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  Introduction


Three decades ago, at a quaint church in South Africa, I dedicated my life to the Lord Jesus during a beautiful wedding ceremony on a sunny Saturday afternoon. When the pastor called me to the altar that day, I felt a gentle stirring within my heart—as though Heaven itself was inviting me closer. I made a lifelong commitment to the Lord Jesus, unaware that this simple act of obedience would mark the beginning of an extraordinary spiritual journey. 
I was baptized shortly after, filled with an eagerness I could barely contain. I desired to deepen my relationship with God, comprehend His Word, and follow the teachings that had impacted me that day. The peace that enveloped me after that ceremony was unparalleled, unlike any sensation I had ever encountered. It was like a bright divine light entering my soul, removing all uncertainties and filling me with peaceful assurance. I was captivated by the promise of God’s love—by the thought that the Creator of the universe would desire a personal relationship with me.
Nevertheless, I could not have known then that my life was about to undergo a divine transformation that would shape everything about who I am today.
Following my baptism, I began to experience profound and unexplainable supernatural phenomena—visions and the unmistakable voice of God. These encounters awakened something within me; my spiritual eyes were opened to see beyond the visible world, revealing dimensions of reality I had never known existed. I could sense the presence of God and perceive moments in the spiritual realm that stirred both awe and reverent fear within me.
During one of these divine encounters, I distinctly heard the Lord call my name. My heart trembled—not in terror, but in holy reverence—like the quiet trembling of a leaf in the wind of His presence. I remember whispering back through tears, much like the prophet Samuel: “Here I am.” (1 Samuel 3:4)
In that sacred moment, I knew my life would never be the same. The air around me seemed to still, as if heaven itself bore witness to what was unfolding. A holy weight settled over my spirit—gentle yet undeniable—and I sensed that eternity had just brushed against time. The Lord revealed that I was being called into prophetic ministry. The revelation both humbled and unsettled me. How could someone so new to faith, still learning to pray and understand Scripture, be chosen for something so sacred?
I was still a new believer—learning the language of grace, marveling at salvation, and discovering the gentle rhythms of faith. Yet even then, in His sovereignty, God was drawing me into deeper waters. I remember feeling both fear and wonder intertwine within me: fear of the unknown path ahead and wonder at the thought that the Creator of the universe had spoken my name.
In that instant, I knew that nothing about my life would remain ordinary. My dreams, my ambitions, and even my understanding of purpose began to shift. I sensed that I would never again be able to walk casually through life; everything would now carry eternal weight and divine meaning. Although the world remained the same, I sensed a permanent change within myself.
As I look back now, I realize that moment at the altar was not merely a commitment—it was an enrollment into the School of God’s Wisdom. My Teacher had already begun the first lesson: learning to hear His voice and trust His leading, even when I didn’t yet understand His ways. It was the beginning of a lifelong education in faith—one that would test my obedience, stretch my understanding, and transform my heart for His glory.
At the beginning of my journey with the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob in South Africa, I knew very little about the prophetic books of the Bible. I had no idea that prophets once walked the earth, let alone imagined that I might become one. My heart was focused on earthly ambitions—dreams that could be measured by human standards, not by divine purpose. I turned to God for one reason only: a wedding ceremony that moved me deeply.
On that bright and joyful day, I witnessed the sacred beauty of love, the holiness of covenant, and the peace that filled the hearts of two people united before God. The pastor's sermon asserted that only the living God, revealed through Jesus Christ, could embody such love and sanctity. Those words pierced through my heart like sunlight through the clouds. Something within me awakened—a longing for purity, for purpose, for a love that could never fade. That day marked the quiet beginning of my divine pursuit. My heart opened wide, and I began to seek Him earnestly, unaware that I was stepping onto a path that would forever change the course of my life.
When the supernatural experiences began—visions, divine impressions, and the unmistakable voice of God calling my name—I obeyed as best I could. I was untrained, but I recognized His voice. I trembled in awe and uncertainty when the Lord revealed that He was calling me into prophetic ministry. Still, I followed His leading, taking each step by faith. He directed me to study the lives of the prophets.
