a job, they would take him on. We thought that this was good to know, that there were a few options if things did go wrong and my husband lost his job.


Then one day the news came that the project my husband was on was finishing and he would have to return to the office. At the time they said we should not worry, as there were other projects in the pipeline. They wanted to have him involved in design, which my husband was happy about as he always wanted to work in this division. 


Things were looking good. He was enjoying the design work and over the months all the feedback he received was great. However, once again the rumours started: that if you were in the office and used to be a person who worked away on projects, you had a target on your back for being on the redundancy list. When this started, my husband again spoke to people who said not to worry because if he needed a job, they would take him on. He also started looking for work again, but not one job he applied for came through—not even an interview.


Things started getting worse quickly in his company. It was becoming really worrying. When my husband’s work became office-based, his former salary had been halved. Because of this, general living was getting a lot harder for us, as we’d been so used to the higher salary he’d earned for years before.


My husband told me one day that he knew that he would be called in to see the manager soon for a chat. I asked if he had been told something, to which he said no. But he also said he thought he could see it coming as he’d heard rumours in the office.


Then one day when I was at work only a few weeks later, my husband called me to say that he had been told to attend a meeting with the head of the department later that day. I tried to suggest that it might be about another project, or to discuss the work he was doing in the office, as I felt it was important for us both to keep thinking of positive outcomes, not negative ones. (I was always like that, trying my best not to think of the worst.)


Unfortunately, a few hours later my husband called me again. It had been the meeting we both didn’t want. He was being made redundant. I think we’d both known it was coming, but at the same time we’d hoped it wouldn’t.


I am aware there will be many people reading this who know how it feels to get this sort of news, but if you have never had this happen, I will try to explain.


When my husband phoned me back after his meeting, I was standing in the car park. On hearing bad news, in that moment you feel nothing. You don’t think of anything, you are just stunned. But then realisation comes in a huge wave, bringing worry, sadness, thoughts about money, family, work, bills, heartbreak, so you can’t breathe. You feel like you are falling, and everything is collapsing around you in one second. You have all these feelings, and you don’t even know how you are going to make it through that moment. You then tell yourself to try not to panic, but this is not as easy as it may sound. Just as you try taking a breath to calm down, all the feelings and thoughts come rushing back again, and you feel sick and overwhelmed with different feelings. 


You want to cry as your heart breaks, but at the same time you want to scream, shout, or hit something out of anger. I had to pull myself together as I had to go back and work. I had to put on an act like nothing was wrong, but in the back of my mind all I could think was, what is going to happen now? 


The rest of the day was a blur, but on my way home, I knew that no matter what it looked like or how I felt, I had to keep positive for my family. I then remembered that people had told my husband they could help him with work, so we didn’t have to be worried; all we had to do was contact them.


My husband started sending out his CV and contacting the people that had offered him work before, but we quickly realised that most of the people were just big talkers and could not actually help my husband with a job. 


Slowly, all those feelings and worries were creeping back in, and if someone said something like, ‘How are you?’ or looked at me, all I wanted to do was cry. But at the same time, I would say to myself, ‘You can’t fall apart, you can’t let people know’, so I would bite back the tears and all the feelings that I could feel running through me, and put a smile on, like there were no problems at all.


My son’s first birthday was my husband’s last day in his job. We had already arranged a party with our family months before for that Saturday, so we couldn’t change it. The whole day we tried to act as if nothing was wrong in front of all the family, as we didn’t want anyone to really know about our situation. They all knew that my husband had been made redundant, but they had no idea that my husband was battling to find work.


I know that there are many people who understand what we do and what it means to hide things from people: you put on a mask for the day and act as if there are no worries, act like everything is perfect while deep down inside you are sick from worry and wish you could just sit in a corner and not have to fake a smile or a laugh. You silently wish that you could break down and cry your heart out all day.


