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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED to my wonderful husband, Michael, my three beautiful children, my mother, my sister and close friends and family who have journeyed with me throughout this process. I could not have done this without your prayer support, encouragement and love. You have taught me what true love is and you have made my life richer by showing unconditional love, support and patience. I thank my Lord Jesus Christ for putting His covering on me at a young age and for carrying me through each season and storm in my life. Thank you for your patience and your constant whispers of encouragement to “just keep going” so that I wouldn’t give up on the dreams you birthed in my heart. I now know that every pain has had a purpose. Looking back on the tapestry of my life, I see Your hand has created something beautiful. I am humbled and honoured that you have chosen me to share my story for Your glory. This book is in honour of my mother-in-law, Heide, who taught me about inner healing at age 16; and loved me through the years as her own daughter. I am sure she is looking down from heaven with pride. I also dedicate this book to every mother, grand mother, daughter, sister, aunt, and woman who has ever felt rejected, unlovable, misunderstood, unworthy, or broken. My darling you ARE loved so so much by God! I’m honored to be your host as we reveal God’s perfect love and blessings for you life as we uncover His divine plan in this book.
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CLAIM YOUR FREE BONUS Gift

As a thank you I would love to gift you with the digital version of the activation prayers mentioned in this book. Print out this extra tool to help you get the most out of the book as you follow along. Go to www.mimikacooney.com/warrior to download your free gift.
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WHAT I SHARE IN THE following pages is my own personal story of how God revealed himself to me in a very personal way. The Holy Spirit has taught me through the fires, trials and testings about God’s eternal love and promise He has for all of His children.

I came to know Jesus at the tender age of 10 years old, and throughout my life I can see the bread crumbs God left along the path to guide me to His heart. Often times my misguided understanding and immaturity would veer me off the path in pursuit of my selfish ambitions, yet God was with me every step of the way guiding me home.

This is a love letter from one mother to another. I know you, I see you, I feel your pain. I know that God sees you too. Everything I share is from walking through it myself. Every lesson I have had to learn the hard way with God’s guidance. What I have learnt is that God is the ultimate heart surgeon.

For twenty five years I have been an entrepreneur and creative, and along the way God hijacked my heart and my goals, and opened my eyes to what truly matters in life. I pray that God reveals himself to you and imparts to your heart the knowledge of His Word, and you have assurance of His love for your own life. My goal is to share this portion of my life and let you decide what it means for you.

With love

Mimika
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My Story
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THE CATALYST

It was February in Florida. I had just finished a full day at a conference and I received a call from my husband. I had a feeling that something was up, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it. During the conversation I asked how our kids were doing and he explained that we had a big problem. One of our children had spiraled into a very dark place. I knew the situation had come to a head where we now had to deal with it immediately. The situation had been boiling for the past five years and now it was undeniable affecting everyone. Having to endure two more days at the conference to return home were excruciatingly painful. Those two days are a blur.

My beautiful child with bright blue eyes, a charming smile and kind heart had a broken spirit. This is one of the most devastating and heartbreaking things a parent can witness happening to a child and it broke my heart. Fear gripped my heart. Every time I thought about the situation my chest would tighten, my stomach would clench and I felt nauseous. My heart raced like I was running a marathon and my hands would shake, even at rest. I lived on adrenalin. My mind would imagine every horror ending, and I felt totally out of control. Anything I knew to do to fix the problem I tried but to no avail.

Things spiraled down, my business fell apart and I had what some would call an identity crisis. In the previous years we had immigrated from South Africa to England, and again from England to the USA within a 5 year period. I had birthed two babies and started a business all within those 5 years. I had built a successful photography business, won professional photography awards and had garnered a good name in the photography industry. I had written two books on the subject, and I was invited to speak at professional conventions in the UK and USA. Then the 2008 crash happened. The ripple affected my high end portrait business and it ground to a halt. Clients dried up and I was left exhausted, disappointed and without a purpose. I tried three online business launches and they all failed. The pressure, guilt and disappointments were rising as I racked up $11,000 of credit card debt that I kept secret from my husband. All through my life when people told me I was too young or incapable of doing something, I was determined to prove them wrong. When someone said I couldn’t achieve it, it was a big motivator for me and I would say to myself “I’ll show you!”. I had developed a bad attitude and it tainted everything.

