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An act of obedience. 

To the one and only who made this moment and book possible.

All glory, honour, and praise go to you, 

Lord Jesus.
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Part One
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In the Shadows of Brokenness


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


“The righteous cry out, and the LORD hears them; and delivers them from all their troubles.

The LORD is close [and near] to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit. 

The righteous person may have many troubles [and afflictions], 

but the LORD delivers [you] out from them all.”

Psalm 34:17-19 (NIV, NKJV)
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SUFFOCATING
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Deep sadness. 

Immersed in deep numbness. 

Lost in an ocean of my own gloominess.

Wondering how to express it all.

Wondering how to express it all...

Barely breathing, barely grasping for air. 

Barely moving, barely eating,

let alone sleeping.

All I am left with is weeping.

Deep sorrow...constant,

only coming out of the room for more

inner battle, more screams, more numbness, more despair.

Desperate thoughts eating me out. 

Dreadful thoughts bleeding out.

Eating me inside and out.

Can somebody help me?

Can somebody take away this sense of loss, a void, 

A complete hole: an empty, broken self, burning alongside.

Taking care of everyone else but myself. 

After all, what’s the point of it all?

So much letting others take control.

So much disguise – what’s the point of it all?

Can someone help me silence the noise? I want this noise gone!! 

My head is burning with noise.

How can I silence this solitude-suffocating voice...

Here, alone, lonely, in solitude, burning yet suffocating...

Who will care anyway?

Hurts.

It hurts. It hurts. It hurts.

Groans are not enough to try and express. 

The rot: a broken soul left in me.

Can anybody help me?

I beg you, take away whatever this is.

Or this, whatever it is, will take me.

It will break me and take me to a place 

far, far away.

To a place of burning coals, gnashing teeth.

A place lost, of no return.

Someone help me, please.

I can’t take it anymore.

Take me away with you, pain.

Quiet.

Silence.

Finally,

I am here.
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WHY...?
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Why is it that no matter the length,

the effort, dedication, hard work,

things just don’t seem to work or go as planned?

Why do I need to prove anything to anyone?

Why do I push myself away constantly?

Why is it that the waiting is so painful to some

and so fruitful to others?

Why... and what is wrong with the world?

In the end, all those who believe, at least,

will see the goodness of the Lord in the land of the living.

But why is it that things come so easy to some, and yet 

so hard to so many others...?
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WHAT ELSE CAN I DO?
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Perhaps you’re thinking you have tried it all.

Perhaps you’re wondering, ‘what is wrong with me’,

that nothing seems to work out for me...

Or maybe you are wondering

Why is this happening to me? Again?!

I have tried the talk, but I lost the walk.

I have done everything you wanted me to do.

I have remained,

I have stayed,

I have served,

I have given my time, my efforts, my sweat.

However, nothing seems to change

in my current circumstances.

I am still looking out for a job,

despite thousands of job interviews, lengthy processes, and despairing outcomes.

I am yet to find a boyfriend, a husband,

my children arrive from a far-distant land.

Seeing myself and those I love in pain, suffering, in frustration,

unbelief, doubt, lost, broken, stuck.

Seeing those questionable with behaviours, selfish,

perpetrators of harm; the abused and harmed. 

I see them all.

Why?
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I HEAR YOU
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Your frustration is heard,

your pain is felt.

Your confusion,

your lack of understanding,

is heard...

Oh, how I wish,

I would have the answers you want to hear.

The perfect words you want me to use, right now,

to remove this pain from you.

But God,

only God knows what is going on for you,

only God, the One who works in mysterious ways,

only He knows what it is being moved

beyond what your eyes can see or imagine.

Be still and know that

God works all things for your good.

Only God works in the unseen for what is yet to come.

He is in control, and is asking you to surrender it all,

back to Him.

After all, in everything,

God is after our hearts.
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MAY I HEAR THE VOICE OF LOVE (I)
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A place where people’s cries are so loud.

A place where no one else is hearing.

Perhaps hearing, but

no one else is really listening.

Sad eyes

Tearful eyes

Anxious eyes, full of expression.

Sad eyes

Glassy eyes

Repetitive, obsessive expressions.

Apathetic eyes
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