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Thorns to Roses

Annihilate your giants  of Fear, Depression, and Sickness
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By 

Christha Barnard
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All rights to this material are reserved to further the Kingdom of our LORD Jesus Christ ONLY. For further information or to place an order, please contact us at:

E-mail: kanaan@iafrica.com

Website: www.kanaanministries.org

This book is dedicated to:

Women who were and still are in abusive relationships and marriages. Special women, whom God created to be in His image are in bondage of fear, anxiety, and depression, and are addicted to depression pills, anxiety drugs, and medication. There is hope, you can be delivered from fear, anxiety, darkness, and depression, you can be set free from unforgiveness, be healed from, cancer, and emotional sickness, and be free from addicted drugs and medication.

I thank God for the message he gave me. Thank you Sue Sundstrom for your encouragement, training, and believing in every woman of God who has a story in a message to tell with your remarkable group of authors for your support and motivation
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​​Introduction
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Charmaine finds herself at a no-return point in her life. The depression and sleeping pills did not

take away her fear anymore. Doctors explained to her that they could not prescribe a stronger medication, she reached the limit and was already twice in the hospital on sleeping therapy. Martin her child is going through trauma on trauma he cannot cope anymore. Dealing with the darkness, fear, anxiety, depression, sickness, cancer, and celiac disease let her feel she reached the end of her life, she is going to die. This bottomless pit was pitch black sucking her in deeper and deeper, day by day, there was no bottom. It keeps going deeper and deeper, stronger and darker, and the demons were sucking out her essence of life with fear. Fear for tomorrow, fear for rejection, fear for life there was no reason to leave her house anymore. Although she had bulimia and her weight was only 53kg she always believed she was fat and felt that she was the ugliest woman on earth. Everybody hated her, and nobody wanted to be around her, because she was a perfectionist. 

The doctors reached the top of the edge with her. There was no hope for her. In this darkest hour of fear and anxiety, she realized there was only one light that could outshine her darkness and that could have saved her. She will return to her first love. He is the only hope she has left. His light will outshine this darkness and turn her fear into peace, the healer, deliverer, her shield that will protect her, and with His sword she will defeat satan with this fear and depression. He is the one that defeats satan and nobody else. The doctors cannot help her anymore, the only hope for her is to die. But she has news for the doctors, where they ended, her first love will start with renewing her life.

Fifteen years after the healing process the Lord woke her up at night and she was inspired by the Holy Spirit to read the Bible from the beginning to the end. She wrote scriptures in different categories and the way she used them during her healing and deliverance journey. This was very clear in her spirit that she must write a book. This book will be a practical tool to assist every woman who comes to that last day of giving up has no return and cannot go forward with fear and darkness. Reading this book will be a tool to overcome. You will no longer be a victim, but victorious, and will be delivered and set free from the demons. The light will shine through your darkness. The fear and anxiety will change into peace, you will be free from depression and sickness, self-hatred, and unforgiveness. Your healing will be restored.

Charmaine became a pastoral counselor with a Bachelor’s degree in Prophetic Ministry and will graduate with her Honors degree soon. The Lord Jesus Christ set so many women free in her ministry and it is her heart’s desire for every woman to be set free. The message to every woman: “You are not a victim you are victorious, overcomer, and outrageous. Live your life in peace, joy, love, and laughter. You may live now in peace do not wait for heaven, live your life now.
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​​​Chapter One: The Dark Bottomless Pit
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Darkness and Depression 
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AS THE SUN SETS ON the horizon and the dark shadows fall on the earth stretching out long dark scary arms of darkness to finish the day and to cover the whole earth with fear, Charmaine is sitting in her bedroom with no idea what tomorrow will bring. Her head is hanging low, her face as white as snow with no emotion she cries out loud while she is looking in the mirror “There is nothing left for you on earth Charmaine, look at yourself in the mirror this is the end you are finished” She felt noisiness and like a zombie, she cannot cry anymore, there is no more tears, no more thoughts. All that matters is her work, she is making a success of her career through all this. Everybody admires her at work and believes in her and believes she is a go-getter. They did not know what was going on in her private life, and it will stay like that. She took all the power left in her body to lift her head, looked to the seeling if somebody was going to answer her in her cold emotionless moment, and cried out loud, as loud as she could:

“What now Lord, what now, what am I going to do? I cannot go on anymore, it is too much for me. The depression pills are too strong, I am like a zombie, and my child does not have a mother anymore, I am always sick and working so late every night, to make a success of my career. Lord I know you helped me, I am the best in the region, and my work is excellent. Working till 9 pm every day is helping me to forget all the trauma I’ve gone through in the past”

She stopped talking and thought that God was so far from her He did not hear her anymore. Exhausted, scared, and without any hope for tomorrow she grabbed her sleeping clothes and went for a long warm bath. Her 8-year-old son was already sleeping, and her husband, John was out in the region where he was working as a very successful regional manager. Marianne her stepdaughter was also in bed when she arrived home from a stressful day at work. In the bath, her Redox bubble bath and the smell of lavender refreshed her nose and mind as she tried to relax.

Daydreaming rolls in her mind like a movie. She dreams of this loving and caring man maybe an Arab that is very rich with lots of camels and servants, and all he will do is love her and care for her. She sees herself sitting in the day spa, facial, manicure pedicure, and servants that are doing everything for her. The only function she had was to look beautiful for her husband who loved and admired her. That is the dream she dreamed the day she got married to her 1st husband. It feels like the devil runs through her soul as she turns icy cold when she thinks of the bad thriller movie of a marriage and it reminds her of a movie she watches that is so unreal. 

She stared at the ceiling and still remembers the day her loving, caring, and protected dad walked her down the aisle on the day of her marriage to her first husband. All the beautiful dreams turn into pitch-black nightmares. She started crying all over and over again and said out loud in a hateful voice: “I hate you, Darrel, I will never forgive you for what you have done to me and Martin. We trust you with our lives, you turn our beautiful dreams of life into nightmares, and you ruined our peace with deadly fear I hate you” He was such a gentleman, although she thought so, he even fooled her father with his falseness. She met him at the age of sixteen and got engaged when she turned eighteen on 8/8/88 that was so awesome she was only eighteen and felt the world was at the bottom of her feet. Darrel spoiled her with gifts and chocolates and treated her like a real princess. But two days after the honeymoon he turned into a monster. He was so abusive, that he assaulted her badly day after day. She was expecting Martin and wanted to make this marriage work, she would give everything she could and have to make it happen. The most beautiful baby boy, Martin was born and she will protect him with her life but Darrel hates her and Martin, he abuses and assaults them day after day. 

One Saturday afternoon he came home drunk. As he wanted to leave on a men’s night again he could not find his car keys, and his face turned red with anger. The veins in his neck and arms got pumped up it looked like he was in the gym busy exercising with weights. The way he was throwing the drawers of cutlery out on the ground, as strong as a beast he turned the couches upside down. The coffee table of the lounge flees like a football through the air and scatters into pieces against the wall. He kept on screaming like a demon: “I will kill you, you will not stop me! Where did you hide my keys?” Charmaine started crying. Tears of fear ran down her cheeks like a river and Martin was screaming to the top of his voice out of fear. Darren gets angrier he grabs a knife throws Charmaine like a piece of material at the door and stabs the knife next to her head into the wooden door, facing her with grief and murder in his eyes.  Charmaine could not say a word the shock paralyzed her as she stood still no word could come out of her mouth. The tears stop instantly,  her heartbeat pumping in her ears like drums. He left her and turned around as if nothing happened. He realized he put the keys in the pocket of his trousers. Take them out, looked at them, and walked out of the door.

The car left with screaming tires and the air was filled with the disgusting smell of the smoke of the tires. Her whole body was shaking, and Martin screaming at the top of his voice nonstop. The house looked like a battlefield in the Second World War and the smell of blood and dust was hanging in the air. Devastated she grabbed her screaming baby and ran through the maize lands for about two hundred meters to the neighbors. It was already dark and cold, what was there more to scare her than her husband? 

The darkness of the night could not scare her anymore she needed to get Martin and her to safety. The moon was not very bright and she nearly fell two times as her feet got stuck into the grass. As she reached the neighbor’s house she knocked as hard as she could. A man opened the door, lifted his eyebrows, and said with shock in his voice: ‘Charmaine, what is going on? “ She smelled alcohol rise in her nose when he talked to her and more fear ran through her mind. Will he also attack her and Martin? Tears flooded her eyes and she could barely get a word out of her mouth: “Darrel is mad and trying to kill us, will you please take me to town, please I beg you.” His expression darkened, his jaw tensed up and his voice turned graved: “I do not have time for this nonsense, I will take you, but you never bother me again with this type of nonsense. You need to sort out your domestic violence.” She kept quiet and nodded her head and felt how her cheeks burned red with shame. 