When God first instructed me, over three decades ago, to study the prophets, I was a new believer with very little understanding of Scripture. I couldn’t grasp why I was being directed to the Old Testament. Why study people who lived thousands of years ago? I wondered. What relevance could their struggles or miracles possibly have for someone living in the modern world? I reasoned that they had already accomplished their great works—miracles performed, nations warned, and prophecies fulfilled. Surely, I thought, their season had ended.
My confusion deepened when church leaders insisted that God no longer speaks through prophets—that the prophetic voice had gone silent since the completion of the Bible. Their words unsettled me. They did not align with what I was experiencing in my spirit. How could the living God, who whispered to me in prayer and vision, suddenly be silent? The disconnect left me wrestling with doubt. There were moments I even questioned whether God had grown weary of humanity—whether He had withdrawn from His creation and left us to navigate life without His voice.
But my encounters were undeniably real. A higher power—my Lord and Creator—was speaking to me, guiding me, and urging me toward greater understanding. That sacred tension between wonder and uncertainty drove me back to Scripture—back to the prophets and deeper into prayer. Through my continued training in the School of God’s Wisdom, I gradually began to understand that revisiting their stories was never about idolizing them, but about identifying with them.
In their triumphs, I saw the beauty of obedience rewarded; in their failures, I recognized my moments of weakness—and the mercy that followed. When Elijah battled fear, I saw my trembling heart learning to trust again. When Jeremiah wept, I saw how a broken heart can still be a vessel of God’s compassion. When Moses stood between God and the people, I learned the sacred balance between authority and humility—to lead by listening first and to depend wholly on the One who calls.
Their journeys became mirrors reflecting my own—reminders that God refines, restores, and redeems those He calls. Their doubts and faith, their struggles and victories, were written for our instruction, that through their example we might learn endurance, humility, and unwavering hope (Romans 15:4).
Today, I understand deeply that these ancient prophets are not distant historical figures; they are living templates of divine formation—patterns of how God shapes His messengers before entrusting them with His truth. Through their lives, I discovered the rhythm of His training: how He calls, examines, humbles, and equips those who are willing to listen. By immersing myself in their stories, I realized that the same God who spoke to them still speaks today. His voice has not fallen silent. It continues to echo across time, calling out to hearts willing to listen, learn, and walk in obedience.
In the midst of my growing confusion, God spoke again—this time revealing that I would move to the United States and continue serving Him there. He directed me to fully dedicate myself to His service and set myself apart for His purpose upon my arrival. At that time, I had little understanding of what “consecration” truly meant. To me, it sounded like another mysterious spiritual directive—something I would decipher in due season. Only years later did I come to understand that consecration is total surrender—being set apart for God’s purpose alone. That revelation signaled the commencement of a novel phase of transformation in my spiritual journey with the Lord.
What had begun as a search for love slowly evolved into a lifelong pursuit of divine purpose and intimacy with the One who had called me. Through every season—obedience, failure, correction, and renewal—I began to realize that God’s greatest work was not what He did through me, but what He was doing within me.
Amid the encounters with the Lord, He told me I will move to the United States of America. The thought of moving to the United States filled me with anticipation. To my eyes, it represented opportunity, freedom, and a fresh beginning—a land where dreams could flourish and hope could be restored. I envisioned a place of stability and peace after years of hardship and spiritual testing. Yet, in God’s plan, the United States was never meant to be a refuge; it was to be a refiner’s fire—a divine classroom where His purposes for my life would unfold.
However, akin to the prophet Jonah, who absconded from his divine mandate (Jonah 1:3), I strayed from the purposeful path and pursued my personal desires. I longed for simplicity—for a quiet, manageable faith free from the weight of prophetic responsibility. I convinced myself that I could serve God on my terms—faithful, but in moderation; devoted, but from a comfortable distance. Beneath that reasoning was fear—fear of being misunderstood, rejected, or isolated because of my calling.