Less than three months later our family was delivered a heavy blow when my beloved mother-in-law passed away after battling cancer for two hard years. My faith was rocked! I had so many questions. How could God allow this to happen? Why weren’t our prayers answered? Why did He let her suffer so much? She had lived her life on fire for Jesus and yet she had experienced such excruciating pain, endured debilitating chemo and radiation; and her last year of life was spent confined to a wheelchair.

After her passing I experienced physical grief like I have never experienced before. My body was exhausted, I couldn’t talk without heave crying (you know the ugly kind of snot crying). I felt nauseous for weeks and I lost all desire to do anything that brought me joy. I hadn’t seen her since our last visit to South Africa two years earlier, and what broke my heart was that I hadn’t had the chance to say goodbye. I kept asking “Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” and I questioned why God was not answering me.

I couldn’t deal with the clutter in my home, my self-inflicted to-do list felt suffocating, I lost my passion. I was in denial. I had exhausted everything I could do in my own strength, and now I had to put my faith in action and stand on His Word that God would make a way. As a recovering perfectionist and control freak, it was hard for me to just do like Elsa and “Let it go!”. I cried out to God “Lord please help me, show me what to do to fix the situation”.

Everything I had believed before, I now questioned. I felt like Isaiah 64:6 “all our deeds of righteousness are like filthy rags”, as the things I had previously valued now seemed meaningless. My faith floundered and I felt forsaken. 

I lived in my pajamas and I couldn’t get off the couch. I couldn’t bring myself to admit it, but I was depressed. My mind became the battlefield. The enemy bombarded me with lies and discouragement, and I constantly questioned my self worth. It felt like the season I was in, is what some call the dark night of the soul, and it felt like it would never end. Yet I knew God was up to something. All I could do to keep from drowning was to focus on Hebrews 12:2 “fixing our eyes on Jesus, the pioneer and perfecter of faith”.

As I prayed for healing, God was doing a deep work within me. Once I decided to stop pretending that everything was fine, and was willing to admit to myself, my family and God that we had a problem; only then could God start the heart healing process within me.

Then I remembered the dream.

December 17th 2010 I awoke in the middle of the night sobbing uncontrollably that my husband woke me up in a panic. I was crying out loud “No! No! No!”. As a child I had experienced nightmares, but this was so vivid and so real I was physically crying out aloud and thrashing about that it woke my husband.

The scene was idyllic. Green grass, mountain views and a fresh breeze. A house embedded on a hill overlooking a flowing stream. I’m at the house to pick up my child from hanging out with friends, and I’m searching every room. The group of friends are enjoying a game of pool, and as I enter the room they stop and stare at me. They don’t respond but look at me surprised and I get the feeling that they are not telling me something.

I start to panic and run through the house gaining speed, yelling loudly but I get no answer. I burst through the sliding doors into the back garden and I spot the stream with large overhanging willow trees. Immediately my instincts tell me to cross the river. The water that appeared from a distance to be a shallow stream, starts to pick up speed. As I approach the waters edge I jump into the water. The swells become more violent and I eventually make it to the other side after much effort with my husband following close behind me. Then I spot something floating on the river bed behind a broken tree. I rush over to it and discover a body lying face down in the river wrapped in plastic wrap. I frantically grab the body and turn it over. I notice the hands stuck in a surrender position, and those big blue eyes are wide open and glazed over. He looks dead. 

I’m screaming loudly “No! No! No!” as I frantically rip the plastic wrap off. My husband and I drag the body out of the water onto the ground. The last thing I remember is the panic of us trying to revive him, when I hear my husband’s audible voice saying, “it’s okay, it’s okay relax it’s only a dream”. I awoke to find my voice box feeling raw and the realization that I was having a dream. To this day I will never forget how real it felt.

