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​​​​Dedication
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To Jesus, the only One who truly fought for me when I stopped fighting for myself— You turned my ashes into artillery. I love You, Heavenly Father, and I am nothing without You. All praise, honour, and glory to You, Lord. In Jesus’ name, Amen

NKJV Psalm 146:5-7 "Happy is he who has the God of Jacob for his help, whose hope is in the Lord his God, who made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that is in them; who keeps truth forever, who executes justice for the oppressed, who gives food to the hungry."

A Note to the Reader

This book is more than a memoir - it is a lifeline. The pages ahead are raw with truth, not polished for comfort. You may feel the sting of conviction, the ache of recognition, or the hope of freedom rising in you. Every word has been written with one purpose: to pull you out of the fire and point you to the only One who can set you free. If you are in the grip of addiction, despair, or spiritual warfare, know this - you are not beyond redemption.
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To the ones who stood beside me, knelt with me, wept with me.

Sisters, nieces, family, and a friend or two-I carry your fingerprints into every breakthrough. To the broken, bruised, addicted, and deceived -This is not the end of your story.

For those still stuck in the pit, bleeding silently, praying for a way out -This is your escape rope.

To my dear friend Roy van Rooyen for being a forerunner and obedient in making this possible.

To my son, my blood, my legacy - May this testimony become your sword.

To my mother, whom God had chosen especially for this journey. The firefighter, 6ft wall ninja, pawpaw tree destroyer, loyal partner on the spiritual battlefield. The 40 years of praying, relentlessly God kept His promise. You got me walking with and talking to Jesus. Love you.

To my earthly father, as much as we used to clash heads, the values you passed down are suitably ingrained – Integrity, Loyalty, Family, and Silent Strength. Miss you.
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As the lead elder couple of “Archo Life Familie Kerk”, we have seen how our Lord and King Jesus Christ has set many free from captivity. 

Soul Survivor is an amazing testimony of the Lord’s mercy and everlasting love that the author experienced through many years. We had the privilege to minister to the author before he wrote his testimony, and we have seen how the Lord changed his life and set him free. 

This book is an exciting journey, which takes you through the rough and the beautiful in life. No pretense, just the sincerity of heart of true experiences in life, through the pen of a true soul survivor, who loves Jesus Christ, with all of his heart. 

As an excellent writer, the author will let you experience the survival of his soul, through the close-by presence of Jesus Christ, his Lord. A book that you will not be able to put down, unless you have finished reading it. 

Jacques and Luise Janse van Rensburg - Archo Life Familie Kerk Standerton

As elder couple of our church we got to know Rob as a passionate person, living his life focusing on God.

As a young child he had the experience of God’s presence, for a moment in time, becoming so intensely aware of the sensitivity, within his soul and a hunger for God and nothing could satisfy the void in his heart. After so many wrong choices he realised that the only choice he could make to change his life is to surrender to God. The compassion and mercy of God ignited his soul-his whole being. Now. His purpose and destiny to the glory of God started.

May you as reader of this book be inspired to seek earnestly the heart of God and find it.

André and Elsabe vd Berg - Archo Life Familie Kerk
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“He lifted me out of the slimy pit,
out of the mud and mire;
He set my feet on a rock
and gave me a firm place to stand.”
— Psalm 40:2 (NKJV)
“A beautiful destruction of a broken soul, shredded and ripped apart by betrayal, deceit, and deception. The shattered pieces laid out before Jesus, at His feet. He alone could pick them up and rebuild them into something new. A cornerstone upon an unshakable foundation, a miracle creation in God’s hands.” — Soul Survivor™

If you’re holding this book, you’ve probably tasted that bitter metallic tang—the flavour of despair that sticks to your teeth after betrayal, after addiction, after one too many nights crying into silence that never answers back.

Maybe you've stood where I stood: Hollow. 

Fractured. Spent.

A body walking. A spirit screaming.

I know what it’s like to be pulled limb by limb through lies, shame, addiction, and spiritual confusion until you can’t remember where the pain ends and your personality begins.

But I also know what it’s like to feel the violent mercy of God—
a hand not politely extended, but shoved into your grave to yank you out by force.
Because sometimes rescue doesn’t look like sunlight. It looks like blood, vomit, deliverance, and a soul gasping on the floor, whispering: “You still want me?”

Yes, He does.

This book is not a success story. It’s a resurrection file. It’s not “how I overcame” - it’s how I got overrun by grace.

It’s messy. It’s ugly. But it’s holy.

You won’t find perfection in these pages. What you will find is presence— God’s presence in crack houses, in holding cells, in bedrooms where demons wore perfume.

You’ll see addiction for what it really is: Not just a bad habit. A counterfeit god. And deliverance? It’s not a Sunday altar call. It’s war.

You are about to see what your life might look like—through mine.

If something in you is still searching, if the religion of your youth left you empty, if the “God talk” never reached your actual pit, then come closer.

We’re not journeying through a self-help guide. We’re storming hell with a torch in one hand and a sword in the other.

Not to survive. To reclaim.

You are loved. You are not crazy. You are not alone. And yes—you will make it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​Part One: The Fall

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​Chapter 1: A Hunger for Something Greater
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Sundays were theatre. Polished shoes. Hymnals cracked open like brittle bones. I sat between my parents, legs swinging under the pew, counting dust motes caught in stained-glass light. The sermons dissolved like ash on my tongue. Even at five, I knew this wasn’t it. Not the numbing ritual of stand-sit-kneel. I didn’t want religion. I wanted the raw, throbbing pulse of something alive. A God who’d grab me by the collar and shake the emptiness out.

The first time I felt Him, I was watering my mother’s plants. Late afternoon sun gilded the leaves as I hummed, dribbling water into dry soil. Then—a shiver. Not from cold, but like the air had opened. Goosebumps burst across my arms. Everything stilled. The hose sagged in my hand.

This. This was it.

Not the muted hymns or perfunctory amens. This was the More I’d sensed behind the curtain of the ordinary. I didn’t have words for it then—only hunger.

And that hunger sharpened when I realized I could feel too much. Other children sang "Rain, rain, go away." I whispered, "Pain, pain, go away." Emotions clung to me like wet wool: the neighbour’s grief when her dog died, the butcher’s son’s shame over his stutter. Worst were the silences—the ones behind my father’s eyes after work, a scream pressed behind his teeth.

I learned to shut it out. Until the girl on the wall.

I don’t remember her name. Just her laugh. We were two children walking a crumbling stone wall between our gardens, arms out for balance. She wobbled. I warned her. She reached for me. And then the world flipped.

I was impaled.

Later they’d say it was a miracle I survived. Hung by my red shorts, one leg flayed open from thigh to knee. White bone. Torn skin. No pain. Just my mother’s scream and the taste of blood and steel in my mouth.

The neighbour’s mom scaled the fence. My own mother, barefoot, leapt the wall like a soldier. What they found made them weep. My back scraped, my flesh shredded. A post an inch away from ending it all.

"God breathed extra wind that day," my mother whispered. Her hands trembled as she wrapped the wound. "He intervened."

I knew she was right. Something greater had stepped in. I didn’t just believe it. I felt it.

But when I couldn’t summon that presence again, I found a substitute.

Danger.

At seven, I built a ramp from our iron garden chairs and a plank. My BMX became a missile. My mother watched from the kitchen window, mouthing prayers I couldn’t hear.

I flew. I crashed. I bled.

Pain became proof of life.

Inside, she patched me up. Again.

“From this day forward,” she said, pressing gauze to my elbow, “I hand your life over to the Lord. There’s no stopping you otherwise.”

But adrenaline wasn’t the


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





