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To Bruce,

my one and only, whose love showed me what it means to be truly seen and cherished.

And to my precious children, Lucas and Iona,

your light, laughter, and love have healed more than you’ll ever know.

Praise For Finding My Voice

“A heart-wrenching story of pain and abuse becomes a beautiful testimony of redemption, where the love of God delivers and restores one of His broken children. The author is truly a trophy of grace. Read her story and witness a modern-day miracle in her healing.”

Pastor David Olson,

Senior Pastor, Heartland Church, Iowa, USA

“The author leads us through a profound exploration of the repression and deception that can surround abuse in an Asian family culture. With raw honesty, she shares the long road to healing and recovery. This moving testimony helps outsiders understand the lies that bind victims and the freedom God’s love brings when we allow Him to heal us.”

Vicky McKim,

author of Prayer Siege, USA

“I first met Eunlim over twenty-three years ago, yet reading her autobiography opened my eyes to parts of her story I had never imagined. Written with grace, honesty, and a rare gift for storytelling, it draws you in so deeply you may find yourself reading it in one sitting — tissues close at hand. Her journey from a non-Christian home in a war-torn nation to faith and freedom is both unforgettable and life-changing.”

Albert Gunter,

former minister in the AOG church in Harlow, UK

“‘Finding My Voice: Trapped in Silence’ invites the reader into a powerful, deeply personal journey of finding God. From a childhood marked by trauma and darkness, Eunlim’s story reveals her discovery of faith, revelation, and God’s unwavering love — her river of life that has brought her here. A truly humbling and hope-filled testimony for all navigating towards the light and a relationship with God.”

Juliette Howe,

Dip.Couns., counsellor supporting Abuse survivors, UK



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Foreword
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It is a joy and privilege to write this foreword to Finding My Voice: Trapped in Silence, Eunlim Cattrell’s inspiring story. As her tutor at All Nations Christian College, I got to know her and saw at first hand the quiet strength, profound honesty, and spiritual sensitivity that mark both her life and this book.

Eunlim’s journey from brokenness to redemption is not just a testimony of God’s healing power but also a vital resource for anyone seeking to understand how God’s grace can meet pain across cultural boundaries. Her Korean identity—shaped by the lingering effects of Korean war, Japanese colonialism, patriarchal expectations, and deep familial trauma—and her dynamic and transformative encounter with Jesus speaks powerfully to issues of belonging, heritage, shame, silence, and healing. This is not just a story to be read; it is a path to be walked alongside her, and like me, you will be greatly blessed and encouraged by sharing in her journey.

What makes Eunlim’s narrative so compelling is her upfront honesty. She does not shy away from telling the truth about her painful upbringing, sharing with courage about absence, violence, and cultural shame. Yet these memories, rather than ending in bitterness, become places of encounter with the God who hears, heals and restores.

Throughout the book, Scripture and reflection act as a commentary which give spiritual tools for each of us. Her time at a Korean prayer mountain is described not with triumphalism but with raw truth—when God’s voice pierces her isolation. That encounter marked the beginning of a radical new understanding of her life. Eunlim’s experience shows how Scripture, when allowed to speak deeply into places of trauma, creates a powerful new reality of healing. 

During her studies at All Nations, I saw Eunlim grow in confidence, gifting, and understanding of her calling. I remember our first ‘tutorial’ – the regular meeting between students and their tutor. She came with deep questions—personal, spiritual, theological, and cultural—opening the way for deep probing of her past and discovering what God was wanting to do in her life.  She was willing to receive God’s healing and restoration.  I was particularly moved by how she began to reclaim her voice, not only for her own sake but as a way to give voice to others who had suffered in silence. Her vulnerability became her strength, and her academic work, her friendships, and her acts of service all reflected the spiritual work God was doing in her. 

