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	Dedication


	To my girls, my world.


	May you always trust the Light that has overcome the darkness.


	 




Author Testimony.


	Let the redeemed of the Lord say so, whom He has redeemed from the hand of the enemy. (Psalm 107:2)


	Growing up in the church as the daughter of vicar meant I always had a knowledge and mindfulness of God. I am deeply thankful to my parents for providing me with this spiritual foundation. Even so, I did not understand the Man at the centre of my Bible stories. I failed to grasp that God came to earth as Jesus Christ to grant me access to Himself, and that He created me with purpose (Ephesians 2:10 & 18). I did not comprehend that Satan existed as a genuine adversary who would relentlessly seek to destroy me (1 Peter 5:8). Yet to appreciate these biblical truths, the Lord remained mysterious. We designated Sunday for worship, and prayer served as a bedtime ritual rather than a lifestyle. My small measure of faith didn’t have a huge impact on me day-to-day.


	My parents divorced during my pre-school years, so my normality involved having a weekday home and a weekend home. Though both loving, these surroundings contrasted in terms of structure and parenting, causing confusion. School I found to be a distressing and often hostile environment that added to my uncertainty about the world and my place within it. Despite my quiet nature, I longed for friendship, but struggled to establish or maintain the connections that came effortlessly to others. Detached and lonely, reading became a solace as books provided other worlds in which to escape. As my vocabulary expanded, I began writing; diaries developing into poems and songs. I enjoyed using words to express my feelings, which seemed rather deep and sensitive when compared to my carefree peers.


	The alienation I experienced increased as I continued through secondary school, and I sought ways to form relationships. From a young age, I had discovered that smoking and drinking provided comfort and fun for adults, and now engaged in these habits myself. Alcohol’s influence felt like a superpower. It dampened intrusive thoughts and enabled me to become a social creature. My party trick of tolerating dangerous amounts of liquor seemed to make me popular. My sober self was someone I neither understood nor liked, so the mask of drink and drugs became my life and personality, and I fell away from the church community.


	With no confidence to function in the real world, I wasted my academic ability and opportunities to find my passion and purpose, spending my college years with other outcasts. These friendships were still meaningful to me because people accepted and desired my company; something I rarely experienced in childhood. Nevertheless, the harsh truth of the superficiality of my relationships hit when I became pregnant at nineteen. The end of my party days left me without the support of my partner or my ‘friends’. Despite this, having a baby inside of me thrilled me. Engrossed in books about pregnancy and fascinated by the stages of infancy, I was excited to nurture my very own child. Seeking comfort, I revisited the Bible and gazed up at the God who answered prayer, still with little understanding of my professed faith or genuine connection to the One I hoped would guide me. I continued to escape into classic literature, naming my firstborn after the heroine of Austen’s ‘Pride and Prejudice’. My life was a curious contradiction between naive idealism and a sinful, unstable reality. Holding intrinsic traditional values, whilst committed to a detrimental relationship that inwardly made me despair, I returned to alcohol to calm the overwhelm, becoming dependent.
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