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			“I will be your God throughout your lifetime – until your hair is white with age.”

			~ Isaiah 46:4a
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			Foreword

			As a clinical psychologist who has worked in addiction treatment for over two decades, I have walked alongside countless individuals wrestling with the profound shame and isolation that often accompanies addiction. Over time, I have come to recognise that sustainable healing rarely comes from control, insight, or even willpower alone. Instead, it begins when a person surrenders the need to control and dares to receive what feels most risky – unconditional love and acceptance. In that sacred space of vulnerability, restoration becomes possible. Dignity resurfaces. Hope stirs. The sense of inherent worth, long hidden beneath shame, begins to awaken.

			And yet, many times in my work, I have encountered the limits of psychological constructs. Insight is not always enough. Behaviour change alone cannot reach the deeper fractures of the heart. There is a dimension to healing, often called the spiritual, that cannot be quantified or explained, but without which recovery feels incomplete. It is the part of the journey where words fall short, where the most important truths remain just beyond language. I often think of the quote (which I too can never quite recall exactly) about how the most important things are impossible to talk about, the second-most important are often misunderstood, and so we end up talking about the least important, like the weather.

			This book is an act of deep courage. The author does not flinch from his own story. He writes with brutal honesty, irreverent humour, and a kind of understanding that can only be born through pain. What he offers is not a manual for recovery, but an invitation – to face what is broken, to lay down the masks, to walk toward the One who never left us.

			He dares to name what so many are afraid to say aloud: that addiction is not a separate category of brokenness; it is simply the part of the human condition that refuses to be disguised. And in so doing, he shows how close all of us are to the edge, and how near God is, even there.

			Rather than offering easy answers, the author points us toward the mystery of Jesus. Not as a theological idea, but as a living presence who meets us in our contradictions, holds us in our unloveliness, and gently, relentlessly, draws us into a new way of being human. He strives to put words to things that are often left unspoken and misunderstood: the real cost of surrender, the complexity of shame, and the baffling grace of a God who rescues us not after we have cleaned up, but precisely when we are most undone.

			If you read this book with an open heart, it will likely challenge you, maybe even unsettle you. But it will also move you – not only to see addiction differently, but to see yourself differently. And perhaps most importantly, to see God differently. Not as a distant judge, but as a loving Father who steps into our chaos, who lifts us when we cannot stand, and who says, again and again, “You are mine.”

			This is not a book about being better. It is a book about being real. And it is for anyone who longs to live free, not in the absence of struggle, but in the presence of grace. The author’s voice is authentic and compassionate. He does not pretend to have arrived. Instead, he walks alongside us, pointing to the one true source of Life.

			~ Dr Wim Kuit, PhD (Clinical Psychologist)

		


		
			

			“What we perceive as different is often merely a difference of perception, rather than a difference of kind – like the water dripping from the leak in your roof and the rain that nourishes your fields, both drawn from the same cloud.”
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			Chapter 1

			Introduction

			I will be honest (always a good place to start for an addict) I started writing this book with the grandiose idea of developing a course that will ‘save addicts’ and make me famous and rich, all at the same time and all of it in a couple of weeks. The mother of all fixes! Which, when I realised what I was doing, made me laugh. As far as I have come, like all of us, there are still patterns in my mind that respond like an addict. And that’s okay!

			As I started writing and re-writing, giving up, re-writing, praying, thinking, hearing, running away, screaming my head off and then starting once again, I rediscovered a few things about myself. I don’t like struggling. Writing a book was going to be harder than I thought, and as much as I profess to choose obedience over ‘looking good’, I am still afraid of being laughed at and, being very honest here, that no one will buy my book and make me rich. Okay, yes, and famous, let’s not forget famous.

			It was round about this time that I became aware that the still, gentle voice inside me was, in fact, giggling. Not in an obnoxious, snorting kind of way, but in that mirthful-enjoyment-trying-hard-not-to-intrude kind of way that is so terribly infectious. God, as usual, when I storm in where angels fear to tread, had other plans. This was apparently not going to be a book about addiction, at least not the kind I had in mind.

			As I started compiling and organising more than 30 years’ worth of experiences, knowledge and understanding, the divide between addicts and so-called ‘healthy’ humans became smaller and smaller. I realised that all of us react out of the same fears and respond to those fears with the exact same brain states, looking for the exact same outcomes.