That following week, my husband contacted the other people who had always said they would have work for him, but their stories were different again. They would say, ‘Send us your CV’ or ‘We’ll see what we can do’ or ‘There are no openings.’ And these were friends who had their own companies, who had always promised him work. Now, when he really needed their help, he quickly realised it was all lies and big talk.


I can just imagine how my husband must have felt during this time. He must have felt like a fool, having trusted these people, and felt useless, demoralised, hurt, let down and confused all at the same time. Then over and above this, there were all the worries about what was going to happen and how he was going to provide for his family. 


We knew that all companies were going through hard times, and understood that it was tough for everyone, however I thought that people should have just told my husband the truth at the start and not given my husband false hope or confidence that they could help when this was clearly not the case.


Within the first week that my husband didn’t have work, it felt like everything was going to fall apart. We knew we had some savings, and we knew we could get through a few months on this, but once funds had run out…? We knew that my salary could not cover our monthly expenses and living costs.


We tried hard not to let the worries get us down, we prayed and tried to keep positive, but every day that passed it became harder and harder. The negative thoughts and feelings just kept coming and making us feel worse and more and more worried. 


As the first month passed, the stress and worries built up as my husband couldn’t find any work. He had sent his CV to hundreds of places, but not even one reply or one interview came from it. I tried to keep my husband thinking positively and we tried to keep everything positive in front of the children and the rest of the family. 


My husband’s younger sister had work on and off; his mother lived with her and looked after her three children. It was hard for his mother, but at the same time she was helping someone so that she could work without having to worry about childcare and the associated costs.


When my husband did have a job, he’d always tried to help his mother and younger sister, and her children, as they were always battling with money situations. For example, we would buy their groceries for the month and send them money when we could. But when my husband lost his job, we had to say that we could no longer help them as much as we had before. At first, they were understanding, but after a month of saying no and sorry we can’t help with food or money, they became so mean to my husband. His sister would say he had a duty to help his mother. And he would have done, if he could have. But we had our own family and responsibilities that we had to deal with at the time, and it just seemed that they didn’t even think of this. His sister would keep saying his mother was ill and needed medicine, or that her children had no food.


I would get so angry about this. My husband was already stressed with not having work, and not being able to find work, and we were also struggling to keep our family going with food and basics. So we could do without his younger sister nagging and saying how terrible he was because he was not giving her money. They had no idea how it hurt my husband that he couldn’t help them. They never thought about his feelings and what he was going through. And even if I tried to explain our situation to them and why we couldn’t help, they wouldn’t listen, or were not interested in what I had to say. 


HOW COULD THEY BE SO BLIND NOT TO SEE WHAT HE WAS GOING THROUGH?


I know in hard situations people can be desperate, and say things without thinking, but it was every day that they would do this to him. This made me extremely angry, as they upset him daily, so my heart hardened against them.


There were a few times before when we were helping them that I had suggested to my husband that we should stop giving his younger sister money and food because she was getting so used to us providing for them that it was expected all the time. At the same time, my husband’s older sister and husband were also helping them out with money and food, so they actually didn’t have to buy much or try and know how to budget well, as we were all there providing for them.


At that time, my husband would get angry with me for saying we shouldn’t constantly help them. He would say it was his mother and younger sister and he had the money to help, so he would. However, now I wish I had been harder on him and pushed him more not to help them, as maybe then they would not have been so horrible to him now that he wasn’t able to help them anymore.


I know you are probably thinking that I am a terrible person not wanting to help a family in need, but you know that gut feeling you get when you know that something just doesn’t seem right… well, I’d had this feeling for years that the money we were giving them was not going for food or rent, that it was just being wasted on other things. I didn’t know what, but I knew there was something else going on. I hope you will now understand why I said we shouldn’t help as much; something just felt wrong. 


When they didn’t understand that we were not in a position to help, my husband spoke to his mother to try and explain. She would tell him not to worry and that she understood. But then a day later, his younger sister would say hurtful things to him such as, how could he not help with his mother’s medicine, as she was ill and in pain. But when he had spoken to his mother earlier, she had been fine and didn’t need medicine. This behaviour confirmed my suspicions, that the money we used to give his sister was spent on other things, and because of that, she treated him like a piece of rubbish, as she obviously couldn’t get whatever it was that she wanted anymore. 