Seventeen years passed in what I now call my spiritual wilderness. They were difficult seasons characterized by storms that revealed the flaws in my independence. They were years of rebellion and self-reliance. But those storms were not sent to destroy me; they were acts of divine mercy designed to redirect me. They dismantled everything I had built in my strength and brought me back to my knees before the One who had called me in the beginning.
There, amid tears of repentance, I surrendered fully to the Lord’s will. I returned to Scripture, reading the prophetic books with fresh eyes and a teachable heart. What once felt like duty became a pilgrimage of rediscovery—a journey into the very heart of God. I began to see what the prophets had seen: that calling carries a cost, that obedience is forged in fire, and that intimacy with God is often born in seasons of isolation.
Through that process, I began to understand that every detour, every storm, and every delay had been part of God’s divine preparation. He had never abandoned me; He had been training me. What I once perceived as punishment was, in truth, His mercy—a holy chiseling that molded my spirit, deepened my understanding, and aligned me with His purpose. The wilderness I tried to escape became the very soil where my faith took root. I learned that true freedom is not found in independence, but in surrender to the will of God.
Reading the books of the prophets marked the beginning of a new and transformative chapter in my life—a journey that ultimately led me to write this second book. As I immersed myself in their writings, the Lord spoke again with unmistakable clarity and purpose. His instruction was simple, yet deeply profound: study the lives and missions of five extraordinary individuals in the Bible—each uniquely chosen and divinely trained for their sacred calling.
Among them were Moses, Elijah, and John the Baptist—men whose obedience, trials, and divine encounters not only shaped history but revealed the depth of God’s wisdom in those who yield to Him. As I obeyed and began to study these chosen servants, a profound realization unfolded: each of them had attended what I had come to understand as the School of God’s Wisdom—a divine training ground unlike anything the world could ever offer. Before they stood before kings or nations, God Himself first tested, refined, and instructed them. Their wilderness became their classroom, their hardships their lessons, and their obedience the doorway through which destiny was fulfilled, shaping them into vessels of divine purpose.
As I delved deeper into their stories, I began to hear echoes of my journey within theirs. The puzzle pieces of my past—my calling, rebellion, storms, and restoration—began to align. I saw that I, too, had been enrolled in the same divine institution. Every trial I endured, every silence I faced, and every tear I shed was a lesson in the curriculum of divine preparation. What had once seemed like failure was, in truth, God’s shaping hand, molding me into the vessel He intended me to be.
Moses’ prophetic ministry intrigued me deeply because I discovered something that forever changed how I understood calling and purpose: prophecy was not his primary assignment, though it became an inseparable part of his divine mission. I will explain this distinction more fully later, but that realization opened my eyes to a profound truth—not all the individuals God instructed me to study were prophets by title, yet each operated under prophetic grace through obedience and intimacy with God.
Moses' story has always been the one that interested me the most. As I continued to read his account, I began to perceive it as a reflection of my own life. His doubts, his questions, his wrestling with identity, and his eventual surrender to God—all of it felt familiar. Each time I revisited his story, new layers of understanding unfolded, and I began to see my journey reflected in his wilderness, his hesitations, and his victories. It felt like God had mirrored my journey in his story, ready for me to uncover when the time was right.
This book was born from that divine revelation—a sacred blend of study, revelation, and lived experience. Through my education in the School of God’s Wisdom, I learned that the figures of Scripture were earthly beings with weaknesses and human emotions. They were human beings who experienced fear, frustration, loneliness, and even failure. Yet, it was through those very weaknesses that God revealed His strength and faithfulness. What set them apart was not perfection, but surrender—their willingness to trust God in hardship and to be transformed through obedience.
Today, I can boldly testify that I, too, have been trained in the School of God’s Wisdom. My journey has been one of correction and revelation, of fire and transformation. Though I do not compare myself to these extraordinary servants of God—whom I often call the elites—I recognize the unmistakable parallels between their preparation and mine. Each of them endured challenges uniquely designed to refine their calling; likewise, I have walked through seasons shaped to prepare me for mine.
