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  To my beloved wife, Ida

whose quiet strength, patience, and unwavering love sustained me

when I could no longer stand on my own.

To my dear child, Natan

whose presence reminded me that hope can survive even the darkest nights,

and whose life continues to give me reasons to rise each day.

To the doctors, psychiatrists, therapists, and medical professionals

whose compassion and expertise became God’s instruments of healing

when my mind and body could not find rest.

And to every reader—
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  Preface



This book emerges from one of the most challenging and transformative periods of my life—a prolonged season marked by the convergence of four complex conditions: Irritable Bowel Syndrome (IBS), depression, Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (OCD), and religious scrupulosity. Each condition, formidable in its own right, interacted with the others in ways that intensified the overall burden, creating a lived experience that was physically debilitating, emotionally disorienting, and spiritually overwhelming.




In these pages, I recount the journey through that intersection of mental, physical, and spiritual struggle. The narrative begins with the early symptoms of IBS, the frustration of unclear diagnoses, and the gradual descent into anxiety and depression. It continues with the emergence of OCD and, more specifically, scrupulosity—a lesser-known form of OCD in which religious devotion becomes entangled with fear, guilt, and intrusive doubt. This aspect of my journey proved particularly severe, as it distorted the very faith that had long been a source of strength and meaning.




Yet, this memoir is not solely a chronicle of suffering. It is also a testimony to the resilience of the human spirit and the quiet, persistent presence of grace. As I sought help from medical professionals, mental health practitioners, and spiritual mentors, I began to rediscover a more balanced and life-giving faith—one rooted not in fear or perfectionism but in compassion, humility, and trust. Through a combination of appropriate medical treatment, therapeutic practices, supportive relationships, and renewed spiritual understanding, I gradually found a path toward stability and peace.




This book does not offer simplistic solutions, nor does it claim to universalize my experience. Rather, it seeks to illuminate the complexities of navigating intertwined psychological and spiritual struggles, particularly within a religious context. It is written in the hope that readers who face similar challenges—whether personally or within their families and communities—may gain insight, encouragement, and perhaps a sense of solidarity. Ultimately, this memoir is an invitation to recognize that suffering does not have the final word. Even in moments of profound confusion or despair, healing remains possible. Faith can be refined, not destroyed, by struggle. And there is always room for renewal, even when the path forward appears obscured.




May this book serve as a companion, a reflection, and a reminder that no storm—however intense—can silence the quiet work of grace.




Best wishes,




E. Tarigan
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The Beginning of My Story

I was born into a straightforward farming family in a small village in the Karo highlands of North Sumatra. I am the first of three children, with two younger sisters, each four and ten years younger than me. My father completed only elementary school, while my mother never finished it. They were the same age and married in their early twenties.

One year after their wedding, I was born. According to the stories I heard as I grew older, life was peaceful during those early years. My parents worked daily in the fields, as most villagers did.

Though both were registered as Christians, their faith was still deeply interwoven with our Karo cultural traditions. At that time, Christianity was present, but the norms of the Karo customs still shaped much of daily life.

My father was cheerful, friendly, and sociable by nature. My mother, on the other hand, was quieter and reserved. Those early years passed by with a calmness I would only learn to appreciate much later.

Ages 3–7: A Family Broken and Tested

When I was about three years old, everything changed. My mother was pregnant with my first sister, but around that same time, my father had developed a destructive habit—gambling.

As my mother’s pregnancy progressed, my father’s addiction worsened. Their relationship grew tense. He slowly stopped caring about his responsibilities, and gambling consumed him more and more. By the time my sister was born, almost all of our possessions had been sold to cover his gambling debts.

The breaking point came when my sister was two months old. My mother could no longer work, and debt collectors began coming to our house, demanding repayment—not from my father, but from her. The burden was unbearable. Arguments filled the house. My father, unable to carry the weight of his mistakes—or unwilling to—simply left.

He walked out of our home, out of our lives, and out of the village entirely—leaving behind my mother, my baby sister, and me, a confused child who suddenly no longer had a father. We did not know where he had gone. Later, we learned he had somehow crossed over to Jakarta, the capital city, and was still alive.

After he left, my mother raised us on her own. We moved into my grandmother’s home, staying in a small hut built by my grandfather just beside her house. Life was extremely difficult. My mother had no financial support except for what she could earn as a farm laborer.