			It is only our response of choice which separates us, with one group selecting options acceptable to society and the other non-acceptable or ‘destructive’ options and some, most of us, picking from both. But even our different options are selected for the same reasons with the same outcomes. Fair to say that ‘addicts’ tend to get to the destructive consequences faster, but everyone gets there eventually.

			But even here, addicts ‘hit rock bottom’, while the hardworking and virtuous experience ‘burnout’—two experiences that, despite their labels, are one and the same.

			Put simply, some of us look good, some of us look okay, and some of us look horrendous. But we are exactly the same, we are good and bad for exactly the same reasons. Those church leaders you look up to? Same as you. The successful businessman with the perfect family? JUST LIKE YOU! The serial rapist?

			Yip, I know, not going to be a popular opinion. But hopefully I can help someone while I mourn the loss of the fortune and fame I never had. I guess one out of three is not so bad, especially when I consider the blessing my addiction has been to me. And yes, I mean that. I am really going to miss the money.

			But seriously, my addiction, just like every other struggle and more than just a few failures, from where I am standing now, has been an immense blessing. I wouldn’t change any of it if I could, and neither do I believe that there were other options. It was and is exactly what it was meant to be or else it would not have been.

			I realised that what society calls ‘addiction’ is just the outlier on a spectrum we can call ‘fallen humanity’. A spectrum ranging from looking almost perfect on one side, flowing through good, okay, not-okay, bad, terrible, Hitler and lastly, addicts, or that’s what it feels like to most addicts anyway.

			A spectrum that includes every single human, ever, bar one. But a spectrum, and this is really going to be unpopular, 
where the further away you are from ‘perfect’, the closer you are to the truth.

			When the Pharisees, those on the ‘almost perfect’ side of the spectrum, complained about Jesus spending time with the sinners and addicts of his day, Jesus answered them with, “It is not the healthy who need a doctor, but the sick. I have not come to call the righteous, but sinners.” (Mark 2:17 NIV) 

			That was what I was, no matter how hard I fought to be a Pharisee, to be safe behind the walls of my self-righteousness, my addiction kept escaping like an angry bull in a straw hut.

			Through the gift of my ‘unacceptable’ addiction, I have come to the amazing realisation that neither I nor this thing we 
call ‘life’ is what I thought it was. This gift gave me a clarity that people without an addiction struggle to achieve.

			Why? Because it never allowed me to create a ‘successful’ identity, a ‘I am this’ or ‘I am that’ – what I call my egoic-self that society approves of. And by ‘successful’ I mean a physically manifested self or identity that was able to consistently match society’s image of what a ‘good man’ is! I never looked like someone you would want to be, not up close in any case.

			I could not achieve the outward societal ideal that is the condition for obtaining the bread/money, social approval/attractiveness and respect/power we mistakenly believe is essential for survival. It’s a mouthful, I know.

			Simply put, it is hard for you or anyone else to believe that you are saved, or a good guy, while loading up on porn or cocaine or alcohol or food or rage and watching it blow your life apart.

			Societal rejection and, especially, self-rejection force you to question, to confront, and make it impossible to believe that you are okay! Especially when addicts like me are the embodiment of what people point at to prove that they are really, really ‘okay’. Because, at the very least, they are not that, not like us, not like me! I could never pray the self-righteous prayer of, “Thank you, God, that I am not like that man.” I was that man!

			But, my fellow stragglers, strugglers and desperadoes, whether you are addicted to a destructive substance or habit or to doing the right thing or exercise or success or ministry, whether you look good and feel bad, or simplified your life into a cohesive ‘bad’ unit, victim or victorious warrior, it all flows from the same place – the same fear, the need to avoid pain and death!

			It does not matter what your fix looks like, whether you position your egoic-self as a success or failure or, in my case, an utter disappointment. It makes no difference to God whether you are trying to please Him, ignore Him or wave the middle finger at Him. God, Eternal Life, cannot be earned or rejected. 

			And believe me, I have done all three, sometimes at the same time because, as you will discover, I am nothing if not an overachiever. Ultimately, while some of us focus on the good and some of us on the bad, we’re all acting out of the same brokenness, eating from the same tree! 

			None of us is pleasing Him, and yes, I mean that.

			Why this Book?

			The only constant in my life besides my addiction is my faith, or, perhaps more accurately, God’s hardheaded refusal to let me go. But for about 15 years, I wanted nothing to do 
with God, refused to talk about Him, and absolutely refused to engage with Him.

			What truly infuriated me about myself was that I would 
curse God in my rage. God, not the Easter bunny, not Darth Vader, but God, the one I refused to believe in but couldn’t stop being angry at.

