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This book is not merely a collection of memories. It is a testament, a witness to the reality of the unseen realm, the steadfast faithfulness of God, and the very present war being waged for our souls, our families, and our destinies.

From a young girl stealing sausages to a woman confronting demons in warehouses and bedrooms, my journey has been marked by one constant: the active, intervening presence of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. He spoke through dreams and visions not because I was special, but because He is a speaking God. He protected me not because I was perfect, but because He is a covenant-keeping God. He called me not because I was strong, but because His strength is made perfect in weakness.

I have written these accounts exactly as I lived and remembered them. Some details may seem vivid, even startling. I have not softened them, for to do so would diminish the power of the testimony. The enemy is real. His tactics of deception, oppression, and destruction are real. But I shout from these pages with every fiber of my being: Our God is more real, and His victory is absolute.

My hope in sharing these intimate spiritual battles is twofold:

First, for the believer: To awaken you to the authority you carry in the name of Jesus Christ. You are not a helpless victim of your circumstances. You are a soldier in God’s army, equipped with spiritual weapons of prayer, the Word, and the Holy Spirit. Stand firm. Discern the battle. Fight from a place of victory, for the war is already won.

Second, for the seeking soul: To show you that no darkness is too deep, no past too broken, and no situation too hopeless for the light of Christ to penetrate and redeem. He is knocking. Let Him in. Your life is not an accident; it is a calling.

This is my spiritual warfare. This is my call. And if you are reading this, it is now part of yours.

Walk in the light. Fear not. He is with you always.

In His Service,

Sandra Sewell-Render
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Chapter 1
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As a child, God began to deal with me at a very young age. I began having dreams and visions around the age of seven.

I remember going to the store before class started in elementary school. We went every morning, but many times we were there stealing hot sausages, pickled pig feet, and pickles. This went on for a while.

One week, I became very ill and couldn’t attend school. I was out on a doctor’s sick leave for the entire week.

During that time, I had a dream in which my classmates were caught stealing. The store owner called the police, and the police escorted them back to the principal’s office. All three classmates were suspended from school for three days and were banned from returning to the store.

When I woke up, I knew I needed to go to school and warn my classmates that they were headed for trouble. However, my mother would not let me go. She kept me home on the doctor’s orders. No matter how much I pleaded and begged her, the answer was no.

Later that day, my best friend came home from school and told me that my classmates had been caught stealing in the store. They were suspended from school and barred from returning to the store. The dream had come true. Even in the midst of wrongdoing, God will keep you, but He will also bring acts of sin into the open. Thank you, Father.

Growing up in the projects was fun. We had a lot of friends and played all kinds of childhood games, including hide-and-seek, kickball, baseball, and many others.

Around the age of eight, during summer break, we were looking for something to do. My best friend Bunny and I were bored. She had heard that the neighborhood daycare had missionaries who were giving out cookies and juice. So we went and met two missionaries. One was named Pam, and the other was a man named Peter. They looked like angels to me.

They talked about starting a Bible study class. Bunny and I listened and became the first two students, although our main goal was the juice and cookies. The missionaries asked if we could invite other neighborhood kids, and we did. By mid-summer, the group had grown to about fourteen children in Bible study. Every newcomer was given a small red Bible (John 3:16).

The missionaries taught us about Jesus and His disciples. We were learning the Word of God, and since we were doing well, the missionaries decided to take us on field trips. We went on a bus trip to a theme park, rode paddle boats, and saw different exhibits. However, during lunchtime, there was a head count, and my brother and his little friend went missing. They were later found, but it cost us any future field trips. After that, they only created fun and games around the daycare.
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Chapter 2

[image: ]




One Saturday, the missionaries were teaching about the crucifixion of Jesus. All the children were sitting around listening very intently. At that moment, I fell asleep and saw the actual scourging and crucifixion of our Lord. I asked why they were doing this to Him, because He was innocent. It was a very bad sight, and I cried and wept.

When I came out of the vision/dream, the children were outside on the playground, and the missionaries were standing there with my juice and cookies in their hands. They asked me if I wanted to go outside with the other kids to play, but my answer was no. I wanted to go home and ask my mother to call my grandmother to see if I could go to church with her.

When you experience the real-life crucifixion of the Lord Jesus Christ, you will never be the same. The Spirit of God bears witness of Himself to those who are chosen by God.

After that day, I do not remember seeing the missionaries anymore, because riots broke out in the city, and it became too dangerous for them. However, they had imparted the Holy Spirit into our little lives, and I was never the same.
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