Growing up in a house where she barely knew what harsh words were never used, it was difficult to cope at this moment. At school, it was the joke of the day to laugh at the drunkards and poor people and to make fun of them, now she is the one they will laugh at. In the car she gave the directions to Mrs. O’Reilly where he must drop her and Martin, everything was silent and tense, nobody said a word out of fear. He dropped her off at her friend’s house and left.

Mrs. O’Reilly opened the door and smirked, opening her arms as she welcomed Charmaine and Maritn with a big hug. The smell of Mrs. O’Reilly’s delicious food reminded Charmaine that she and Martin did not have lunch that night with all the trauma. Mrs. O’Reilly shows them their room and offers them some food to eat but Martin is screaming non-stop and is too traumatized. She took Martin to the room and kept on talking to him, ensuring him of her love and that she would do everything possible to always protect him and keep him safe from  Darren. She promised him Darren would not touch them again. After two hours he calmed down and fell asleep. The trauma was playing over and over in her mind she kept on seeing Darrel with the knife in his hand in front of her. With eyes still wide open the sun shines through the curtains and then she realizes she needs to face the day and a new day of challenges and fear. At least they were safe for that night.  

There was a loud annoying knock on the door. As she opened the door, there stood Darrel in front of her with his sweet face as calm as a dove and pretending nothing happened the previous night. Begging them to come back to him. He promised them it would never happen again that he would change, and ensure them he loved them too much to hurt them again. He also promised never to hit Martin again as he did two months back. He hit Martin with a belt the blood came out of his back and he was only six months old.

After that night there were regular attacks on her and Martin. She was devastated and could not go back to her parent’s house, her father died before she could tell him what was going on. Anger rose in her and she hated the way she felt so powerless. Why did God take her father away? Why did her father die? Couldn’t he at least fight to stay alive? She hate God, her husband her father, they were the ones who were supposed to protect them. If she only had the chance to tell her father what was going on, she knew he would immediately get into his car to come to her rescue by taking her and Martin back to her parent’s house, but he died when Martin was two months old and her mother could not look after them, they went bankrupt after a bad business deal and that business could not pay her dad for over a million rand contract. Her mom was not even able to look after herself. What a mess she was in at that time. Alone, full of fear, filled with hatred she need to sort things out herself. Darrel kept on abusing her and Martin so badly and many times they needed to run for their lives. Out of fear and to stay in peace for the moment and not be killed, she always went back to him every time.

One day she had enough. She will protect Martin with her life and summons him for a divorce. October comes, and as the date of the divorce comes nearer everybody tries to talk to her and tells her what a wonderful person Darrel is, even the lawyer tries to talk her out of the divorce. But she was determent to go through with the divorce. Protecting Martin from this demon, monster, the devil of a man is all that she had in mind, and finalized the divorce as quickly as possible and believed they were free. That was what she thought, but was in for a big surprise, she did not keep in mind all the emotional damage that was done to her and Martin. 

December came one of her friends introduced her to John who was nineteen years older than her, he was successful at his work, and not good-looking, but she just knew he would have the ability to look after her and Martin. He has two children and they like Martin but, she was fooled again. They got married in June and nearly know each other. The roller coaster starts all over again but this time with emotional damage and far worse than the first husband. John humiliates her in front of people. Her stepchildren hated her because she was a super perfectionist in everything. Everything needs to be in place and super clean. Her house looks like a furniture showroom and the bad thing of all she was their slave. Everything she tried was wrong and was sinking deeper and deeper into this dark bottomless pit of fear and darkness. She hates herself, she feels like everybody hates her. She is a messed up person, ugly, thin, and bad so bad that everyone hates her. 

Finishing her bath, and cannot stop crying. There were no more tears and she did not have the power to even put one foot in front of the other. The next morning was her doctor’s appointment, Dr. Porto felt like her friend, seeing him nearly every week with something new popping up in her unhealthy body. Having bulimia she kept on staying so tired the pills do not help anymore and she knew the medical aid funds would be empty soon the way she carried on. She was addicted to all this depression and sleeping pills. 

