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FOR PASTOR RENIER JANSEN’S

More Than Victorious

Some stories are told.

Others are lived—etched in scars, shaped by storms, and sanctified by grace.

More Than Victorious is not just a book. It’s a battle cry from the depths of despair, a holy echo from a man who refused to die in his damage. Pastor Renier Jansen’s journey is one that drags you through the valley but never leaves you there. It reminds every soul who’s been shattered, silenced, or shamed that redemption is real—and that God still writes in broken ink.

This book bleeds truth. It is brutally honest and tenderly hopeful. With every chapter, Pastor Renier invites us to walk barefoot with him through trauma, through rejection, through addiction, through every chain that tried to define him. But more than that, he points us to the One who broke those chains.

This is a story for the outcasts, the abandoned, the weary preachers, the silent survivors. For every person who ever wondered if God could still use them—this is your reminder.

Pastor Renier doesn’t just preach victory.

He walks it. Wears it. Lives it.

And now, through these pages—you will too.


–  With deepest respect and admiration,



Someone who still believes in miracles.

A Thank You Letter to God

The reason I’m alive. The reason this book exists.

To my Savior,

My Father,

My Redeemer,

My Deliverer,

My Everything —

To You, Almighty God.

Where do I begin?

How do I begin to thank the One who stepped in when I was seconds from the edge? When the world had thrown me away, when I had thrown myself away — You still came running. When I was chained by shame, crippled by pain, bound by addiction, drowning in filth of my own choosing... You didn’t flinch. You didn’t hesitate. You didn’t abandon me. You stepped in.

God, You are the only reason I’m not dead. The only reason this book has breath. The only reason I still wake up and call myself redeemed. I should be a memory, another statistic, another “could’ve been.” But instead, because of You, I am living proof of resurrection. My story is not pretty. It’s not polished. It’s not filtered — and that is the point. You didn’t save some sanitized version of me. You rescued the mess. The monster. The man no one wanted to touch. You reached down into the darkness when no one else would. Not to shame me — but to rescue me.

brokenness was real. It’s uncensored because my sins were loud. It’s vulnerable because my pain was violent. But every ugly detail, every chapter soaked in tears, every page screaming with sorrow — it all exists for one reason:

To show the world just how far You are willing to go for one soul.

I write these words with trembling hands and a heart overflowing because I know — it should have been over for me. The addiction should’ve killed me. The rejection should’ve buried me. The trauma should’ve silenced me. But You, Lord, You had the final say. Where there should’ve been a coffin, You gave me a calling. Where there should’ve been chains, You gave me purpose. Where there should’ve been guilt, You poured out grace.

You didn’t just save me.

You rebuilt me. Rewired me. Redeemed me. Restored me. Reclaimed me.

You gave me back my voice — not just to speak, but to shout Your goodness to the ends of the earth.

This life, this testimony, this book — every word, every breath, every heartbeat — it’s Yours. I don’t exist apart from You. I don’t want to. I can’t.

You are not just the God of second chances — You are the God of impossible chances.

Lord, if You could take this life — a life soaked in sin, shattered by trauma, wrapped in chains — and turn it into something beautiful...

If You could take the worst parts of me and use them to glorify Your Name...

Then there is truly nothing and no one beyond Your reach.

So to every person who reads this, know this:

If God can save me,

If He can love me,

Then how much more can He not do for you?

To You, God — be all the glory, all the honor, all the praise. Not just for what You’ve done, but for who You are.

You are holy. You are faithful. You are patient. You are powerful. You are good.

Thank You, God.

I love You, Lord.

Forever and always.

— Your son,

Pastor Renier Jansen

A life that only exists because of You
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Chapter One: Born into Darkness
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THE NIGHT I WAS BORN, the sky cracked open with lightning like it was tearing through heaven itself. My mother said the rain was so loud on the hospital roof, it drowned out my first cries. But the nurses heard. They said I came into the world wide-eyed, like I already knew I didn’t have time to waste.

I was only three days old when he came for me.

My father—if you can call him that—wasn’t the kind of man who handed out lollipops or sang lullabies. He wasn’t a man at all, not in any real sense. He was the leader of a satanic cult. People feared him, followed him, gave him their souls with open hands. He knew chants and rituals, read from books that smelled like rot, and believed power came from blood and pain.

And he believed I was his offering.

They had waited for me. I wasn’t just a baby—I was a sacrifice.

But what they didn’t know, what none of them counted on, was that something greater had already claimed me.
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Miles away, my grandfather woke up with a start. His room was pitch black, but he wasn’t alone. He said a woman stood at the foot of his bed—young, glowing, with eyes full of fire and sorrow.

“Her name was Angie,” he’d tell the police later. “She didn’t speak with her mouth. She spoke to my bones.”

She told him where I was. Told him to go now. That there wasn’t much time.

He didn’t wait. He grabbed his keys, called the police with trembling fingers, and gave them the address she whispered into his soul. The dispatcher thought he was crazy. But something in his voice—maybe desperation, maybe divine power—made them send units anyway.

By the time they found us, the wind had picked up like the whole forest was angry. My father stood at the center of the circle, blade raised to the sky, chanting in a language that was never meant for human tongues. And then—

Sirens. Flashlights. Barking orders. Guns drawn.

The cult scattered like cockroaches in sunlight. My father tried to run, still clutching me, but my grandfather was faster. He tackled him to the ground like something straight out of a movie. The knife hit the dirt. I let out a scream that shook the woods, and my grandfather scooped me up like I was life itself.

An ambulance took us away. The paramedics said I was cold but alive, barely bruised. They didn’t know how I’d survived out there, not with the cold, not with them planning what they were planning.

But I knew. Even as a baby—I knew.

That night, my story began not with safety or peace, but with rescue. With a ghost named Angie. With a grandfather who refused to sleep through a miracle. With a battle between darkness and light, and a God who had already written the ending.

But I was never theirs to take.
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Chapter Two: The Miracle House
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THE HOSPITAL ROOM WAS supposed to be a place of healing. Soft beeps from the machines, the distant shuffle of nurses’ shoes, the scent of sterilized linens and warm baby lotion. My mother lay in her bed, still weak from labor, her body stitched and aching from bringing life into the world. I was gone—rescued, safe—but she didn’t know that. The trauma of my disappearance pressed against her like a ghost she couldn’t escape.
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