At times, my spiritual path felt like that of a detective—piecing together divine clues, gathering fragments of revelation, and tracing patterns of God’s wisdom across Scripture and life. At other times, I felt like an investigative journalist, faithfully documenting testimonies from experience and revelation, reporting what Heaven revealed. I now understand that none of such experience was accidental; it was intentional. God’s training placed me in circumstances parallel to those I studied—not so I could merely understand their experiences intellectually, but so I could live them, feel them, and be transformed by them.
That revelation gave meaning to every hardship, silence, and test I endured. None of it was wasted. What once seemed like delay or chaos was, in truth, divine instruction in disguise. Just as God trained Moses in the desert, He was also training me in the wilderness of my faith. He led me through difficult times to gain wisdom and compassion, not just for my growth but also to help others on a similar journey of divine preparation.
This is why I write this series of books—to testify of the process behind every divine calling. Each book reveals a distinct facet of God’s instruction, showing that before God appoints, He prepares; before He sends, He sanctifies; and before He reveals, He refines. These are not merely ancient accounts of prophets and leaders—they are living testimonies of how God still molds His chosen vessels today, shaping imperfect people into instruments of His eternal purpose.
This second book, Moses: The Great Negotiator, is written as a spiritual guide for all who find themselves enrolled in the School of God’s Wisdom. It parallels the life of Moses—not by revisiting the historical details already explored by scholars and theologians. Instead, it uncovers the spiritual patterns of growth, testing, and transformation revealed through his life and through mine. My intent is not to repeat Scripture word for word, but to explore how its timeless truths—especially those found in Moses’ journey—have become interwoven with my walk with God, shaping my understanding of obedience, surrender, and faith.
The apostle Paul teaches us that the Scriptures were written to give us endurance and hope (Romans 15:4). These lessons were never meant to remain sealed within private journals or hidden in the chambers of my heart. They were meant to be shared—to bring light, wisdom, and encouragement to others walking their path of divine formation.
However, sharing them was not easy. When God first commanded me to write, fear gripped my heart. The magnitude of the revelations felt too enormous to carry, much less to communicate. After completing my first two books, I resisted the urge to make them known. I wanted to remain hidden—safe from criticism, protected from misunderstanding. The memory of once being labeled a troublemaker still echoed in my spirit, and I often wondered, “If I speak again, will obedience to God’s voice bring controversy once more?”
In my struggle, I sought compromise. I wrote a short narrative summarizing my revelations, concealing my identity, hoping that would be enough—that anonymity could coexist with obedience. But God, in His loving persistence, is not satisfied with partial surrender. After several years of remaining in the shadows, He spoke again—this time clearly, firmly, and unmistakably—commanding me to come out of hiding and step into the light.
Now, with humility and renewed courage, I present this revised edition of my work. It includes not only the original revelations but also the new insights gained through my continued training in the School of God’s Wisdom. These reflections were birthed through seasons of silence, refinement, and grace. They are offered not as conclusions, but as living lessons—evidence that divine guidance is an ongoing, evolving journey.
As you engage with these pages, may you sense the gentle yet powerful presence of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob leading you along your own transformative path, guiding you to a more profound understanding of His wisdom and love. May these words ignite a burning desire for truth, a deep longing for intimacy with Him, and a renewed courage to heed God’s voice—even when obedience requires sacrificial trust and unwavering faith.
Let this book be both a reflective mirror—revealing where you are on your spiritual journey—and a guiding map—showing where God is inviting you next in your walk with Him. Take this transformative journey slowly and prayerfully, allowing each revelation to deepen your understanding and strengthen your faith. Let it strengthen your endurance, deepen your faith, and remind you that the same God who trained Moses still trains His children today.
Call to action: Before you turn the page, take a moment to pause and reflect on the insights and revelations you have encountered. Ask the Lord, “What lesson are You teaching me in this season, and what step of obedience are You waiting for me to take?” Take a moment to reflect and write down your thoughts and feelings in response.