Arriving at Dr. Porto the smell of surgical alcohol burned into her nose making her even more irritated. After a good medical examination, his outcome was not good as he said: “I need to send you to the hospital immediately for sleeping therapy for seven days. The time is now 10 AM you need to be there at 11 AM for admission to take place.” Shock ran through her body and as she turned icy cold from head to toe it felt like a vulcano striking an icy cold stream of water leaving her body covered with Goosebumps, Charmaine replied “ It is only mad people that go on sleeping therapy, am I mad or out of my mind?” Dr. Portno replied with a calming voice: “Charmaine, no it is not only mad people that go on sleeping therapy, you can’t stop crying and have post-trauma stress. You cannot sort post-trauma stress out by yourself even after several treatments and counseling it did not help you” Saying nothing, felt he was lying to her she turned around and left the doctor’s room with more guilt, and hatred rising in her of what Darren has done to her and Martin filled with more fear and anxiety. 

Who is going to look after Martin, make food, clean the house, and ensure everybody is ready for school in these seven days? While she was packing her suitcase for the hospital, she arranged with her dearest friend at work, who is always there for her just to talk not knowing what was going on in her private life, to look after Martin until John arrived back home from his business trip. Ronel was asking a lot of questions with a caring and soft voice: “Charmaine, what is wrong with you, are you going to be fine?  What did the doctor say?”  Charmaine felt so ashamed of herself, they would also think she was mad or crazy if she told them she would go on sleeping therapy and just reply: “He does not know until a range of tests was done, we will wait for the test results” As she drives to hospital Charmaine kept on crying and crying, nobody knew what was wrong with her they will not understand, she needs to hold her pose, she will put on a mask of smiles and will be the best, to pretend that she is good. 

A week went by at least her friend Ronel brought Martin to the hospital for her once. All she knew about that week she was sleeping away her life, which did not help her at all. Everything just went worse she became sicker and sicker, thinner and thinner. She tried to gym a little as the doctor said it would help the positive hormones to get to the brain. But it did not. Her mind and thoughts were so demonized and were pulling her deeper into the darkness where she could not get out of this bottomless pit. 

The first day back at work, she received a phone call from the school: “Charmaine we need to make an appointment with the headmaster of the school, he wants to discuss your child’s behavior with you. Will it be possible to attend a meeting by 10H30 today?” she replied “Yes, I will be there, bye” 

Arriving at school the headmaster of the school met her at the door, he glared at her as his expression darkened and she could see in his body language that he was very unhappy with Martin. “Good day Charmaine, I am Mr. de Beer the headmaster of the school. Please step inside my office, I need to discuss Martin’s behavior towards other children and his manners in class with you.” He walked inside the office and did not offer her a seat to sit down. He was furious and red in his face, he clenched his fists as he started talking:” Martin is not coping at all and he cannot sit still in class when the children went out to the playground today,  a child bumped into him by accident. He hit the child with so much anger and frustration, the teacher needs to take him off the child, It looks like he wanted to kill that child.” He just kept on talking and did not give her a chance to speak or explain why Martin had such bad behavior.

The next moment he took out a picture that Martin drew of his Family with crayons. Charmaine felt like she was going to faint, her breath was gone, and two hands on her throat wanted to push and strangle all the air out of her body. She took a deep breath, to renew her strength. The picture was of her and Martin but everything was in black the skies the ground everything in black. ”Mr. de Beer,“ She sat down on the chair without invitation. She felt her voice gone no sound was coming out and tried again.: “Mr. de Beer, Martin was abused by his father from the day he was born, I did not know it was so bad on him, he went for playing therapy and we thought it was fine.” Mr. de Beer looked at her with a face completely impassive and replied: “I cannot allow this type of behavior at Highlands Primary School Charmaine, he is a danger to other children, and I am responsible for the safety of these children, You can move him to a special school where there are children with special needs. They are in wheelchairs and have other disabilities. I will arrange the transfer, but he will no longer attend school here. If you will excuse me now, I have an important meeting” She stands up with no air in her lungs, her soul under the bottom of her feet. Pulling herself together held her head up high and replied: “I understand Mr. De Beer” and walked out of the office. She was falling into a dark pit, it was cold, it was so dark she felt so alone and death unfolding all around her. 