Seven years later the meaning of that dream has finally become clear. God was giving me a warning of things to come, but instead of seeking Him for the answers, I allowed myself to ignore the warning and deny it was happening. I’ve since learnt not to disregard my dreams and seek God first before I need to learn things the hard way.

––––––––
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THE REVELATION

My husband and I grew up in South Africa and the way we were taught to deal with things was you either “do it or else.” We grew up with a healthy respect for authority, and knew that there was no time for being a “sissie” (South African for being weak or soft). There was always the threat of punishment and you respected what your elders said, so you just learnt to comply (whether you felt like it or not). It doesn’t matter how you feel, you just keep going, you get back up and you do it again. Perhaps it was due to my classical ballet training from the age of three, by a strict teacher who expected nothing but the best, and constant repetition to get things right. My memories of being in school were feelings of frustration and confinement. We spent most of our time playing outdoors doing some sort of sport or activity, so if you were not into sports you were severely marginalized, labeled and teased for not fitting in.

We followed the ‘typical’ parenting advice. We confiscated the cell phone, electronics and computer when the rules were broken. Our child was not responding to the “typical” parenting discipline and advice that everyone (family included) was giving us. The judgement and criticism we received from well meaning friends and family was heart wrenching. The shame had set in, and we didn’t want others to know what the situation was really like. So we shut ourselves away and withdrew from socializing. It was easier to keep to ourselves than to open up our home to others who may look down on us for failing as parents. Soon the fear overtook me and was debilitating enough for me to stop what I was doing, and force me to focus on the problem.

The reality is that we are living in the 21st century. Clearly an old school method and approach to raising children in an environment that has changed just isn’t working. We are raising kids with so much more stimulus, technology, and information at their fingertips, it has become information overload. Their brains have to contain so much more information, expectation, and knowledge, that they don’t know how to process it all. The hard “just do it” approach clearly wasn’t working in our household. The parenting books needed to be burnt and Dr. Spock had to go!

To admit that my knees have calluses from all the praying I did is an understatement. Not knowing what to do next with my limited knowledge, experience and strength; I felt hopeless as a parent. I cried so much it hurt to breathe. I felt like an utter failure as a mother, a wife and a woman. I was hard on myself. I thought “I’m a business owner. I’ve achieved all these accolades. I’ve been able to organize two immigrations to two countries, and here I am, I can’t even keep it together in my own home!” 

As adults we continue using the same methods because they have become a habit. We forget that when we were kids, when we could not cope we ran to Mommy to make things better. But now we are grown up, we don’t want to ask for help.

It took others looking in to the situation to point out that I needed to deal with what was going on within me, before I could help anyone else. Thank heavens for mothers and sisters who love us enough to tell us the truth, even though we may not want to hear it! I started to do some internal work and realized I couldn’t continue to try to cope with what was going on, I was a hot mess. Denial was no longer an option. Everything I thought I knew was being challenged, everything from my parenting skills to my faith.

Throughout my life, I’ve always had a heart for praying and following what God wanted me to do. Growing up in a tense environment, coupled with circumstances I couldn’t control (like my parents divorce), had caused me to become a fixer.

The kind of personality I have is a “pull yourself together” suck it up buttercup approach. If there is something wrong, you look at the root cause and you go to work to fix it.  I always need to fix the problems and not sit by idly waiting for things to change. Being strategy minded and very determined not to give in or give up, I’m adamant I will find a way to fix things, no matter what it costs. My natural default is to rely on myself. I admit it, I’m a recovering perfectionist and control freak! I suspect it goes back to my lack of trust. Okay, I admit it too I have trust issues, but more on that later...

