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To the Friend who never left, to the Lover of my soul. To the Listener who stayed even when I had no words JESUS. This is for anyone who has ever groaned in secret, wept in worship, or whispered through the ache: “Lord, I need You...” You are not alone. This book is our well, our altar, our safe place to pour it all out and still be held then gently rise again, healed and renewed.
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“I pour out my complaint before Him; I declare before Him my trouble.”

— Psalm 142:2 (NKJV)
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Long before microphones echoed sermons or screens projected scripture, there were no neatly prepared messages or polished prayers read from pages. These prayers, these conversations with God, were not academic exercises or spiritual rehearsals. They were raw, unfiltered cries from hearts breaking open in real time prayers born from trembling hands, tear-soaked garments, and groans too deep for words. The faith we now read about was not studied in classrooms or memorized for moments of intercession; it was lived in deserts of doubt, wildernesses of waiting, and ash heaps of loss. There were no “how-to” guides for Hannah’s barrenness, no retreats to prepare for Job’s suffering, no mentors to rehearse David’s repentance only raw pain, desperate hope, and a God who met them exactly where they were.

I see her, Hannah, lips moving, voice absent, yet her pain screams through the silence as she lays her desperation before a God who does not shame the broken. And there’s Hagar, in the wilderness, her skin cracked from the sun, her soul heavier than her steps. Abandoned, yet not unseen. Because El Roi shows up, the God who sees. I watch Job, sitting in the ash heap, scraping at skin and sanity, grief leaking from his pores. He doesn’t give polished prayers; he gives God his agony. David? He’s complicated. One day dancing with a harp, the next crying on cold palace floors, his crown slipping through fingers stained with both worship and regret. Joseph is young and gifted but sold out, forgotten in dungeons, still speaking dreams into shadows. Then Paul once Saul, bold, blinded, broken by purpose, rewriting his future with thorns in his flesh and grace on his lips. And Samson... torn, shamed, breathing heavy between two pillars, and yet whispering, “Just once more, Lord.” 

Not a demand. Just desperation. I see her, too, the woman with the alabaster box, walking into a room full of critics to pour everything out for the only One who saw her worth. These aren’t Sunday School stories. They are evidence. That even in the worst, God does not look away. I didn’t plan to write this book. I just needed to survive. So, I talked to Jesus. And He listened. Again. And again. And again. Some of these conversations came from my journal, others from whispered prayer rooms, and others were pulled from the pit of my own disappointments. They were not rehearsed. They were real. This is not the voice of a perfect woman; it’s the echo of a soul still being refined in the secret place. You won’t find sanitized spirituality here. You’ll find confrontation. Compassion. Clarity. And the Jesus who still shows up in tombs, in gardens, in wombs, at wells. 

There are books written from research, and there are books born in the battlefield of the heart. This one was born in the dark, in the stillness where my strength failed and only faith whispered. This is not for the polished. It’s for the surrender. It came from the hours when healing wasn’t in explanations but in honesty, the kind of honesty that strips titles, silences ego, and simply cries, “God, it’s me. And I’m not okay.” There are rooms inside a woman that don’t have visitors. Rooms where childhood prayers were never answered. Rooms with unspoken miscarriages, untold betrayals, unsaid pain. Rooms filled with late-night screams that never left the lungs. In those rooms, Jesus came. He didn’t come to impress me. He came to sit with me. He came as the Listener when I had no words left. And that’s where this book began. This is a sacred invitation. Not to perform. Not to impress. But to collapse at His feet and say it all. 

Telling It All to Jesus isn’t a title it’s a survival cry. It’s what saved me. And I believe it’s what will save many daughters, women, mothers, and leaders who are tired of editing their pain into something palatable. This is about laying down every “title” and standing before the father as just a daughter in need of grace.

You may read these pages and find pieces of your story in mine. You may find your voice somewhere between my silence and my sobs. But my prayer is this: that in these pages, you won’t just see your past, you’ll feel His presence. Because healing rarely comes through answers, but it always comes through Jesus. Come honest. Come empty. Come undone. No performance. Just pouring. And may every word lead you to the One who already knows, already saw, and still says, “Tell Me everything.”
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I didn’t set out to become a writer. Writing found me on the bathroom floor, somewhere between prayers that felt ignored and tears that refused to stop. This wasn’t about chasing a dream or building a brand. This was about survival. It was about finding a safe place where life ripped every other option away. Matters of the Heart was never supposed to be a book series. It was my journal. My phone notes. My laptop drafts saved between breakdowns. It was my therapy, my release valve when trust was so shattered there was no one left to confide in. I was crushed. Betrayed. Two weeks before what should’ve been one of the happiest moments of my life, before the roora, the traditional marriage process, I was left. Not because I wasn’t enough, but because third parties were given VIP access to my destiny. 

They whispered lies into the ears of the man I loved, convincing him I was a burden. She’s poor, they said. She’ll add weight to the family. And just like that, my aisle disappeared before I ever got the chance to walk it. But this didn’t start at that moment. That was just one heartbreak on top of many. I’ve watched my businesses collapse because of Zimbabwe’s unstable currency. I’ve prayed the kind of prayers that make people think you’re tight with God, only to face hospital visits, empty accounts, and silent nights where heaven seemed closed. I know what it’s like to beg for other people’s healing while secretly wondering if you’ll survive on your own. I’ve lived the contradiction of preaching faith while living in lack. I’ve lost it all and still showed up smiling. So, I wrote not for applause, not for publishing deals, but because the pain was too heavy to carry alone. Writing became my therapy. One journal turned into a chapter. A chapter turned into a book. A book turned into a trilogy. 

Then a series now a movement to mend, comfort, heal the broken hearted. And now? That same pain birthed a publishing company that’s printing books for global icons people like Mr. President Donald Trump, the great Melinda French Gates, celebrities, ministers, pastors. But none of those changes where it all started: in the dark, with a broken heart and a pen in my hand. This isn’t just a collection of stories. This is heartbreak, poverty, betrayal, spiritual battles, private wars, silent tears, and public smiles poured onto paper because sometimes writing is the only way to survive. This is what happens when life hits you so hard that you bleed ink instead of giving up. People keep asking me, “When will you stop writing Matters of the Heart?” The answer is simple: I’ve stopped saying goodbye. Because every day, there are new matters in our heart’s good ones, bad ones, confusing ones, sacred ones. Some come from people. Some come from life. Some come straight from the heart of God to ours. 

And since the day the heart of man was compromised in Eden, God has been working on it ever since. So how can I stop writing when God is still writing? This is not just a book series anymore. It’s an altar. It’s a mirror. It’s a spiritual defibrillator for hearts that have flatlined under life’s weight. Matters of the Heart is for everyone who knows the gap between expectation and experience, between the prayers you pray for and the pain you live.

Edition 6 is here now. Edition 5 the legacy Study Bible is still on its way in 2028. Some things can’t be rushed; they’re not just written, they’re lived. But for now, you’re holding Edition 6, and I hope you know you’re not just holding a book. You’re holding pieces of real life, stitched together with faith, fear, hope, heartbreak, survival, and grace.

Welcome to Matters of the Heart 6. We’re still in this together and the pen is still moving.
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The Raw, the Real, the Relational
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Chapter 1
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​Where the Strong Ones Break
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Philippians 3:10 (NLT) “I want to know Christ and experience the mighty power that raised him from the dead...”
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