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​​​​Dedication

I wrote this book because someone out there needs to know they are not crazy. Because that’s exactly how spiritual awakening can make you feel. It is a pain that’s hard to put into words. I’ve been there and I know how it feels. The making of this book has been an emotional rollercoaster. I've had to take a hard look at memories I once hoped to bury forever but the journey to healing demands vulnerability, so here I am with my heart in one hand and scars in the other. To the dreamers, the deep feelers, the ones who’ve always known but did not have the language for it. To the ones who can see shadows they don’t understand. To those in transition, searching for truth, purpose, and peace. To the spiritually curious, the quietly intuitive, the ones who don’t have a name for what they carry but know it’s heavy and sacred.

This book is for you.

To remind you that you carry a light within you that the world can never extinguish. You are neither too sensitive nor too spiritual.

You are not too much.

You are becoming.

And I see you

​

​​​​​Foreword

In a world inundated with distractions and temptations, where the forces of darkness lurk in the shadows, seeking to ensnare and deceive, the need for guidance and understanding has never been more crucial. It is in this turbulent landscape that “Young, African and Spiritual” emerges as a beacon of light, offering profound insights into the workings of the enemy and unveiling the path to spiritual victory through knowledge of God and unwavering faith. 

I first encountered the author of this transformative work in a moment of divine synchronicity. A revelatory message was entrusted to me to convey to her, a message that sparked a journey of shared revelations and spiritual awakening. Through our interactions, I witnessed first-hand the depth of her insight, the clarity of her vision, and the profound wisdom that flows through her words. The author delves fearlessly into the shadows that loom within us, exposing the strategies of the enemy and illuminating the transformative power of aligning oneself with the divine. Drawing from a wellspring of spiritual truths and personal experiences, she offers a roadmap for those seeking to overcome adversity, break free from spiritual bondage, and embrace the abundant life that awaits them through a deeper connection with God. As you journey through the pages of this book, may you be inspired to confront the enemy within with courage and conviction, fortified by the knowledge that true victory lies not in our own strength, but in surrendering to the divine will. May you discover, as I did, that the key to overcoming darkness is found in embracing the light of God’s love and walking in unwavering faith. May Young African and Spiritual be a guiding light on your spiritual path, illuminating the hidden landscapes of your soul and empowering you to emerge victorious in the eternal battle between light and darkness. 

-Apostle Simbarashe IG

Book Review 

“In Young, African & Spiritual, Oumalea offers a profoundly personal exploration of spiritual awakening and healing. Through her moving narrative, she invites readers to confront the hidden traumas, inherited beliefs, and societal expectations that shape our identities. Her journey as a wounded healer reveals the resilience it takes to embrace spiritual gifts, reconcile cultural and religious dualities and rise above life’s deepest and troubling sorrows. Her insights into the dynamics of African spirituality versus traditional Christianity resonate deeply, inviting readers to question, heal, and ultimately align with their own spiritual truths. This book is a powerful testament to the courage needed for self-discovery, making it an inspiring read for those seeking purpose, inner peace, and spiritual connection.” 

Prof Malibongwe Manono

Associate Professor of Chemical Engineering 

University of Cape Town

South Africa
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​​Digging Deeper 

​
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​When Life Makes You Silent
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It all started with a tiredness no amount of sleep could fix.

An unrelenting feeling of loss engraved on my heart.

I wasn’t just tired in my body, it was something deeper in my soul, in my spirit. It was as though everything in me started to shut down and I felt like I was drowning. I was losing pieces of myself daily, fully aware of the loss and not having enough strength to pick myself up.

Life got heavy and too noisy. 

It became a noise I couldn’t handle, getting out of bed became a task I was too weak to execute so I would sleep until I couldn't anymore. 

Being around people drained me to a point that a visit to the mall would have me sick for two days. I didn’t understand what was happening. Why am I feeling like a stranger in my own body? I asked myself. I lost count on the number of series I binged just to dull the noise in my head, except I couldn't even focus on one thing. 

I wanted the world to pause, just for a little while. To not be needed, to not have responsibilities, to not be expected to show up for anything or anyone. I did not want to speak, I had no opinion about anything. No interest to even engage with anyone, I could feel that something was off but I did not know what. 