What I had realized is that I had spent so much time seeking answers from man, that I forgot to ask the one person who had all the answers in the world - God. Once I had come to the end of my rope, and discovered I couldn’t rely on myself anymore (or anyone else) I finally found Him. My only regret is that I didn’t look for God earlier, because He was there the whole time. 

Finally, during a morning prayer time I had the revelation. What I realized is what was holding me back were deep roots of rejection, pride, fear, resentment, and judgment (to name a few) that had been planted in my early years. They had developed into trees of habit, and mindsets that were developing rotten fruit.

This book is a journey of how I came to realize that God is the ultimate heart surgeon. Once I relented to His will He was able to heal my hurts and fears, and completely renew my mind.

––––––––
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THE EARLY YEARS

Growing up on a twelve acre farm in South Africa in the 1980’s was my everyday norm. I remember how it felt to walk shoeless on the kakiebos grass looking for my next adventure with my dog, Kelly, following close behind me. We had our own horses that I enjoyed riding, donkeys, rabbits, a vegetable garden, and a pond filled with carp fish. My entrepreneurial father had his own construction business named after me, and for as long as I could remember there was constant traffic of people, tractors and building equipment.

My Yiayia and Papou (Greek grandparents) lived right next door. There was a door that attached their house to ours. Every afternoon I would spend with my Yiayia and she would teach me to cook yummy Greek food, bake delicious treats and help me with my Greek homework. My Papou was the family MacGyver. If there was something broken, Papou was the one to fix it. He had a garage at the back of the house that would house all his tools, gadgets, scrap metal, motor parts, welding machine and all kinds of thingamabobs. My curiosity would get the better of me, and often I would sneak in to watch what he was doing only to hear him say ‘Mika! Papoocha!” (translated Mika Shoes!) I wasn’t fond of wearing shoes, expect the ballet slipper kind. My evening performances were the family entertainment. Our lounge coffee table was my stage and I would perform ballet, jazz and flamenco dances to the Beatles, Lionel Richie, and the Gypsy Kings, accompanied by the old style record player.

I have fond memories of planting carrots, potatoes and tomatoes in our back garden with Papou. He had a blue tractor that he would use to till the soil, and he would let me sit on his lap and drive. For my birthday parties he would hitch a trailer to the back of the tractor and the kids would love to ride around the farm. We had castle gates built at the entrance of our dirt road and all the kids thought I lived in a castle! I loved frolicking along the dirt paths, feeling the fresh African wind in my hair, and the smell of the red earth in my toes. 

Some of my best childhood memories are when we enjoyed many wonderful holidays at the beach in Knysna, learning to fish with my Dad on his boat, camping in the caravan, and snorkeling in Greece. I have many fond memories of combined family holidays with my best friend and her family. There was also noise, bustle, kids playing and braais (South African barbecue).

As a baby I was baptized in the Greek Orthodox church, and my Yiayia would take me to church every Easter. We would make the red Easter eggs and a huge feast, days before Easter Friday when the entire family would come over. My mouth would water waiting for all the Greek treats we would eat, but only after the church service at midnight (which I could barely stay awake for). Our family get togethers were like a scene out of the movie “My Big Fat Greek Wedding”. My Yiayia would teach me to do the cross of the saints, and my mother would say prayers with me each night before bedtime.

––––––––
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THE APARTHEID ERA

Growing up in South Africa under the restricting apartheid system became a way of life. We had a maid called Mary who loved us like her own. She lived in a room attached to the garage, she cooked for us and cleaned the house while my parents worked in the business right next-door. By living with us she had to live away from her own family, her children were being raised by her mother in the rural hills of her hometown. It never occurred to me what a sacrifice she had to make to help care for our family, but in the 1980’s South Africa it was the way of life for a domestic to earn an income for their family.

I cannot even imagine the pain she must have felt being stripped of her right to be a mother and raising her own children. Even though as kids we were not fully aware of what apartheid really meant, we were aware that there was some kind of separation. It used to bother me the way people would treat the blacks like they were second rate citizens. I had this sense of shame and guilt for being white. We had been given special privileges only because we were born different. I was grateful that I did not have to endure that kind of suffering. Even as a young child I just tried to be nice and treat people with respect to make up for the appalling way they were being treated by those around me.

