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This book is dedicated first to God, whose grace carried me through moments when I believed I would not survive. In every dark season, when fear, shame, and pain threatened to consume me, His presence remained constant. This story exists because His mercy never left me.

To my son, my greatest blessing and my deepest motivation. You gave me a reason to fight when I wanted to give up. Your life reminds me every day that even in broken places, God can create something beautiful. Everything I do is to build a future where you grow in love, strength, and faith.

To my parents, who protected me in ways that planted seeds of safety and resilience in my heart, even when life felt overwhelming.

To my sister Demi, whose invitation became the doorway to a spiritual transformation I did not know I needed.

To Apostle Samuel Doyin Layade and the community of Christ Elevated Glorious Ministries, whose teachings, mentorship, and spiritual guidance helped me rediscover my identity in Christ and understand the power of faith in the midst of life’s battles.

And finally, to every survivor, every woman and man carrying silent wounds, every person who has ever felt broken, forgotten, or alone — this book is for you. May my story remind you that healing is possible, that your past does not define your future, and that even the deepest pain can be transformed into purpose.
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Preface
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This book was not easy to write.

Every chapter you are about to read carries pieces of my life — moments of pain, confusion, courage, faith, and transformation. For many years, these memories lived quietly inside me. Some were buried out of fear, others out of shame, and some simply because I did not yet have the words to describe them.

But healing has a way of asking for honesty.

My story begins with a childhood marked by trauma and silence. At five years old, my innocence was taken from me in a way no child should ever experience. The event itself was devastating, but the silence and confusion that followed shaped much of my early life. Like many survivors, I learned to survive by hiding my pain and wearing masks that allowed me to function in the world.

For years, I believed strength meant pretending everything was fine.

As I grew older, the wounds I carried began to surface in different ways — through relationships, choices, heartbreak, and moments of deep loneliness. I searched for love, validation, and belonging in places that could never truly heal me. University life, friendships, romance, and personal struggles became chapters of both discovery and destruction.

Motherhood brought another turning point. Becoming a mother was both beautiful and terrifying. It forced me to confront parts of myself I had avoided for years. The weight of my past, combined with the pressures of the present, eventually led me to one of the darkest moments of my life — a moment when I nearly gave up completely.

Yet even in that darkness, grace found me.

This book tells the story of how faith, mentorship, and the presence of God began to restore what had been broken. Through spiritual guidance, prayer, and personal reflection, I began the slow but powerful process of healing. My journey led me to rediscover my identity in Christ, rebuild my self-worth, and find purpose beyond my pain.

Writing this book is not about portraying a perfect life. It is about telling the truth — the messy, painful, complicated truth that many people live but rarely speak about. My hope is that by sharing my experiences openly, someone reading these pages will feel less alone in their own struggles.

If you have ever felt broken, abandoned, betrayed, or lost, I want you to know something important: your story is not finished.

Pain can become purpose.

Trauma can become testimony.

Brokenness can become strength.

Today, I stand not as someone who has a perfect life, but as someone who has seen the faithfulness of God in the middle of imperfection.

This book is my story of survival, healing, and purpose. But more than that, it is an invitation — an invitation to believe that no matter how dark the past may be, there is always a path toward light.

— Mitchell Kudzai Mpita
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Chapter One: Breaking Before Becoming
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My name is Mitchell Kudzai Mpita.

I was born into a family of three, the first child of Mr. and Mrs. Mpita, originally from Malawi, now living in Zimbabwe. Being the firstborn carried both pride and expectation. From the start, I was watched, measured, and held as an example — a silent standard for the family.

But life would not wait for me to grow into that expectation. It threw me into darkness early.

At five years old, I was roped  bound in ways that went beyond the physical. My innocence was stolen by a relative who lived under my grandmother’s care. The betrayal was personal, the violation intimate, and the fear was profound. I didn’t fully understand what had happened at first. All I knew was that something inside me broke.

It took immense courage for me to speak the truth. I told my father. I expected disbelief, anger, or perhaps silence. Instead, I found him broken alongside me. His face carried a grief I would never forget  a mix of rage, sorrow, and helplessness.

He confronted the perpetrator, a man I had been taught to trust, a man living in the same house where my grandmother lived. My father’s actions were fierce and protective; he would not let the one who had taken my innocence escape justice. I saw him fight for me, and though it did not erase the trauma, it planted a seed of safety and love that I would carry deep inside me.

Even with my father’s protection, the emotional void remained. There was no one to explain fully what had happened. No one to give me words for the fear, confusion, or shame. I learned early that survival meant hiding my pain. I learned that my emotions were dangerous, and I needed to guard them carefully.

From that moment, I began to adapt. I became observant, cautious, and compliant. I smiled when I wanted to cry, nodded when I wanted to scream, and gave myself to others so that I would not feel alone.

Growing up in Chitungwiza, in a multicultural ghetto filled with expectation and competition, I learned quickly that image mattered more than feelings. My parents were strict; they valued how we appeared to the world more than how we felt inside. The pressure to perform was constant.