It was also a delight to witness a beautiful romance blossom between Eunlim and fellow student Bruce, a wonderful English guy with a heart for mission and ministry. Their love, forged in shared vision, faith, and mutual healing, grew into a marriage grounded in grace. Now, as they raise a family and serve in ministry together—leading a small house church and living out a life of integrity and service—they embody the redemptive plan of God for all humanity that is so vividly described in this book

Finding My Voice is more than an autobiographical account. It is a mirror and a manual—a mirror that invites readers to reflect honestly on their own stories, and a manual for those engaged in pastoral care, cross-cultural mission, and ministry to those affected by trauma. Those involved in diaspora, refugee and other intercultural ministries will resonate with her experience of displacement—not only geographical but emotional and spiritual. Her story shows how effective cross-cultural discipleship must listen, honour, and gently guide, rather than impose. 

For survivors of abuse or neglect, the book does not promise easy healing. But it does offer hope. When Eunlim writes about forgiveness not as a moment but as a muscle she had to keep using, she provides a theologically grounded and psychologically realistic path forward—one that combines faith, emotional honesty, and daily discipline. This is the way of deep spiritual maturity.

I commend Finding My Voice: Trapped in Silence to you with gratitude and admiration. Whether you are a pastoral counsellor, a theological educator, a cross-cultural worker, or simply someone yearning to find your own voice in the midst of the pain you are experiencing, this book will challenge and encourage you. Eunlim’s testimony is both deeply personal and richly theological grounded in Scripture, nourished by prayer, and shaped by service. May it inspire you to listen more deeply, love more fully, and believe that even in the most silent places, God still speaks.

Richard Harvey, PhD

Messianic Jewish Theologian

Author of ‘Mapping Messianic Jewish Theology’ 

Former Tutor and Academic Dean, All Nations Christian College
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Prologue
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"We Lepers": Restoring God’s Image
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In 1873, Father Damien, a Belgian priest, volunteered to serve on Molokai, a remote Hawaiian island where lepers—those suffering from Hansen’s disease—were exiled. Upon his arrival, he was heartbroken by the appalling conditions. The people, forcibly sent to Molokai, had been abandoned, stripped of dignity, and cast out from society. There were no proper homes, no medical care, and no place of worship. They were left to suffer in silence and isolation. But Father Damien saw them differently. He did not see outcasts; he saw people made in God’s image, even in their deformed and decaying bodies. He fought tirelessly to secure help and resources from the outside world, and through his efforts, the community began to flourish with dignity and hope. Homes were built, medicines arrived, and a church was erected—a sacred space where they could worship together. 

After nearly eleven years of close contact with the patients, Father Damien was diagnosed with leprosy. Yet, despite his own suffering, he refused to abandon those he had come to serve. He continued his work until death in 1889. In his final years, he famously identified himself fully with the community, declaring: “We lepers.”

A few years ago, I watched Molokai, a film about Father Damien’s life, unsure what to expect. I’d never heard of him or the island’s story then. To my surprise, it stirred me deeply. One scene lingered: after the church was built, the lepers gathered to sing hymns. Their disfigured faces and weakened bodies faded from view as I imagined their voices delighting God’s heart. Watching them sing, I no longer saw their deformities; instead, I saw people restored—living with dignity and love. Even though I was only watching a movie on screen, it moved me profoundly, as if I could feel their longing hearts reaching out to God the Father, who searches our hearts and delights in the sincerity of our faith, regardless of our outward appearance. They had nothing to offer but their ill bodies, yet their hearts were laid bare before God. Society had cast them out, deeming them worthless and silencing their humanity. But Father Damien saw their hearts and souls, affirming their inherent value as bearers of God’s image—not in what they could do, but in who they were.

This story struck a chord with me because it mirrors my own journey. Like those lepers, I lived in silence and isolation for years. From childhood, physical, emotional, and spiritual abuse-violence and manipulation-shaped my world. I grew up ashamed and unworthy, trapped in the belief that I deserved it. Abuse distorts you that way, convincing you silence is your only refuge. But God had other plans. His unexpected grace launched me on a healing journey—long, painful, and fraught with setbacks, yet worth every step.  Slowly, I began to see myself not as a victim defined by abuse but as someone deeply loved, created in His image.  Like Father Damien, I now identify as one of ‘we lepers’—not because of disease, but because of the wounds I carried. I know what it is to live hidden and silenced, to feel unworthy of love or restoration. Yet, I’ve also tasted God’s redemptive love—a love that restores dignity, heals wounds, and brings hope.

