
    
      
        
          
        
      

    





THE FIRE AND THE WELL

Discovering Your Breakthrough When You Are Both the Obstacle and the Answer

By Gavin Davids



DEDICATION

To my wife, my daughter, and my twin boys, you didn't just watch this transformation; you walked through it with me. God's work in each of you has been as profound as His work in me. We are living proof that when one burns and drills, entire families are refined and sustained.

"...But as for me and my household, we will serve the LORD." - Joshua 24:15

To those God sent to bless us with finances when we had none, with shelter when we faced losing ours, with faith when we were learning to believe, you were God's hands extending grace we couldn't earn and provision we couldn't orchestrate. You are woven into this testimony.

And to every family in drought: Your breakthrough doesn't just free you. It transforms everyone you love.



––––––––
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AUTHOR'S NOTE: THE LANDSCAPE THAT SHAPED THIS MESSAGE

I'm writing to you from Bloemfontein, Free State, South Africa, home for over twenty years now.

I was born in Worcester, in the heart of South Africa's wine country. I spent a decade (1994-2004) working as a building surveyor and Assistant Director in government in Gauteng Province. In 2004, I moved here to the Free State to pursue opportunity in the private sector as a Managing Director and shareholder in a construction partnership.

From 2004 to 2014, I built what I thought would be my legacy. When that partnership fractured in 2014, everything collapsed. My income. My identity. My sense of security. My future.

Since then, I've navigated various consulting projects across Africa, served as a Financial Services Area Manager, and discovered my true calling as a life coach founding TGD Life Coaching Pty Ltd right here in Bloemfontein.

The Free State isn't just where I live it's the classroom where I learned transformation. For two decades, I've watched veld fires burn away dead grass to make room for new growth. I've witnessed farmers drill boreholes when rain refuses to fall. I've seen drought teach patience and fire bring renewal.

These weren't distant observations. I lived them. When my partnership collapsed in 2014, I was standing in my own drought on Free State soil. The veld fires I'd watched for years suddenly became my metaphor for what needed to burn in me. The boreholes farmers drilled became my understanding of accessing what was already there.

The metaphors in this book aren't borrowed. They're lived. This is where God broke me and remade me. This is where I learned to be both fire and well.

This is my story sharing His story.

And my prayer is that as you read, you'll discover His story in your story too.
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INTRODUCTION
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I shouted so loud that night, my wife came running from the other room, terrified something was wrong.

But nothing was wrong.

For the first time in months, maybe years, something was finally, devastatingly, beautifully right.

It was the night before my first life coaching session. I was broken. My business partnership, something I'd poured a decade of my life into, had shattered. The money was gone. The reputation was damaged. My family was about to lose our home.

I was desperate. Angry. Convinced that if I could just get someone, anyone, to understand how unfair it all was, maybe I could get my life back.

So I did what any desperate person does: I Googled "What is a life coach?"

I needed to prepare. I needed to control the narrative. So I could make them see that I was the victim. That they were the villains. That I deserved vindication.

I clicked the first result and read one sentence that stopped me cold:

"A life coach helps you become the person you're meant to be."

Something cracked open inside me.

Not the person I was. Not the person I had been. The person I was meant to be.

And without warning, without planning, without even fully understanding what was happening, I shouted.

"I KNOW WHAT I WANT TO BE!"

My wife burst through the door, eyes wide. "What's wrong? What happened?"

I looked at her, tears streaming down my face: "I want to be a life coach."



That shout that moment of recognition is where this book begins.

But it's not really where the story starts.

The story starts with drought. With waiting. With standing in a dry season, looking at an empty sky, wondering when God would finally send rain.

The story starts with fire. With discovering that some things need to burn before new growth can emerge. With learning that transformation isn't comfortable, it's refining.

The story starts with a well. With realizing that what you've been waiting for might already be beneath your feet. With understanding that God's provision doesn't always fall from the sky, sometimes it's planted within you.

This book is about all three: drought, fire, and well.