  
  Part One: The Call


The Divine Call: Initiation into Purpose is a reflection on the profound experience of being called by God, exploring the transformative journey of surrender, preparation, and obedience in response to a divine assignment.
The call is as gentle as a breeze in a quiet forest, causing everything within you to grow still and making God’s voice unmistakably clear. It may not always be loud like thunder—sometimes it's a quiet conviction, a gentle whisper in the night, a deep stirring in the soul, or an undeniable awareness of God inviting you into something greater than yourself. In that moment, time seems to pause, and you sense that life as you know it is shifting.
You feel a blend of awe and anticipation, like standing at the edge of something vast and holy. The call awakens a profound realization that you, specifically, have been personally chosen by God for a unique divine assignment—a mission crafted specifically for your life. It marks the beginning of a sacred journey where God leads, teaches, and transforms you for the divine assignment He has already prepared.
The Courage of Surrender delves into the challenges and growth that come with responding to God's call, highlighting the courage and strength required in surrendering to His will.
When God calls, He rarely reveals the entire path ahead. Instead, He shows the first step and whispers, “Trust Me for the rest.” It is here that faith becomes more than belief—it becomes action. Responding to God’s call requires both courage and surrender, similar to a recruit undergoing training for an elite unit. Just as soldiers are tested in endurance and discipline, God’s chosen are refined through seasons of trial and transformation.
This is where surrender meets strength. God uses life’s unexpected twists and turns—its delays, disappointments, and difficulties—to strengthen your spiritual resilience. Every challenge serves as a tool for preparation. Every closed door becomes a classroom for obedience. The call is not only a moment of excitement; it is an initiation into divine refinement—the training ground where your faith is tested, your patience deepened, and your heart aligned with His will.
True courage is not the absence of fear, but the decision to move forward despite it, trusting that God is already waiting in the place to which He calls you.
In conclusion, Preparedness and Obedience emphasize the importance of readiness and obedience in fulfilling God's purpose, highlighting the transformative journey of preparation and the significance of responding to His call with faith and perseverance.
God’s call is not about reaching perfection; it is about being prepared to answer. It demands a willing spirit and total obedience, even when the destination is hidden. This season of preparation is designed to teach reliance, faith, and resilience in response to the divine call. Though the path may be uncertain, rest assured that His presence is constant.
Every act of obedience—no matter how small—serves as a crucial building block in the foundation of your purpose. God does not waste your waiting; He uses it to shape the vessel before filling it. When you surrender your plan for His promise, He equips you with wisdom, endurance, and humility, preparing you for the assignment ahead.
Stand ready, listen for His whisper, and trust the process ahead. Those who respond to the divine call with faith and perseverance will discover that a summons transforms into a sacred partnership—the Creator working through a willing heart to fulfill an eternal purpose.
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Chapter 1
The Call from God — Freedom Negotiator

Born Under a Decree


Scripture notes: Exodus 1–3; 5; 7–17; 19; 34:28; Deuteronomy 4:13; 5:1; 10:4; Numbers 14:34.
In ancient Egypt, the Nile River nourished one of the most powerful empires the world had ever known. Its monuments reached the sky, its armies conquered nations, and people worshipped its pharaohs as gods. Yet beneath this splendor, oppression festered. Among the empire’s countless laborers were the Hebrews—descendants of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob—once honored guests in Egypt during Joseph’s time, now reduced to slaves. A new pharaoh arose, one who “did not know Joseph” and felt threatened by the growing strength and number of Israel’s people (Exod. 1:8–10). 
Pharaoh came up with a cruel plan to maintain his position of power because of pride and fear. He enslaved the Hebrews, forcing them into relentless labor, and ordered that every Hebrew boy be cast into the Nile (Exod. 1:11, 22). The river that sustained Egypt became an instrument of death. Generation after generation cried out beneath the weight of chains, their songs of praise replaced by the groans of bondage.
