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    Dedication

To the many people who have helped me on my journey to discover my true identity.

You have challenged and stretched me to become who I am today.

To you, Pastor David Croker who helped me to understand and get a revelation of the New Creation.

To Gary and Ruth Jones who cared for me and nurtured me to aspire to, aim for and never give up on my dreams.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epilogue: A Dream That BreathesI'm in Australia now. An eighty-one-year-old lady wondering if I will ever be allowed to go back to Kenya. God reminded me that Moses was 80 when he began his ministry. I think God hasn't finished with me yet, I spend my days writing, praying and encouraging people through the internet. My children are busy with their own lives, and here I am, half in this world, half leaning always toward Kenya.The dream hasn't dimmed. Heaven on Earth Ministries is fifteen years strong, registered in Kenya, with churches spanning remote villages to the coast of Mombasa, and even reaching into Uganda.And it is not finished.I will return. I must.This calling isn't a season. It's a seed God planted long ago, and I've watched it bloom in brown soil, over charcoal fires, between children's songs and mother's tears.I used to think Angelique was a destination. A calling I'd one day arrive at, complete and whole. But now I know, she was always on the journey. The thread in every yes. The quiet voice in every wilderness. And this story… it isn't her ending. It's the blueprint she leaves behind.
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Angelique is more than a story; it is a vessel of healing, hope, and divine encounter. Through the pages of this narrative, you’ll meet a young woman whose life unfolds like a prayer answered slowly, then all at once. Angelique's journey is woven with grace, shaped by brokenness, and emboldened by a relentless pursuit of belonging, not just in the world, but in the heart of God.

I birthed this book in a sacred place, drawing from moments of clarity and struggle that shaped my walk with Christ. Angelique carries pieces of my testimony, and yet she is entirely her own. Her voice may tremble, but it will resonate deep in the soul of anyone who has ever questioned their worth, battled loneliness, or yearned for freedom.

Let these chapters speak truth into the quiet places of your heart. May you find yourself seen, loved, and lifted, just as Angelique does—not by chance, but by divine design.

Welcome to her story. Welcome to yours.
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About the Author
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Sylvia is a storyteller whose words are born of faith, wonder, and an unwavering call to inspire. Rooted in the grace of her testimony, she writes with tenderness and truth, weaving spiritual threads through every narrative stitch.

Her journey, from quiet surrender to bold purpose, infuses Angelique with depth and authenticity, inviting readers to discover that transformation is not just possible, but promised.

More than an author, Sylvia sees herself as a soul-winner, using creativity as ministry. Through her books and personal reflections, she seeks to guide hearts toward healing, belonging, and the intimate presence of God.

She lives in joyful pursuit of heaven on earth and hopes this book brings you a little closer.

DEDICATION

To those who wander, and wonder if God still sees them—

this is for you.

To my mother, whose tears at the train station

taught me what it means to leave, and to begin.

Thank you for your courage.

To every soul-winner, missionary, and beloved

daughter of the King

who carries light into shadows and grace into forgotten places—

May your journey be marked by presence,

promise, and holy fire.

“You will be called by a new name that the mouth of the Lord will bestow.”

—Isaiah 62:2
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Chapter One: 

The Crossing 

I left England wrapped in fog, the kind that clings to your coat and memory alike. At twenty-three years of age, I didn’t know I’d stepped into the middle of my own story. I only knew the ache in my chest wasn’t fear. It was calling.

This moment could reveal the tension between old identity and future purpose. Sylvia, boarding the ship, clings to the familiar, yet a flicker, a whisper within her, is already becoming Angelique. Maybe it’s a conversation with a stranger, or a moment staring at the vast sky from the tarmac, where the name begins to form without explanation.

They said England was grey. I hadn’t noticed, not really, until the morning I left it behind. The sky pressed low and heavy, as if the heavens themselves resisted my departure. But there was no storm. Only mist. Mist that clung to rooftops, to boots, to breath. Mist that blurred the edges of the life I was walking away from.

My suitcase was half-empty. I told myself it was practical. But maybe, even then, I knew I was making space for something else. For hoping and dreaming of a new home amongst kangaroos and wallabies, as we had seen in the promotion videos for immigrants to Australia. Imagining sunny days at the beautiful beaches. So very inviting.

As we boarded the train at Stoke Station, I was too excited about starting a new life in a distant country to notice my mother's reaction to our departure. I watched as tears welled up in her eyes. I couldn't recall ever seeing her cry before. Her life had been tough, raising six children as a single mother. The years had taken their toll, and she looked old now.

At Southampton, I watched as the enormous ship was being boarded by hundreds of passengers. 

The Ellenis isn’t just a ship, it’s a vessel for transformation. And “Melbourne” gleams like a word spoken in prophecy, not geography.

The gangway trembled beneath our feet, but I barely noticed. I was watching the faces, so many faces, some tear-streaked, some unreadable. A sea of strangers moving toward an unknown shore, each with their ghosts, their hopes folded into suitcases.

I carried more silence than luggage.

The ship’s horn bellowed, low and mournful, as if marking not just departure, but departure from who I had been. England shrank behind us, slowly, then suddenly. I pressed my hand against the cold railing and watched the dock fade into mist.

I didn’t wave goodbye. Not because I wasn’t grateful. But because something in me was already looking to the future.

I didn’t know it then, but I was already walking toward a name I hadn’t heard, yet somehow recognised. It would rise slowly, like the dawn, a name whispered long before someone spoke it aloud. This wasn’t just a journey across oceans, but across identities. The Sylvia who boarded the Ellinis carried more than a suitcase; she carried a destiny not yet revealed. Somewhere beyond the mist and motion, a name waited, not one given by man, but by God. Angelique. And though I couldn’t yet speak it, I could feel its echo in my chest, like a promise just beginning to unfold.

––––––––
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Chapter Two: Drift

The days blurred, one into another, like brushstrokes over water. Time had no edges here, only motion. Sunrises came softly, with no land to interrupt them, and the ocean spoke in rhythms older than memory. I soon began to forget what day it was. That felt like a kind of freedom.

Children were racing across the decks, couples squinting at the horizon, mothers clinging to little hands that kept trying to let go. I watched them all from the railings or the shade of the upper deck, listening to the creak of the ship and the deep-throated churn of the engine. I rarely spoke. I didn’t need to. Something in me was uncoiling, wordless, weightless.

One night, beneath a sky pressed thick with stars, I whispered a name I didn’t recognise.

Angelique.

Just that.

The word shimmered in the air and disappeared. But I felt it settle in the hollow behind my ribs, as though it had been waiting for permission.

It came not like thunder, but like remembering.

My little baby boy Anthony let go of my finger just long enough to wobble three steps toward the rail, then collapsed into my arms, giggling. The waves beyond him rolled and lifted like applause. Somewhere behind us, the engines hummed their lullaby. My son had learned to walk, not on land, but on water.

My husband, Ben, smiled from his deckchair; eyes crinkled with that quiet knowing he always wore. Neither of us said it aloud, but we felt it, like something sacred had happened. We hadn’t just brought our child into the world. Now we were helping him walk into it.

Each evening we’d walk the length of the ship together, a ritual we invented amid routine. My boy’s little feet tapped the deck like a drumbeat of becoming. I began to wonder if he was showing me the way, not just toward Melbourne, but toward her.
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