It was around 3am one Friday night that I awoke to the sound of police sirens at the back of the house. I snuck out of bed to investigate the commotion. As I peered through the curtains, I saw a police van with its doors wide open, headlights shining brightly and the policeman grabbing one of the workers by the collar, punching and yelling profanities at him. He threw the guy into the back of the truck, and started hitting another guy with his police baton, beating him as he was thrown into the back of the van. The Afrikaans policeman were yelling at all the other workers, who were standing half dressed from being rudely woken up, “Where is your pass?! Where is your pass?!”

At that time in South Africa no black person was permitted to leave their homeland and work in the city without a “pass”. My mother’s job was to get all the paperwork and “passes” in order whenever they hired someone new. Even though the workers on our property had been properly documented, the police would conduct these surprise raids just to squeeze monetary bribes. After some heated discussion and payment of a fine at the police station, the problem would go away and everyone was free to go.

With the frustrations and the restrictions of the apartheid system, my parents had to battle with authorities with legal issues just to have the construction workers arrive for work everyday.

The political uncertainty in the country affected everyone. Petrol prices would go up regularly and without notice, which would affect the prices of the cost of materials and supplies. The constant theft of building supplies and burglaries on our property caused a security risk; and we lived behind seven foot walls, burglar bars and alarms. This lack of control infuriated my Dad and aggravated an already volatile situation. It felt like we were living on a time bomb ready to explode. When you are dealing with the stress of running a business in a politically unstable country, where a single word from the President can send the prices of petrol, milk and bread skyrocketing; you learn to get used to the uncertainty.

––––––––
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LOSS OF WONDER

It never felt like a home a child could play freely or relax. It was like a train station of people, equipment and a constant stream of strangers in and out the front door. Running a construction business from home was not conducive to enjoyable family life. Most dinners were interrupted by somebody knocking on the door needing something urgent that required immediate attention, and it often felt like we lived in a train station. The constant fighting and arguing between my parents, and the volatile temper flares often left my sister and I in a state of anxiety. The foreboding sense of fear of what would happen next, meant everyday felt like we were walking on eggshells. 

My sister was about five years old when she had the audacity to ask for more tomato sauce (ketchup) with her dinner. After nagging incessantly, in a fury Dad grabbed the bottle and squeezed it all over her head. We sat in awkward silence for the remainder of the meal with the tomato sauce dripping down my sisters temple that she dare not touch. We were on tender hooks expecting him to fly into a rage as we sat frozen waiting for the ordeal to be over. 

As a five-year-old child it was hard to understand why my Dad was always so angry. I would ask myself “Was it my fault? Was I being a bad girl? Is it something I did? Maybe I’m not being good enough.”

I remember waking up one night after midnight to hear mom sobbing in the bathtub. I went to ask her what was wrong, her eyes red and puffy, and through the tears she told me to go back to bed and said everything would be fine. Even though I was ten years old, I felt like I had the weight of the world on my shoulders. I do not know why I took on the responsibility, perhaps it was because I’m the oldest in the family, but I had this sense that I had to keep it together and be strong for everyone else.

I remember the exact moment when I lost my childhood wonder. I was ten years old standing by the tennis courts, wearing my ballet leotard and rainbow skirt. My mother turned to me and said; “I don’t know what to do, but I have to do what’s right for you children”. I turned to her and said with great maturity’ “You need to do what you think is best mommy.” She told me to run to the house and grab a dustbin bag to fill it with as much of my toys and clothes that I could fit. In the state of panic, we grabbed what we could and threw the bags into the car. We had to leave in a hurry. As we were pulling out the driveway, the office secretary came running toward the car holding up our dog and said “Take the dog or he will kill it!”. I remember taking one last glimpse through the rear window at the house we called home, knowing that things would never be the same again.