More specifically, it's about discovering that:


	You are both the obstacle and the breakthrough

	You can't wait for circumstances to change, you must become the change

	What you thought you lost was actually preparing you for what you'd gain

	The water you need isn't in the sky, it's beneath your feet



This isn't self-help. This is God-help expressed through self-discovery.

This isn't about positive thinking. This is about biblical transformation lived out in real time.

This isn't theory. This is testimony mine, and soon, I pray, yours.



HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

If you're in active crisis right now, start with Part One (Chapters 1-3), then jump to the chapter addressing your immediate need:


	Feeling stuck? → Chapter 4 (You Are the Fire)

	Need practical steps? → Chapter 5 (The Practice of Burning and Drilling)

	Waiting for circumstances? → Chapter 8 (Stop Looking at the Sky)



If you're reading for general growth, go straight through. The four parts build on each other:

Part One: The Drought - Recognizing you're waiting for rain

Part Two: The Fire - Becoming the flame that refines

Part Three: The Well - Drilling down to what's already there

Part Four: The Intersection - Living as both fire and well

Each chapter ends with reflection questions. Don't skip these, they're where content becomes personal.

Throughout the book, you'll find prayers. Pray them. Adapt them. Make them yours.



Now, let me show you where it all begins...
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PART ONE: THE DROUGHT
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Recognizing You're Waiting for Rain
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CHAPTER 1: THE NIGHT I SHOUTED
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That night, I couldn't sleep.

I kept thinking about tomorrow's coaching session. About what I'd planned to say. About my carefully prepared victim story.

But something had shifted.

That shout, that desperate, involuntary shout, had revealed something I'd been burying under months of bitterness and blame:

I didn't want vindication. I wanted transformation.

I didn't want someone to validate my victim story. I wanted someone to help me become something new.

I didn't want my old life back. I wanted a new life forward.

But I had no idea what that meant.

What I Walked Into

The next day, I sat across from that coach.

And I tried. I really tried to tell my victim story. To explain how I'd been wronged. To get validation for my pain.

But the coach, God bless him, wasn't having it.

He listened for exactly three minutes. Then he held up his hand and said:

"Tell me about YOU."

I blinked. "What?"

"Not about them. Not about what they did. Not about what happened. Tell me about you. Who you are. Who you want to become."

I was furious.

You don't understand. This isn't about me. This is about THEM. This is about what they did. This is about the injustice.

But he waited. Patient. Unmoved by my protest.

And slowly, reluctantly, angrily, I began to turn my gaze inward instead of outward.

And what I saw terrified me.

The Truth I Couldn't Unsee

As I sat in that silence, forced to look at myself instead of my circumstances, I saw something I'd been avoiding for months:

I was waiting.

Waiting for someone to rescue me.

Waiting for the partnership to be magically restored.

Waiting for God to send a miracle that would put everything back the way it was.

Waiting for rain.

I was standing in a drought, looking at the sky, cursing the emptiness, while standing on the very thing I needed.

I was waiting for rain while standing on a well.

The Farmer's Wisdom I'd Forgotten

I grew up in the Free State. I know drought.

I've watched farmers navigate seasons when the sky refuses to give. When months pass without meaningful rain. When the grass turns from green to gold to brown.

And I've watched two kinds of farmers:

The ones who wait. Who stand in their fields, looking up, praying for rain, hoping circumstances will change.

And the ones who drill. Who stop looking at the sky and start looking at the ground. Who drill boreholes. Who access the water that was always there, just not where they were looking.

I'd forgotten this. Or maybe I'd never really understood it.

Because I'd spent twenty years building my life on rain, on external circumstances, partnerships, titles, paychecks, other people's validation.

And when the rain stopped, I was lost.

But the coach was showing me something I couldn't unsee:

The water was never in the sky. It was beneath my feet. It always had been.

The Fire I Didn't Know I Needed

But before I could access that water, before I could drill, something else had to happen.

The dead grass had to burn.

In the Free State, we know veld fires. They look destructive. They turn everything black. They reduce decades of growth to ash.

But farmers know something the rest of us forget:

The fire isn't destroying the grass. The grass is already dead. The fire is just clearing the way for new growth.

And as I sat in that coaching session, as I began to see myself clearly for the first time in months, I realized:

I was protecting dead grass.