I write for those trapped in abuse—physical, emotional, sexual, or spiritual—who feel powerless, ashamed, and beyond hope.  You are not alone. You are not beyond God’s reach. You are loved. You were created to experience fullness, joy, and freedom. You bear God’s image, and nothing—no abuse, no suffering—can take that away from you. Healing isn't easy, but it’s possible. My story aims to offer hope, echoing Father Damien’s work on Molokai. God’s invitation to His love and grace never closes.  He can restore what has been broken and bring beauty out of ashes.

This is my testimony: finding hope in the darkest seasons, embracing forgiveness I once thought impossible, and seeking my true identity amidst suffering and confusion. May this book lead you towards light, hope, the One who restores.

"But I will restore you to health and heal your wounds,’ declares the Lord, ‘because you are called an outcast, Zion for whom no one cares.’”  - Jeremiah 30:17
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Introduction
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A Journey toward Redemption
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The sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky with soft hues of orange and red before fading into twilight. Upstairs, I heard Iona calling out, asking for help finding her pyjamas. It was time to get ready for bed after a long day. Even though she was eight years old and perfectly capable of putting on her pyjamas herself, she loved having me nearby. Leaving my pile of dirty dishes behind, I headed upstairs, playfully saying, “You don’t need my help anymore, you’re a big girl now!” She grinned and replied, “I know, but I still want you here while I’m changing.” 

Iona’s imagination often ran wild, filling the air with questions and thoughts that seemed to tumble out of nowhere. Tonight, her words carried weight. As she slipped on her pyjamas, she declared, “We don’t ever really die. Even when our bodies stop, we live with God in heaven - forever!” Her eyes sparkled with the excitement of this revelation, and I couldn’t help but smile.  “You’re right,” I said, as warmth spread through me. “When we trust Jesus as our Lord, we live forever— here on earth or in heaven with God.”. Hearing Iona’s innocent yet profound statement stirred something deep within me. It took me back to when I was her age, full of questions I couldn’t quite answer.

I remembered a bright, sunny day. Three little girls, sitting on the concrete ground at the corner of the classroom, playing with small stones. Laughter filled the air —until I spoke, breaking the moment. “What is life really about? Why are we even here? It feels like adults are just hamsters on a wheel, waking up every day to the same thing, over and over, until they die. What’s the point?”  My friends stopped. Then, one of them burst out laughing. “How old are you?” she teased. “Why do you ask questions like a teenager going through puberty?”  They shrugged it off and went back to their game. But my question lingered. 

I was always searching, always restless, feeling a longing, I couldn’t name.  Life looked monotonous to me—people working, eating, sleeping, repeating the same cycle endlessly.  I couldn’t stop wondering: What’s the purpose of it all? Those questions stayed with me as I grew up in a home filled with violence and emotional pain. And now, years later, I looked at Iona with a heart full of gratitude. The journey had been long and painful at times, but I had found my answer. Life, in all its complexity, is anchored in something eternal.  Life felt devoid of joy or peace until I encountered God the Father—or rather, until He found me as His child, a girl longing to be loved, known, and restored. The journey took much longer than I anticipated. Sometimes, I wonder if it could have been less painful or shorter had I known someone who could give me insight into what I was going through. But healing is rarely straightforward. The answers often lie in the interplay between cultural norms, spiritual fears, and personal growth. 

In many cultures, particularly in Asia and in faith communities, compliance is often taught for the sake of "unity" or “harmony”, even when it is misused. This silent fear keeps many from seeking healing. I believe God allowed me to walk this long, dark, yet transformative healing journey not just for myself but for those who are still suffering. Some live in darkness, others appear to be in the light but are silently struggling. That is why I am writing this book.  My hope is that my story will bring light to hidden wounds, validation to those who have been silenced, and a path towards healing for those who feel stuck. This book is not just about my past - it is about how we move forward. 