My awakening wasn’t a glorified moment, it was weird. Foreign. It didn’t prepare me, it never asked for permission. It crept in. Slowly an internal overwhelming shift began. A presence I could not outrun. Not because I wasn’t fast enough but it was in me consuming me from the inside. Running from it would be running from myself.

The calling did not come wrapped in clarity. 

At first it turned my life into a series of chaos, dismantling everything in its path, leaving me struggling to gather the shattered pieces of myself from the floor. It came with two gifts in hand, grief and a sight to a world I did not ask for.

I didn’t write this book because I reached the mountaintop.

I wrote this because I woke up confused, sinful, unreliable and somehow I was still chosen. I did not want to wait until I was on the other side of the journey to document how I felt because maybe...just maybe that could be the reason why we cannot relate to the things we watch, read or listen to because the world has always exposed us to the finished product. The polished, filtered version. We never get to see the ugly, the pain and the resilience in real time.

You see, before the calling came the crushing. Before the assignment came the abandonment. The rejection. The feeling of unworthiness. Before clarity came confusion, the kind that makes you question your worth, your voice and even your sanity. 

When the calling takes over your life, it doesn’t just hurt; it silences you. It doesn’t just bruise your confidence it steals your sound, dims your light, swallows you whole. Tears fall without warning. They run down your cheeks and drip onto your hands, your clothes, like the room itself is quietly crying with you. You lock yourself in, because the world outside is too sharp, too bright, too alive, and you cannot stand for anyone to see this breaking.

You curl into yourself, trembling, exhausted, numb, but still alive. Your body aches from too much sleep, your head throbs like it’s carrying the weight of everything you’ve tried to survive. 

I am yet to meet the most effective silencer of man greater than pain. It numbs your soul, shuts your bones, puts a filthy noisy fog all over your brain. I’ve always had something to say but somewhere between the things I couldn’t un-see, the words I couldn’t un-hear, and the disappointments I couldn’t avoid...I went quiet. Not the peaceful kind of quiet. The heavy kind.

The kind where you’re still showing up... but your soul stopped speaking. Stopped wishing, stopped hoping. The kind where people say, “You’re so strong,” but really you’re just numb. Not even present. 

I’ve had seasons where I silenced myself because it was easier than being misunderstood. Where I chose invisibility because I did not care enough to be seen. Where I buried my voice because the weight of speaking felt too costly. This is what life does when it hits you too early, too hard, or too often. 

Sometimes you get exhausted of trying, crying and showing up. When every time you attempt to do something with your life it feels like there is an unseen force that scatters and shifts your focus. Eventually you give up hope because it begins to feel like a trap.  This can walk you gently in to the corridors of depression.

You’ve stopped eating until you start shaking in hunger, stopped talking when you can’t manage it. You’re a walking, breathing ghost in a life that continues without pause. This is the kind of depression that comes with spiritual awakening. It isn’t sadness. It's unravelling. The old version of you is dying and the new version hasn’t arrived yet, and you are stuck in between not knowing what on earth is happening. It’s isolating, invisible, suffocating, and terrifying. It doesn’t just steal your joy; it chokes your expression.

Somehow, in the midst of the chaos, when I stopped speaking and started listening, I started to hear God. I started to see, hear and feel things in real time. Things that had nothing to do with me or at least that’s what I thought at the time, at this point what was left was just to hear people’s thoughts because it was like a veil opened that changed everything I thought I knew about the world, about people.

I couldn’t laugh at the same jokes anymore.

I couldn’t sit in certain rooms or with certain groups I used to hang out with. I couldn’t pretend any longer.

Everything I once used to numb myself with – distractions, people-pleasing, the running...it all stopped working. It felt like being raw and wide open. Emotionally exposed in a world that wanted me to keep performing.

And God?

He didn’t show up to make me feel better.

He showed up with an expectation bigger than me, shoes I felt too small to fill.

What do you mean I am a Prophet? Me?

What do I know about ministry? What do you mean I can heal people with my hands, with my voice?

The same me that lives in sin?

Are we talking about the same person?

I had so many questions.