––––––––
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HINDSIGHT

Looking back at my childhood now as an adult, I understand why my Dad was so stressed, especially about the things he could not control. People deal with frustration, anxiety and stress in different ways, and his anger outbursts were probably his way of releasing his frustrations. As a child all I could see was anger and fear. Family discord pervaded our home and there was no peace. Mom decided to proceed with a divorce and became a real estate agent. Dad tried to get his family back together and they tried to reconcile, but it didn’t last very long.

Knowing what I know now as a 40-year-old married woman, is that our pride and sense of worth can get tied up in what we do for a living. Along the way circumstances can cause a dream to be left to die. My parents started out as a really good team, but in time something happened. They lost their vision, they lost hope, compromises were made, and things changed. People make different choices based on their own values, and their values started parting ways. 

Each of us have our own viewpoint of how things transpired in our childhood, and our reality is our reality. Now that I am a parent, I know how hard it is to be perfect in your child’s eyes because perfect doesn’t exist.

Soon after my parents divorced I attended Rhema Bible church with my grandparents, a mega church in South Africa,. I gave my life to Jesus at the age of ten years old. I was so eager in my new found commitment I said to the Lord “Here am I send me!”. I remember clearly hearing the Holy Spirit say “it won’t be easy but if you keep your eyes fixed on Jesus I will do great things through you.” Little did I know what that declaration would mean for me.

––––––––
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THE RUDE AWAKENING

I never felt accepted growing up. I was teased incessantly and was often called “barbarian” because of my surname. Most kids experience some form of teasing as they grow up, but when it starts to affect a child’s character and view of the world, that is when it becomes a problem. It seemed like things would never get better for me with the tension at home, and being teased at school made me feel hopeless and very much alone. I do not remember the exact moment it happened, it was more like a slow chipping away at my self confidence.

Once my parents divorced, we moved away and I started at a new school. I hoped that a fresh start at a new school would allow me to make new friends who understood me better. Being the new kid in class was scary and it was hard to fit in amongst kids who had established friendship groups. I just kept quiet and to myself to avoid any confrontation. What surprised me was that I found myself feeling the same rejection once again, and being misunderstood made me retreat more into myself. It was like I had a target on my back and I couldn’t understand why.

––––––––
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BULLIED

At thirteen years old I had an experience that left lasting scars for years. It was the end of the school day when the bell rang, and all the kids were walking toward the gates for their parents to pick them up. I had learned the knack of weaving through the traffic of people at a hurried pace so I could get to the gate as fast as I could to avoid detection. However, this day proved to be different. As I made my way down the back corridor by the main hallway, I found myself cornered by two girls. I realized that I would have to make a run for it if I was going to get out of this pickle. As I picked up speed I pushed past one girl who grabbed my backpack, and in the hurry I dropped it and sprinted to the fence. The other girl cornered me and I had to dart behind the classroom. I was trapped. Before I knew it, both girls were on top of me pushing me against the metal fence, grabbing my hair and slapping my face. It all happened so fast that I barely had time to shout for help while defending myself with my hands to protect my face. Just then I heard a teacher scream “Hey leave her alone!” and both girls ran off out of sight. The teacher came to my rescue to see if I was okay, and I picked myself up red faced and said that I was fine. I was in shock. 

The walk home that day was in stunned silence. I felt hurt, angry and betrayed because one of the girls who attacked me had previously professed to be my friend. We had hung out together, had sleepovers, spent the holiday together. Now I felt like I had no one. The worst part was that not a single person at school took action to rectify the situation. Other kids saw these girls treat me cruelly, their taunting jeers and insults were a common occurrence. Yet they did nothing, and some even laughed along with them. 