Throughout this book, I explore themes of trauma, faith, identity, consequences of the abuse, and restoration. It unfolds chronologically, beginning with my family’s history, my upbringing, and the wounds that shaped me. Each chapter reflects on key moments in my journey—both painful and redemptive—offering spiritual insights along the way.  At the end of every chapter up to Chapter 16, you’ll find reflections, guiding Scriptures, and meditative prayers to help you process your own journey towards healing.  I have used pseudonyms in certain instances to protect people’s privacy and reputation of individuals. Where necessary, names have been changed to maintain confidentiality while preserving the integrity of the events described.

I do not claim to have all the answers, but I do know this: healing is possible, and you are not alone.  If you have ever wondered whether freedom from past wounds is possible, my prayer is that this book will help you take that first step. 

***
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♦ Psalm 23 

"The Lord is my shepherd, I lack nothing.

He makes me lie down in green pastures,

he leads me beside quiet waters, He refreshes my soul.

He guides me along the right paths for his name’s sake.

Even though I walk through the darkest valley,

I will fear no evil, for you are with me; 

your rod and your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies.

You anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows.

Surely your goodness and love will follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever."  

♦ Reflection on Psalm 23

Imagine a lush, green field where sheep rest and graze without urgency, fully at peace, secure in the care and protection of their good shepherd. A gentle river flows nearby, offering cool, fresh water whenever they are thirsty. Even when they must travel through the darkest valleys, shadowed and daunting, they are not afraid. No matter how long or lonely that path may seem or how fear creeps in, the sheep find comfort in the shepherd’s presence. His staff and rod are always there to guide them, keeping them on the right path and rescuing them from any potential danger along the way. This image is a reminder for us as we embark on our own journeys of healing, to carry Psalm 23 close to our hearts as a source of peace and assurance.

♦ Meditative Prayer

Heavenly Father, thank You for being our faithful shepherd. The path we walk is often narrow, muddy, and sometimes treacherous, yet we do not fear the shadows or the valleys, for we know You are beside us as our protector, even when Your presence may feel distant and fear begins to take hold. Help us to fix our eyes on You, to listen for Your voice as sheep recognise and follow their shepherd. On this journey toward healing, grant us the courage to confront the fears that loom, trusting in Your love and redemptive power that surrounds us through Christ, our Lord and saviour. Amen.
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Chapter 1. My Family
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“Be merciful to me, Lord, for I am in distress; my eyes grow weak with sorrow, my soul and body with grief. My life is consumed by anguish and my years by groaning; my strength fails because of my affliction, and my bones grow weak...I am forgotten as though I were dead; I have become like broken pottery...But I trust in you, Lord; I say, ‘You are my God.’ My times are in your hands; deliver me from the hands of my enemies, from those who pursue me. Let your face shine on your servant; save me in your unfailing love.”- Psalm 31:9,10 & 12 & 14-16 
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Born in Cold Winter
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I was born in 1976 near the Demilitarized Zone (DMZ) separating North and South Korea, a region still scarred by the Korean War’s devastation. My father was stationed there, serving in the South Korean army. On a bitterly cold winter's day, with temperatures plunging below -15 degrees Celsius, my mother gave birth to me at home, assisted by a midwife and my father. Our house was remote, far from hospitals or modern amenities, so home birth was the only choice.

My mother often recounted, with a mix of humour and nostalgia, how she and my father were surprised by my unusually dark skin, different from other babies she had seen. They joked that the midwife, who had darker skin herself, had somehow passed this trait on to me—a superstitious idea that lingered despite its absurdity. Over time, this quirky story became a family joke. My siblings would tease that I had been “found under a bridge” and taken in out of pity. While it was meant in fun, the teasing sometimes went too far, leaving me in tears when they urged me to “find my real parents.”