			You see, traditional Christianity didn’t work for me; I needed God to take away my addiction. I begged God to give me a 
pure heart; to silence the derisive accusations ringing in my head every time I ministered to people.

			And I really, really struggled when people found healing and restoration through my ministry, both physical and emotional. Terrible, isn’t it, having the desire to see God working in others and yet resenting it because He wasn’t returning the favour.

			And I did the work, repented (what I thought was repentance), confessed publicly, submitted to leadership, prayed, fasted, studied Scripture, and did courses. Did it for years!

			Nothing, absolutely no let-up, not even a little bit. God and my addiction seemingly inextricably entwined through early ministry, my divorce at 25, my re-marriage at 27, until, at 30, my world blew apart.

			The tension between what I believed a Christian Life should look like and my addiction was enormous. The life I wanted, the life I believed was the right of every believer, stayed out of reach. Eventually, the shame of seeing the pain and destruction 
my addiction was causing for my wife, my business, and my sense of self, completely overwhelmed me.

			Raging at God for not keeping His promises, at the church for being powerless, I burned my Bibles, vowing never to serve, never to believe ever again.

			And I didn’t, until God decided to fetch me, His broken, petulant son. I didn’t leave the pigsty; I was met there. At the age of 45, the love of Him whom I had rejected broke through my anger and bitterness, and overwhelmed me. No promises, just a peace I could not understand, irrational, illogical.

			

			One moment carrying the world in the dark, wishing for death, the next walking on water towards Him who is my life, my hope, my beginning and my end. His presence, close, real, growing, life-giving, daring me to trust again.

			Scripture came alive – it felt as if I was reading it for the first time. Me, who used to consume it with the desperation of a drowning man clinging to driftwood. But for the first time, I read it not needing it to be anything other than what it was, not needing it to affirm my ‘self’.

			I had been moved from looking at God through Scripture interpreted by what my egoic-self needed God to be, to seeing Scripture through God. Scripture was no longer the source of my life, just the pointer to Him in whom I live and breathe, even while I was rejecting Him.

			And that is the reason for this book. I am not a theologian, although I am studying theology. I am not a psychologist, although I am studying psychology. I am just an ordinary 
human being overwhelmed by the presence of God, even as I am writing this.

			Perhaps the intensity of His presence is because of the extreme opposite so much of my life has been. The light is brightest in the dark, and that is what my ‘life experienced’ is without Him.

			I want you to know Him like I do, I want you to know, to feel His hand on your shoulder, to know that gentle presence 
that brings with it a peace that calms your storms. But it is not my gift to give. I cannot give you ‘God experienced’, only God can.

			

			What I can give you is my journey, to share my struggle with you. Share about the cross I had to put down and the cross I had to take up, the me I had to lose and the me I found.

			And if the idea of something more to do sounds exhausting, like just something else for you to fail at, I will make you a promise, that is not what my story is about. All I ask is a willingness to look at things from a different perspective.

			Some of the things I am going to share with you will challenge you and make you feel anxious. Your brain will find a hundred and one reasons why I am wrong, and that’s okay. If that is what it takes, you have my permission to read this to prove what an idiot I am. As you will discover, that’s exactly what I did and well, “here we are” as Sheldon Jnr used to say.

			So, if you are desperate, if you are tired, if you have lost hope, if you are afraid, or unsure about who you are, this book is for you. If you feel like a failure, feel like you are beyond salvation, feel lost and rejected by God and His church, judged and condemned, then this is for you.

			It is my hope that in this book you will discover a Jesus, a Life that doesn’t require you to change, be better, or get with the programme. A Life of joy and peace that flies in the face of everything this world tells us we should, must, ought to be.

			If your boat, your life, is sinking, if you have given everything only to find yourself right back where you started… give up, stop trying to fix what was never meant to be fixed and join me on the water.

			

			For you are the few who have been blessed with a deep 
truth, you have been brought to this day, and so I speak this promise over you:

			“And the day came when the pain of remaining safe in a bud was more 
than the pain it took to blossom.”

			(Revised from Anaïs Nin)

			And with that, I commend this book and you to the Holy 
Spirit, to Him who is infinitely more able, willing and wanting to bestow on you the gift of true Life. May this book help 
you enter the Kingdom so that, in turn, the Kingdom can come home in you.

		


		
			

			It is often in the darkness we fear that we 
discover the light we need.
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