It is only when my mother got annoyed with my incessant tears that she stepped in and addressed the issue, only then did things change. She demanded a sit down meeting with the girl and her parents to get to the bottom of it. During their meeting after much denial the girl eventually broke down and admitted to her parents and my mother that she was guilty of bullying me. Only then did she back off and leave me alone, the air between us was as cold as ice. The light within me that had burned so brightly when I was younger was slowly being dimmed. I felt rejected, misunderstood, abused, forgotten and alone. My trust in people was broken. I became cynical and questioned everyone’s motives. I lost my joy and gave up on dreaming. Two years later my mother could see how badly the situation at school was affecting me, that she made the hard decision to move us once again to give me a fresh start. But I wasn’t hopeful.

––––––––
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THE SET UP

One Friday evening when I was feeling depressed laying on the couch watching TV (like I did most weekends), my mother insisted I go to the church youth group. I was not interested in putting myself out there to be rejected once again and I refused to go. After much insistence she dragged me there herself. How embarrassing for a fifteen year old to have her mother escort her to a youth group filled with teenagers! Wearing my new white jeans and turquoise shirt, we arrived late and slipped into the back row trying not to be noticed. We arrived just as these two guys with guitars were on stage in the middle of a song. As we sat down I locked eyes with the guy wearing a maroon shirt, and for an awkward moment I couldn’t look away. My mother turned to me and said “Isn’t he cute?” Ugh no dating advice from my mother! I went red in the face and sunk into my chair. I said that he looked too old and that shirt he was wearing was just awful. It was an awkward hour, and I was counting the minutes to when we could leave. The event finally came to an end, and I wanted to bolt out of there as quickly as possible. Just as we were about to exit the door, the same two guys (without their guitars) stood in front of us blocking the door. One introduced himself and for about 15 minutes my mother exchanged pleasantries as we stood there awkwardly trying not to look embarrassed at the situation. My mother insisted that I could cook and without holding back, gave them my business card with her number and invited them to come over for pizza. Wowza I was being set up by my own mother! Ask any teenager and this would be the height of embarrassment. But I wasn’t too offended because I did think the guy wearing the maroon shirt was actually super cute.

I waited for the phone to ring for a whole week and nothing. Eventually I gave up thinking I would hear from him again. Then one Friday night the phone rang. Michael and I talked for over an hour and he boldly invited himself over for pizza the next day, since he was taking up my mothers offer. 

Our first “date” was hilarious. Instead of pizza I thought I would be adventurous and make fish and cake. It turns out that those are two foods that Michael dislikes the most! He arrived early before I had everything prepared, and during our conversation I accidentally left too much wax paper on the baking tray and that it caught fire! Amazingly he forgave my cooking faux pas and he stuck around.

Although my mother prayed for a Christian girl friend, God sent me a Godly young man who would show me unconditional love. God knew what I needed when I needed it. God’s plan was in motion, but the enemy is like a roaring lion ready to steal, kill and destroy what the Lord has designed. Eighteen months later I was faced with a huge challenge of my faith, my commitment to Michael and our love story was put to the test.

––––––––
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THE TEST

I awakened from a startling dream that shook me to my core. I had dreamt that I was lying in my bed when this dark silhouette of a man appeared at my bedroom door blocking the doorway. I couldn’t make out his facial features but his shape, mannerisms and outline were unforgettable. I felt this foreboding sense of fear as I lay in my bed unable to move. I couldn’t understand what it meant.

Two days later my mother returned from a Christian singles weekend she attended and announced that she had met a man. He had proposed on Friday and she accepted on Sunday. I was shocked. Then she proceeded to tell me that we were moving to Durban (which was 6 hours away). I was devastated to have to leave everything I loved behind.

The first time I met him was another shock. As he stepped out of his car, I immediately recognized his shape, mannerisms and outline as the figure I had seen in my dream. Fear came rushing in but I dare not say anything to upset the apple cart. It felt like a tsunami had just rushed through our lives. I wanted my mother to be happy but she wouldn’t see the truth or listen to reason. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
orrier to

arrior

®

¥

A ‘a mother’s journe%i
; from fearto fait

\ /

Mimika C(}oney





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