I did not grow up in the church, I am uncultured so why me, I wondered. What am I going to do with a gift of ministry?

I asked God so many questions.

And the answers? Oh boy, a train wreck of emotions.

They came through pain. Through people who deserted me.

Through dreams that wouldn’t let me sleep.

Through moments where I should have fallen apart... but stood anyway not in my own strength but in the strength of the one who called me.

So enough with the shrinking. Enough pretending I’m not called because I don’t look the part. God never asked me to look the part. He asked me to say yes and I did. So here I am writing this so you know that you are not alone even if it feels that way right now.

You don’t need to be perfect to be anointed.

You certainly don’t need to have all the answers right now. You just need to surrender. Not to people. Not to pain.

But to God and ONLY to God. Somehow I’ve always known. Even before I fully understood what it meant to be called. I don’t mean I’ve always understood but before the world could confirm that I was chosen, I felt it.

I knew I was different, no child who grew up in the way I did consider themselves normal.

In a room full of people, I could feel a ray of physical pain when I stepped close to the one who was in pain.

I knew things no one told me and I had no explanation as to how I acquired that knowledge. I always thought I was just lucky.

That knowledge was never loud but it was constant.

Like a part of me I could tap into, a whisper in my spirit.

Until the awakening happened, there was no manual for what to do when your dreams start predicting real life. When your body carries burdens that aren’t yours. Being gifted sounds beautiful in theory, but living it is brutal. Because the world doesn’t know what to do with people who see it differently. You get called dramatic. Too sensitive. That you spiritualize everything.

Your gift is not a burden, It’s the blueprint of why the world tried to silence you.​
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​The Beginning of Her Becoming
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Every story has a turning point. Sometimes it comes with noise and chaos. Other times, it comes quietly on an ordinary Tuesday night in October, when the rain won’t stop, and life feels heavier than you know how to carry. When your cheeks are soaking wet and your eyes are red. It was one of those nights. The curtains swayed with the breeze, letting in the earthy smell of rain. The steady tapping of drops against the window filled the silence of the room. 

She sat on a grey chair, her back resting against it, her hands on the round glass table in front of her. Lost in thought, completely shattered by life’s never ending troubles. Two candles burned there, one white, one grey. The white candle burned strong and steady. The grey one struggled, its flame fighting for life. Her eyes stayed on that weak flame. Is the fire in me just as weak? she wondered. 

It had been a long time since she felt alive, the fire she was known to have had quietened, as though life was sucked out of her leaving behind a mere shell of her former self. Laughter had become foreign. Smiling didn’t feel natural anymore. Tears had taken its place. The weight of her thoughts made her feel like she was fading, like she was slipping away one moment at a time. 

She was tired. Tired of fighting. Tired of losing. Tired of crying. Tired of praying. Tired of waiting. Tired of fear living in her heart like it paid rent. Hope felt far, like it belonged to someone else. 

A tear slipped down her cheek. She wiped it quickly, then reached for her phone to put on worship music, hoping it would lift her spirit somehow.

But the questions came anyway.

Is this all there is to it? 

Is this really all that my life has amounted to? Just a bunch of nothingness and a whole lot of unlived potential. 

If I died tomorrow, what would my story be?

Have I lived authentically?

Did I please God?

Have I discovered my purpose?

Have I truly loved?

Did I make an impact?

What will I be remembered for?

The questions circled her mind as she sipped her last cup of green tea for the night. The silence pressed in. But in that silence, something shifted. She remembered who she is, whose child she is. Her story wasn’t over; it was only beginning to soar.

And that was the night everything changed. 

She took a pen and notebook and began to journal her thoughts and prayers, that was the moment that birthed this book. This book is not polished, it is poured. Like a hot wax poured into a cup that later becomes a beautiful scented candle. Be careful it’s hot.
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​​​​​The “Gift”
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Are you a gift or a curse? 

They call you a gift, but what have you given me except loss and torment? “Be grateful, for you are chosen” they say.

Grateful? Grateful for the way you’ve ripped away my choices, my peace, my life as I knew it? 

For the way you’ve stolen my freedom?

You tore me from everything I loved, everything I thought was mine.  Should I thank you for that? 