By the time I entered my teenage years, I had perfected my mask. I could laugh when I wanted to scream. I could appear confident when I was terrified. I could make people feel seen while I remained invisible.

And all the while, the longing for true safety, understanding, and love grew quietly within me.

Even in the darkness, a small voice whispered: There must be more than survival. There must be a way to live fully, honestly, and whole.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Becoming the Mask

After the darkness of my early childhood, I did not step into adolescence healed — I stepped into it armored.

I had learned how to survive, but I had not yet learned how to live.

Fear had become familiar. Shame felt normal. Perfection became my protection. I mastered the art of performance — smiling when I was breaking, laughing when I was lonely, appearing strong when I was unraveling.

The mask fit so well that even I began to believe it.

When I entered university at Midlands State University, I believed freedom would finally rescue me. I thought distance from my strict upbringing and the streets of Chitungwiza would create space for healing. Instead, freedom exposed everything I had buried.

Without spiritual grounding, I drifted.

I partied to feel included.

I drank to silence memories.

I chased friendships to avoid being alone.

I entered relationships seeking safety but often found instability.

I confused attention for affection and intensity for love. I attached quickly, desperately, because loneliness felt like abandonment — and abandonment felt like death.

Conflict followed me. Once, after defending myself in a fight, I was sued. Even when I stood up for myself, chaos seemed to trail behind me. My life oscillated between moments of confidence and episodes of deep insecurity.

In 2019, just few weeks before lobola negotiations were meant to take place, a man I deeply loved disappointed me in ways that shattered my heart. The betrayal was devastating. I had envisioned a future; suddenly, I was grieving a dream.

Denial became my refuge.

I drank until tears blurred the edges of reality. Each bottle was an attempt to drown the ache. Each late night was a distraction from the quiet truth: I was still the little girl searching for protection in the wrong places.

After university, I began working at a hospital. Outwardly, it appeared that my life was stabilizing. I had employment. I had direction. I had responsibility.

But internally, nothing had changed.

Then I went to South Africa.

I believed I had found love again — a fresh start, a second chance at happiness. Instead, I walked into a relationship that slowly became a prison.

The affection faded quickly. Emotional abuse took its place. Then physical abuse followed. I was blamed for everything. Accused. Shamed. Cheated on. Gaslighted.

There was no tenderness. No security. No protection.

When I realized I needed to leave, I discovered I was pregnant.

I felt trapped.

The thought of terminating the pregnancy crossed my mind. I was exhausted, afraid, and overwhelmed. Yet each time I considered it, a quiet but persistent voice rose within me: Don’t.

It was not loud. It was not dramatic. But it was steady.

That voice was grace.

I endured pregnancy in an environment devoid of love. Instead of glowing, I grieved. Instead of being cherished, I was criticized. The man I thought would stand beside me continued betraying me.

By 2022, I had reached my limit. Leaving was not heroic or dramatic; it was a quiet act of survival. I returned to Zimbabwe carrying my son and layers of bitterness.

My parents received him as their own. Their acceptance was unconditional, but my heart was hardened. I struggled to bond with my child. I loved him, yet guilt overshadowed my affection. I felt I had brought him into pain.

I tried counseling. But I sensed the roots of my suffering stretched beyond psychology. My wounds were spiritual, layered, and long-standing — reaching back to childhood trauma, abandonment, betrayal, and misplaced identity.

I did not only need coping mechanisms.

I needed restoration.

In early March 2023, my younger sister Demi invited me to what was then Omega Revival — now Christ Elevated Glorious Ministries — under the leadership of Apostle Samuel Doyin Layade.

I did not know it then, but that invitation marked the beginning of my unmasking.

For the first time, I encountered teaching that addressed my identity, not just my behavior. I was not condemned for my past. I was confronted with truth — and offered grace.

The mask I had worn for years began to crack.

And beneath it stood a wounded woman finally ready to heal.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Darkness at Dawn

Motherhood was supposed to complete me.

When my son was born, I expected joy to erase my past. I thought holding him would heal everything that had broken inside me.

Instead, motherhood exposed my fragility.

The early months were suffocating. I was barely sleeping. Barely eating. Barely functioning. My body was recovering from childbirth, but my mind was unraveling.

Depression crept in quietly at first  numbness, disconnection, fatigue. Then it intensified.

I felt hollow.

At three months postpartum, I reached my lowest point. The accumulated weight of childhood trauma, university chaos, abusive love, betrayal, and shame collapsed onto me all at once.

I attempted to take my own life.

In that moment, I believed my son deserved better than me. I believed I had already failed him. I believed the world would not miss me.

But something intervened.

Not logic. Not fear. Not circumstance.

A presence.

The same unseen restraint that had whispered “Don’t” during my pregnancy now held me back again.

It was grace.

That night did not magically fix my life. But it shifted something fundamental: I understood that I was still here for a reason.

Motherhood became both my responsibility and my redemption.

Each cry reminded me I was needed.

Each smile reminded me life still held light.

Each milestone became proof that my story was not finished.

The spiritual battles intensified during this season. Anxiety surged without warning. Shame whispered accusations. Thoughts of inadequacy flooded my mind.

But this time, I was
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