Dead beliefs about my identity.

Dead patterns of depending on external validation.

Dead stories about who I was and what I deserved.

Dead comfort zones disguised as security.

All of it, standing, familiar, feeling like it was holding me together.

But it was already dead. And it was suffocating everything trying to grow beneath it.

The Question That Changed Everything

At the end of that session, the coach asked me a question I'll never forget:

"What would happen if you stopped waiting for someone else to change your circumstances and started becoming the person who doesn't need those circumstances to change?"

I sat in silence.

Because the question revealed something I'd been avoiding:

I was both the obstacle and the breakthrough.

The circumstances were real. The injustice was real. The pain was real.

But my response to it, my waiting, my protecting, my clinging, my blaming, that was keeping me stuck.

I was standing in my own way.

And the only way forward was to become the fire that burns what's dead AND the driller who accesses what's alive.

What This Book Is About

This book is the story of what happened next.

How I stopped waiting for rain and started drilling for the well.

How I stopped protecting dead grass and became the fire that burned it away.

How I discovered that what I thought I'd lost was actually what I'd gained.

How I learned that I was standing on my breakthrough the entire time.

This is the story of fire and well.

Not just as metaphors. As a way of life.

A daily practice of burning what's dead while accessing what's alive.

A rhythm of releasing what's false while stewarding what's true.

A journey of becoming both the fire that refines and the well that sustains.

And if you're reading this because:


	You're standing in your own drought, waiting for circumstances to change

	You're protecting beliefs that are keeping you small

	You're looking at the sky instead of the ground beneath your feet

	You're convinced you're the victim of your story instead of the author of your next chapter



Then this book is for you.

Because what I discovered, what I'm still discovering, is this:

You are both the obstacle and the breakthrough.

The fire you need is within you.

The well you're searching for is beneath you.

The transformation you're waiting for is available right now.

You just need to stop looking up and start looking down.

The Promise

I can't promise this journey will be easy.

The fire burns. The drilling is hard. The ash pile looks like loss before it looks like fertilizer.

But I can promise this:

What you discover on the other side of burning and drilling is worth more than anything you're protecting.

The person you become through fire and well is stronger, freer, and more alive than the person you were before the drought.

And the God you encounter in both, the Refiner in the fire, the Water in the well, is more faithful than you can imagine.

This is my story sharing His story.

And my prayer is that as you read, you'll discover:

It can become your story too.

Let me show you how.

Let me show you the fire that burned away what was killing me.

Let me show you the well that was beneath my feet all along.

Let me show you how to become both.

Because you already are.

You're just waiting for rain while standing on the answer.

It's time to stop waiting.

It's time to burn.

It's time to drill.

Let's begin.

REFLECTION QUESTIONS:


	What moment in your life made you "shout"—when did you discover something that ignited a fire in you, even in the middle of devastation?

	Are you currently waiting for rain (external circumstances to change) or drilling for the well (accessing what's already within you)?

	If someone asked you "Tell me about YOU, not your circumstances, not what happened, but YOU", what would you say?

	What "dead grass" are you protecting right now that might be suffocating new growth?

	Complete this sentence: "I am both the obstacle because _______, and the breakthrough because _______."
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CHAPTER 2: STANDING IN THE DROUGHT
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In the Free State, drought isn't a disaster, it's a teacher.

I grew up watching farmers navigate seasons when the sky refused to give. Months would pass without meaningful rain. The grass would turn from green to gold to brown. Livestock would thin. Dam levels would drop. And every farmer would stand in their field, looking up at a cloudless sky, wondering when it would break.

Some farmers would curse the sky. Some would pray for rain. Some would sell their cattle early, trying to minimize loss. And some, the wise ones, would stop looking up and start looking down.

They'd drill a borehole.

Because here's what every Free State farmer knows: drought doesn't mean there's no water. It just means the water isn't where you've been looking for it.

The Drought That Teaches

When my business partnership fractured and I found myself without income, without stability, without the identity I'd built over twenty years, I did what most people do: I waited for rain.

I waited for the phone to ring with a new opportunity.