My mother described those early days as brutally cruel. The day after I was born, my father returned to the army base, leaving her alone to recover. But there was no time for rest. Still weak and aching from childbirth, she had no choice but to carry on with the daily struggle for survival. That very day, she found herself at the frozen river, breaking through the ice to wash the laundry—there wasn’t a washing machine, or even the notion of such a luxury.  Years later, when she spoke of that time, her eyes would drift into the distance, lost in memories of a world where survival was not just difficult but relentless, an unending test of endurance.

Life was so difficult that not long after I was born, my brother and I were sent to live with my grandparents for a few years. When we returned home, I was around three years old. By then, my mother was still working tirelessly, trying to stretch my father’s modest income to cover our needs. Most children form a bond with their mothers in their early years, but I missed that precious time. Even after reuniting, I struggled to feel the closeness I yearned for.

But the challenges my family faced were not unique to us—they were shaped by history. The trauma of the Korean War and the lingering impact of Japan’s colonial rule over Korea cast long shadows over generations. These events not only shaped my parents’ lives but also formed the backdrop of my own early struggles.
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The Korean War and Its Lasting Impact (1950-1953)
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Before the Korean War reshaped the peninsula, Korea had already endured 35 years of harsh Japanese occupation—something many outside Korea know little about. From 1910 until the end of World War II in 1945, Japan controlled Korea as a colony, stripping the land of its resources and forcing its people into labour to fuel its imperial ambitions. 

Liberation in 1945 should have brought peace and freedom, but instead, Korea was thrust into another conflict. On a seemingly ordinary Sunday—25th June 1950—North Korean forces, backed by the Soviet Union and China, launched a sudden invasion of South Korea, igniting the Korean War.

For three relentless years, the war tore through the peninsula, killing millions and displacing countless families. Cities were reduced to rubble, entire communities vanished, and loved ones were lost in the chaos. The war orphaned tens of thousands of children, scattered families across the peninsula, and created a legacy of loss that continues to resonate. When the war finally ended in 1953, it did so without true resolution—only an armistice, not a peace treaty. Korea remained divided, severed by the Demilitarized Zone (DMZ), a stark and unyielding reminder that the wounds of war had never fully healed.

Yet, the war’s most lasting damage was not just in the destruction of cities but in the trauma it left behind. The scars of war did not fade with time; they embedded themselves into the fabric of Korean society, shaping the lives of those who survived and the generations that followed—including my own. This invisible inheritance of pain, separation, and survival linked me to events that unfolded long before I was born. My father was born just a few years after Korea’s liberation from Japan’s long occupation, and my mother was born near the end of the Korean War. They grew up amid the lingering effects of colonialism and conflict, their childhoods marked by scarcity, survival, and the weight of a painful history. Though they rarely spoke about those years in detail, the impact of their past was undeniable—it shaped their identities, their choices, and, ultimately, the way they raised me. 
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A Father’s Lost Childhood: The Scars of War
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My father was born in 1947 into a life of privilege in South Korea, though he was too young to remember the finer details. He recalled fragments of his childhood home—a large house encircled by a high fence, a courtyard echoing with children’s laughter, and a sense of security that cradled his early days. In a country where comfort was rare, my grandfather, a respected official, had built a sanctuary amid the post-war chaos.

That safety shattered when the Korean War erupted in 1950, cleaving the nation in two and forever altering my father’s life. As North Korean forces surged southward, their invasion targeted educated men—teachers, civil servants, and soldiers—those seen as threats to their regime. My grandfather, a prominent figure, was among them. 

In 1952, my father, only five years old at the time, witnessed the unimaginable: his father was executed, shot in the throat before his eyes. The cocoon of warmth and protection that had defined his world unravelled in an instant, leaving behind only terror and profound loss. In the chaos, my father and his mother fled with nothing but the instinct to survive. The streets, once familiar, now teemed with families running in panic as North Korean forces advanced. Amid the frenzy, my father’s hand slipped from his mother’s grasp. That single moment of separation marked the beginning of a journey defined by loss.