Martin was standing in front of her, with big round blue eyes filled with fear the teacher chased him out of her class and told him he did not belong there. She bowed down, looked him in the eye, and said” Mommy will help you through this, I knew you were wrong by hitting that child, but I’m sure you today I will get help for you to go through this and to be healed from all these bad things that happened to you. I love you so much, and I am so sorry I did not protect you, from all this evil.” She hugged him took his hand and walked to the car. In the car, the two of them discuss the new school, and he agrees to go. There was no other way out.

On a cold winter’s morning as Charmaine wanted to drop Martin off at school, he stopped her before she was near the school and shouted excitingly: “ Stop Mommy you can drop me here I will walk from here to school” She smiled and stopped the car. She wants to kiss him goodbye, but he opens the door jumps out of the car, and walks to school” When she drove John’s car she was allowed to drop him off at the school gate because it was a brand new Audi and all the school parents was rich, accept them. If she drove her car which was a 1980 Jetta he would rather walk that last 100 meters to school. 

He did not cope at the school for disabled children and she moved him to a private school, for individual attention and learning programs one on one. He was not happy but life turned out more positive for him after numerous visits to the clinical psychologist, he never saw his dad again after she got married to John. John insists that Darrel sign Martin off and John adopts Martin as his own forcing Darred never to see his child. At that time it sounded good for Charmaine, she got rid of Darrel the devil.

Martin turned thirteen and the headmaster of the private school, Mrs Minnie called her in to discuss his fatherless issue.  “Charmaine, Martin kept on asking about his biological father, I think you need to arrange for him to see his dad and he needs to decide for himself if he is bad or not.” For a moment she realized that this was a very bad decision and it made John feel rejected, and it would make the relationship at home worse. With big eyes, no words to say, all the fear running through her veins her eyes flooded with tears she looked up and tried to say something. Mrs. Minnie understands immediately and goes on” It is fine to discuss it with John but do not wait too long, Martin will just rebel more and more and more as time passes. The quicker the better.’ She thanks Mrs. Minnie for her concern about Martin and leaves to go to work.

Charmaine decided to wait for a while, she did not have the energy for this. She felt this bad pain all over her body, it was so bad she could not breathe, accidentally she turned it off in the wrong street and was stuck in the traffic. On her left-hand side, there was a huge construction site, it was huge. “What a huge place in a residential area. What could that be?”  The traffic started to move and it was too late to read the billboard. Menstruating for three years was bad for her body, the doctors gave her pills to keep it away. Maybe it is an iron and mineral shortage, the normal. “Will I ever get out of this darkness and sickness I forget how it feels to be healthy. Is this the way she is going to die? What is life then all about? “ Fear and questions ran through her mind nonstop. 
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​‬‬ Chapter Two: Engulfed by Fear and Anxiety 
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Where is God?
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“EVERYTHING TURNS DARKER and darker day by day, I still have no place to fit in, and where do I belong? In Church, in town at home, or with friends, I do not know where I belong. My friends are loved, wherever I go there are people around me who are being loved, they laugh they are filled with happiness. When I was a child I lived in heaven, all the laugh and laughter, all the joy that was there left me stunned. But now...  What is going on? When is it my turn for someone to love me, and to enjoy my life again? Every heartbeat is filled with fear and is too much for me to go on with the day. Strong robes of depression and darkness tied me up in the pit of hell. Nobody to talk to, nobody to hug me and assure me of love. No love just hatred and fear. I Drugged myself with pills every day and night in the silence of darkness and fear. Every day a new mask, pretending to be happy with a plastic smile. Fighting like a soldier, with a rifle with blank ammunition, losing every battle against anxiety, fear, and depression every day I close the door behind my hell of darkness. Where is God? Is there a loving God? Where is He?”

Arriving at work she immediately phoned the doctor and made an appointment. Luckily there was one early, so she could do the planning for the day with all the staff go for a quick injection, and be back at work in no time. Rushing through the traffic. She didn't want to be late and accelerated her speed, enjoying every moment of positive adrenalin rushing through her veins with her heart rate increasing. Wild thoughts ran through her mind "Grand Prix shall be nice it will help me get rid of all the fear" Screaming tires and a loud hooter sound burn in her ears and shock her out of her daydreaming back to reality. Skipping a red light is a big offense. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHRISTHA BARNARD

=
=
)
23
==
=%
=)
=)
E—
)
=
=x
D
=X
el
=
=
=
o
E=
—
=
=
=]
J==
E—






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