The months and days kept passing. We had reached the stage where our savings had run out, and we knew from that next month we would not be able to pay for our house, our cars, and most of our bills. However, we tried to stay positive, as my husband had been for two interviews, and we were just waiting to hear back from one of them.


The waiting time felt like forever, finally, my husband received a call with a job offer. He would have to work out of the country again. It was on a contact basis again. And the money would not be as much as he’d earned before, but due to our situation, he had to take the job. As the saying goes, ‘Beggars can’t be choosers, and anything, is better than nothing.’


My husband started his new job and it seemed to be okay. Unfortunately, as the money he earned was a lot less than he’d earned before, in the months that followed, we fell behind on paying our bills, as we could not cover all the costs.


We knew we couldn’t keep stalling on payments, so we started making plans with payment breaks, or payment plans with different companies. Some companies understood and were willing to work with us, and others just didn’t care about the situation and were not willing to help. I always thought that a company would be happy to get something rather than nothing. But I was wrong.


	



The Dark Times Roll In


As I’m sure many of you know, with our financial situation it felt like we were on a slippery slope, as if we were falling down in slow motion. And every day we asked and prayed for it to get better, but this didn’t happen.


I knew my husband was breaking inside. He never said it, or showed, it but I knew. If I was feeling down, sad and in despair, and wondering just how much worse things could get, I knew he must be feeling the same. Being a man, he would feel even worse.


A man is meant to be the provider for his family, the head of the home, and for some time now he had not been able to this. Having no work and not earning as much as he had before, he could no longer be the provider he once was, and I knew that this would have been eating away at him and mentally breaking him down.


Things got worse. We had to start planning to sell our things just to have money for food. It felt terrible as we were slowly losing everything, and knew that at the end, if things didn’t change, we would end up homeless. 


Through all this we had to make sure that our children didn’t see what was happening. Our son was a baby and needed all the normal things, like nappies. While my daughter was older, she still needed to attend nursery school so she knew the basics before starting school—which we were now having a hard time paying for. 


Every morning on my way to work (when I also dropped off my daughter at nursery school), we sat in traffic for about an hour. One day we heard a song on the radio and for some unknown reason I listened to every word that was sung. Listening to the words, I realised that she was singing no matter how hard things are, we need to have faith, and where was my faith? I thought I had faith, but it was not as strong as I had hoped or thought it was.


During these hard times, we tried to stay positive, and we were praying. But nothing was working.


Everything was getting too much for me. It felt like I had the weight of the world on my shoulders, but I had to act like nothing was wrong in front of the children and everyone else around me. At night when everyone was asleep, I would lie in bed and think of everything that was happening in our lives. This would serve to break me even more and I would start to cry. But I had to cry softly to ensure no one in the house would hear me. And I would pray for help, as I didn’t know how much longer we could carry on in this way.


Then, one day sitting in traffic, I was feeling very down, I felt dead inside. Every day was just another day. It felt like I was in a washing machine that was stuck in a very long wash cycle. Then something inside me told me to look around. And there, on the other side of the road, was a huge white truck, on the back of which was written in big red letters, ‘TRUST GOD’.


After seeing this, I realised that Jesus was still with us. But there must be something that we were still doing wrong, that he was not happy with and for that reason, he was not helping us. So I tried hard to think about all the things we did and what we needed to change. However, all I could think was that we were trying so hard to do everything right. And I didn’t know what else we could do or change to make things better.


As my husband was working and earning an income, we were just trying to play a very hard balancing act with keeping bills paid here and there and having to try and cover the everyday living costs. However, things just kept getting harder, and the costs seemed to keep climbing. One month I knew that if we didn’t get a lot of extra money soon, we were going to have a problem. The fear of losing everything and ending up homeless was on the horizon, and there was nothing more we could do.
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