I waited for someone to recognize my value and offer me a position.

I waited for the partnership to somehow be restored.

I waited for God to send a miracle that would put everything back the way it was.

I stood in my drought and looked at the sky.

And the sky remained empty.

But here's what I didn't understand then: The drought wasn't punishment. It was redirection.

God wasn't withholding rain to torture me. He was allowing the drought to show me that I'd been looking in the wrong place my entire life. I'd been depending on external circumstances, partnerships, positions, paychecks, other people's validation, to give me what was already inside me.

The drought forced me to stop looking up and start looking down.

What Drought Reveals

Drought has a way of showing you what's real and what's illusion.

When there's plenty of rain, you can grow anything. Surface-level roots work fine. You don't need deep wells when water falls from the sky every week. You can survive on what comes easily.

But when drought comes, surface-level roots die. Shallow wells run dry. And you discover very quickly what was built on convenience versus what was built on foundation.

Drought reveals:


	What you were depending on that you shouldn't have been

	What you thought you needed that you actually don't

	What you were avoiding that you now must face

	What you were standing on that you didn't know was there



For me, drought revealed that I'd built my entire identity on external validation. My worth came from my title. My security came from my business role. My sense of purpose came from what other people thought of me.

When all of that burned away in the fire, I stood in the drought expecting God to restore what I'd lost.

But God doesn't send rain to water dead grass.

He lets the drought persist until you're desperate enough to drill.

The Pattern of Waiting

I see this constantly in conversations with others. People standing in their own droughts, looking at the sky, waiting for circumstances to change before they can move forward.

The aspiring coach waiting for the "right" certification:

She's already helped dozens of people transform through informal conversations, mentorship, and wisdom. But she won't call herself a coach or charge for her services because she's waiting for external validation, another certification, another course, another credential that will finally make her "legitimate."

She's standing in a drought, waiting for rain, while standing on a well of experience, wisdom, and calling that could be serving people right now.

The entrepreneur waiting for the "right" partner:

He has the vision, the skills, the market knowledge, and the work ethic. But his last partnership ended badly (like mine did), so now he's paralyzed. He's waiting for someone else to validate his idea, to share the risk, to give him permission to build.

He's standing in a drought, waiting for rain, while standing on a well of capability that could be drilling right now.

The person waiting for someone to apologize:

She was wounded deeply, betrayed by someone she trusted. And she's convinced she can't heal, can't move forward, can't become who she's meant to be until that person acknowledges the wrong, apologizes, makes it right.

She's standing in a drought, waiting for rain from someone else's sky, while standing on a well of resilience, strength, and grace that could be accessed right now.

The pattern is always the same: We wait for external circumstances to change while refusing to access what's already internal.

Why We Wait

If the water is already beneath our feet, why do we wait for rain?

Because drilling is harder than waiting.

Waiting is passive. You can wait while staying comfortable, staying safe, staying exactly where you are. Waiting doesn't require change. Waiting doesn't require risk. Waiting doesn't require you to face what you've been avoiding.

Drilling requires work.

Drilling means:


	Admitting you're in a drought

	Accepting that rain isn't coming

	Taking responsibility for your own water

	Doing the hard work of going deep

	Risking the possibility that you'll drill and find nothing (though you won't, but the fear is real)



We wait because waiting lets us stay victims. Drilling makes us owners.

And if I'm honest, there was a part of me that wanted to stay a victim. Because as long as I was waiting for rain, I could blame the drought. I could blame the partnership. I could blame the people who wronged me. I could blame the economy, the timing, the unfairness of it all.

But the moment I picked up the drill, I took ownership of my own breakthrough.

And that's terrifying.

The Farmer's Wisdom

There's a Free State farmer I knew growing up, Oom Dawie, who taught me something I didn't understand until decades later.

One year, the drought was particularly brutal. Months without rain. Other farmers were selling livestock, cutting losses, complaining bitterly. But Oom Dawie stayed calm. He wasn't panicking. He wasn't cursing the sky.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Discovering Your Breakthrough When You Are
Both the Obstacle and the Answer

Gavin Davids





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