He was one of thousands of children orphaned by the war, swept into a tide of uncertainty. Eventually, he found refuge in a Christian orphanage, where he received food, shelter, and a semblance of structure. Yet, despite these comforts, the orphanage could never replace what he had lost. He spoke rarely of those years, sometimes recalling the sting of waking in the freezing cold for early morning church services. They nurtured his body, but the deep emotional void remained unfilled.

When he was around ten, hope flickered in the form of Kyung-Im, a compassionate Christian woman who decided to adopt him and another boy, Hyun. Walking into her home for the first time, my father felt a strange mix of nervousness and cautious excitement. It was a chance to reclaim the idea of ‘home’ he had lost, a possibility for stability and care. Hyun, initially a friendly companion, soon became a source of comparison. As time went on, my father saw Hyun excel at school, outshining him in ways that only deepened his sense of inadequacy. Despite Kyung-Im’s kindness and nurturing, shadows of the past and his inner turmoil made it impossible for my father to feel truly at peace. By sixteen, with wounds still unhealed, he left the semblance of a home he had, joining the army in search of his path—a path marked by emotional scars that trailed him wherever he went.

Years later, in my mid-20s, I met the woman who had opened her heart to my father. Kyung-Im, now elderly and living in California, returned to South Korea on a visit.  One day, I came home from work to find my parents sitting at the dining table with a group of unfamiliar men in their fifties and an elderly woman whose thin grey hair was tied back neatly. The room was subdued and solemn, the quite punctuated only by the rustle of old photographs being passed around. The photos were black and white, worn at the edges, showing a time I had never been part of. The images painted scenes of community, gatherings, shared laughter—a past my father had seldom spoken of.

As the group reminisced, their voices softened with gratitude and affection whenever they mentioned her name, calling her ‘Mother’ with warmth that spoke of deep bonds. Throughout it all, my father sat quietly, eyes reflecting memories too complicated to voice. Then, amid the shared stories, she reached across the table and took my father’s hand. “I never forgot you,” she said, her voice trembling with emotion. Joy and sorrow mingled as she added, “I prayed for you every day, for you to find peace and salvation in the Lord. And one day, God turned my prayers toward your children, whom I had never met.”

Her eyes, bright with unshed tears, found mine. “I prayed your children would come to know the Lord,” The weight of her words settled over me, a revelation that someone across an ocean had been praying for me long before I knew she existed. A sense of gratitude swelled within me, and I spoke softly, “I do believe in Jesus as my Saviour.” Tears filled her eyes as she took my hand, “Can you pray in tongues, in the heavenly language?” she asked, seeking assurance her prayers had been answered. The question was unexpected, but I nodded. Relief washed over her face as she whispered, “Thank you, Lord.”

That was the only time I ever met anyone from my father’s past. Weeks later, she returned to California, and a few years later, my father mentioned quietly that she had passed away peacefully. No further words were exchanged, just the simple fact that God had taken her home in peace. Meeting Kyung-Im left an indelible mark on me. In the years my father felt most alone, she had held onto him, loving and caring for him from afar. Her words stayed with me, sparking questions of how different my father’s life might have been if he had stayed—if he had embraced the love and stability she offered. I wished he could have found solace and allowed himself to heal in the warmth that was given to him. But despite the choices made and the distances kept, her unwavering love left a legacy that reached me, thousands of miles and generations later.
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Finding Dispersed Families
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The Korean War left deep scars across South Korea, tearing families apart and scattering them across the peninsula—and, in many cases, across the 38th parallel into North Korea. The collective trauma of these separations ran so deep that, in 1983, South Korea launched a groundbreaking television program called Finding Dispersed Families. 

For four months, the program aired daily, giving families torn apart by war a chance to search for their missing relatives live on air. Each day, families arrived at the broadcasting station with old photos, documents, or, sometimes, just fragments of memories, clinging to hope for a miracle. Across the nation, people tuned in to watch as mothers searched for children, siblings sought each other, and grown children looked for parents they hadn’t seen since infancy. The stories were raw and heart-wrenching, a stark reminder of the pain caused by a nation divided.
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