One thing I deeply admire about my mother—even to this day—is that despite all the pain, betrayal, and hardship, she never sought to divorce my father. She waited. Their status was uncertain for four and a half years, during which she singlehandedly raised two small children while carrying the weight of abandonment and debt.

As a child in that environment, I grew up caring for my baby sister while my mother worked. Among other children, I was often mocked because I had no father. Some even called me “a child without a legitimate father,” a term so painful that it carved deep wounds into my young heart. This ridicule shaped much of my personality—I grew up with low self-esteem, deep shyness, and a sense of inferiority that followed me into adolescence.

Ages 7–16: Rebuilding Life From Nothing

Years passed, and one day we received a letter—my father was alive in Jakarta. Communication by mail took months, but eventually the news reached us. When I was around seven and a half, he returned home. My parents reconciled, and our family began again from absolute zero—perhaps even below zero, considering the debts and emotional wounds.

My father told us he had briefly improved financially in Jakarta but relapsed into gambling and lost everything. Yet my mother still welcomed him back. Her forgiveness was something I didn’t fully understand until much later; at the time, my heart carried bitterness toward him.

When my father returned, it was also time for me to begin school. Unlike most children who started at six, I had never attended kindergarten or any form of early education. No one had the capacity to think about school in the years of chaos.

I was enrolled in a government-initiated school known as an SD Inpres, part of a national push under President Suharto to provide basic education across Indonesia.

But life took an unexpected turn. With no land or property left, my parents moved us eight kilometers away from the village, deep into the hills and farmland. We lived in a small hut without electricity, surrounded by fields, forests, and valleys. My father planted rice and corn; we raised chickens, goats, and cattle. My daily responsibilities included feeding the livestock, fetching grass, and helping in the fields—tasks far beyond what should be expected of a child.

Every morning, I walked one hour through hills and valleys to school. Sun, rain, mud—it didn’t matter. I never carried any money for food. I often returned home hungry and thirsty, but my mother was strict. I had to come home immediately after school. No playing with friends. No lingering. Life was survival.

Nine years passed like this. I completed elementary school and then junior high school, still walking long distances every day through the forest. By God’s grace alone, I finished both levels of schooling despite all the hardship.

Ages 16–19: A Glimpse of Hope

After junior high, I continued to the only public high school in the district. To my relief, I no longer had to walk; there were small public transportation vehicles available.

During this time, a new awareness grew in me:

“education was my only way out of poverty”.

I studied hard, driven by a deep desire to change my family’s fate. Yet emotionally, I carried the silent wounds of childhood—the inferiority, the insecurity, the unresolved bitterness toward my father. Though we lived under one roof again, our relationship was strained. Inside, I resented him for abandoning us. That bitterness shaped much of my character.

University Years: Leaving the Village Behind

After graduating high school, I made a bold decision: I would leave the village and pursue higher education, even without money. I believed—perhaps naïvely—there would be a way.

By the grace of God, I was accepted into a reputable public university in East Java to study physics. My university years were filled with struggle. I supported myself by giving private tutoring, surviving on very little. But God provided through scholarships, friends in Christian fellowship, and unexpected help.

I graduated in four years—something I still consider a miracle.

Working and Building a Family

My first job after graduation was at a private national bank. It wasn’t aligned with my background, and although I completed the banking training, I soon realized it wasn’t my calling. I resigned and became a lecturer—a decision that shaped the rest of my life.

God opened doors for me to pursue a master’s degree abroad, then a Ph.D. abroad. My academic career grew, and by His grace, I eventually became a full professor.

I married a woman of the same Karo heritage, and together we have been blessed with a son. Outwardly, life looked beautiful—far removed from the struggles of my childhood.

Spiritual Life and Health Before the Storm

Spiritually, my understanding of Christianity grew slowly. As a child, I knew nothing except that Christmas and Easter were celebrations. I had no Bible. I knew the name of Christ, but not the meaning of salvation.

It was during university years—far from home—that I personally met the Gospel. Senior



Personality: Seeds Planted Early



	I was anxious by nature

	Often worried about the future

	Easily insecure

	Highly responsible

	Dutiful

	Sensitive

	And deeply introspective




