For replacing my happiness with grief.

For the loneliness that comes with being “chosen” 

What kind of gift is this – when every step you push me to take feels like one deeper into an abyss?

With you, there is no joy. No simple life. 

You didn’t open my eyes to beauty. 

You opened them to the truth I wasn’t ready for. 

And truth is heavy. A truth I wish I could un-see. 

You gave me a sight that breaks me open in ways I can’t even put into words. Now I am left with the questions; How do I go back? 

Back to innocence? Back to trust? Back to a happiness that existed before the world’s weight bent me to its will. 

You’ve shown me the darkness in people, places and in the things I once loved and now I wonder: will I ever feel peace again? I want to be free again but was I ever truly free, or was it just the illusion of freedom? 

How can I breathe without fear, without knowing the secrets people hide, the lies they live? Every friendship is a question now. 

Every touch is a potential danger. Every word is a weapon. 

Where is the peace I once knew? I used to think the pain was the hardest part but now I have to deal with betrayal, heartbreak and sleepless nights haunted by shadows. 

Now I see it wasn’t the pain that hurt most. It was the silence, the isolation, the unbearable truth that no one else could hear my cries. No one could see the war raging in my soul. 

How do you explain the darkness only you can see to people who can’t see it? How do you tell them the pain is more than in your heart it’s in your spirit, your soul? And yet, I feel myself slipping away. Every piece of me I thought I knew is crumbling, replaced by someone I don’t recognize. 

There are moments I think I’m losing my mind. 

Too many thoughts and visions that don't make sense. I can’t decode any of these. I want to cry out, but what would I say? 

How do I explain that I’m drowning in a calling that feels more like a curse than a blessing?  How do I reconcile the person I knew with the person I am becoming? No one understands and those that might can’t be trusted. The ones I trusted, the ones I loved, may have been the ones to hurt me but my own brokenness created room for that, it held space for them to sit comfortably in my presence while plotting my demise.  

When you see the truth in people, it leaves you broken, lost, unsure who to trust so where to from here? Nights come with cold sweats, racing hearts, and visions that won’t release me. I am trapped between two worlds: the one I can touch and see, and the one that exists in my dreams and visions. 

How do I move forward with the weight of it all? I cannot un-see what I’ve seen. This calling has stolen my peace; it has given me a self I no longer recognize. The version of me who entered this journey is gone, shattered by the weight of knowing too much. 

How do you rebuild when the foundation is gone? When the person you were is lost? I want to scream, to run, to return to the life I once had. But it’s too late. The truth has taken root and there is no turning back. Only the painful, difficult process of becoming who I was always meant to be. And yet, even in this storm, I cannot deny the reality that I am grateful. Grateful for the strength forged in me. Grateful for the clarity, even when it felt like a curse.

Because through the pain, I see more now. I see the truth others fear to speak. I realize that without you, I would be blind to the world I am meant to navigate. You’ve taught me to trust myself again, to lean into my wisdom even when everything is falling apart. Though the path is heavy, the fire you’ve ignited burns within me, warming the broken places.

I can never go back to who I was; to the simplicity I once knew. But in understanding who I truly am, there is a peace I cannot deny. Not the peace of ignorance, not the comfort of the unknown. The peace of owning my truth.

This calling painful and messy as it may be; is my gift. It drives me forward, pushes me into purpose, even when my heart is broken, even when the world feels too heavy to carry. You’ve opened my eyes to a reality I cannot un-see, but in doing so, you’ve shown me who I am meant to be. And for that, I am grateful.
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​​The Wounded Healer
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If you were to ask me where I come from, I would tell you I come from a lineage steeped in pain, where hope was a dangerous thing to hold on to; too fragile, too easily shattered. I come from a generation whose blood soaked the earth, a generation born into wealth but ended up living in poverty because they believed being related meant having each other’s back, little did they know that their downfall would come from the inside of their own bloodline, that blood didn’t guarantee loyalty, their suffering swallowed by a land that has long forgotten their names. Betrayal became our inheritance, grief our birth right. And no roots, no matter how deep, could anchor us in a world that never intended for us to belong. 
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