Yet even in the shadows of despair, faith refused to die. Whispers of ancient promises stirred among the Hebrew tents—prophecies that God would not abandon His people, that a deliverer would rise to break the yoke of oppression. Hope smoldered in the hearts of those who still believed in the covenant-keeping God of their fathers. And in that atmosphere of fear and faith intertwined, a Hebrew child was born—a child destined to change the course of history.
Jochebed, a courageous Hebrew mother, saw something extraordinary in her newborn son—something that went beyond physical beauty. Scripture says she “saw that he was a fine child” (Exod. 2:2), but what she truly perceived was destiny. In his eyes, she glimpsed purpose; in his cry, she heard the echo of a generation’s deliverance. Even though she was in an oppressive and fearful environment, something in her spirit sensed that this child had a divine mission. That recognition ignited her faith and gave her courage to defy Pharaoh’s decree.
For three months she hid him, cradling both her child and her hope. When concealment was no longer possible, she wove a basket with trembling hands, sealing it with tar and tears. Placing her baby among the reeds of the Nile was not an act of resignation—it was an act of radical trust. She released what she could no longer control into the hands of the God who sees and delivers (Exod. 2:1–3).
Then came an unfolding of divine providence: Jochebed discovered the basket and, moved with compassion, drew the child from the water. She named him Moses, meaning “drawn out,” unaware that God would one day use him to draw out an entire nation from slavery (Exod. 2:5–10). In a quiet miracle of grace, Moses’ sister Miriam stepped forward with wisdom beyond her years and arranged for their mother Jochebed to nurse him, ensuring his well-being and preserving the family bond. Jochebed was not only reunited with her son but even compensated for caring for him (Exod. 2:7–9). From the very beginning, survival was born from the partnership of faith and discernment—human courage guided by divine wisdom.
Nurtured in the opulence of Pharaoh’s palace, Moses adeptly acquired fluency in Egypt’s language, profound knowledge of its culture, and strategic prowess. Yet no luxury could silence the cries of his people, who echoed in his heart. When he saw an Egyptian beating a Hebrew slave, something inside him broke. He intervened—and killed the Egyptian (Exod. 2:11–12).
The act was soon discovered. Branded a murderer and hunted by Pharaoh, Moses fled Egypt. The apparent exile transformed into God's sacred classroom—a vast wilderness where Moses learned humility, profound silence, and soulful preparation, shaping his character and preparing him for his divine mission. In the desert of Midian, among simple shepherds, Moses learned the lessons of listening, waiting, and unlearning everything the palace had taught him (Exod. 2:16–22).
After many years, while he was shepherding near Horeb, Moses had a profound encounter with God, who called him by name. A bush burned but was not consumed; a voice spoke but did not fade. “Moses, Moses.” “Here I am.” With his sandals removed and his heart laid bare, Moses received his divine commission: return to Egypt, confront Pharaoh, and lead God’s people into freedom and worship (Exod. 3:1–10). During that sacred moment, Moses unearthed the profound truth that a calling transcends power and status—it entails yielding to a purpose that surpasses personal aspirations.
He returned to Egypt, not as a prince, but as a messenger of the Most High: “Thus says the Lord… let My people go” (Exod. 5:1). Pharaoh’s pride met God’s patience in a battle of wills that revealed the true source of authority. Through a series of increasing punishments, God destroyed Egypt’s idols and revealed the hollowness of its power (Exod. 7–10). Each challenge became a learning opportunity, teaching Moses the skills of divine negotiation—such as listening before speaking, acting with courage, and trusting that deliverance is in God's hands alone.
Finally, divine judgment descended. The firstborn of Egypt met their demise, leaving Pharaoh shattered and exhausted, leading to the liberation of Israel from their enslavement. What began as a confrontation ended as a divine revelation: God alone redeems, and His timing is perfect.
As the people marched out beneath the desert stars, Moses had graduated from Egypt’s palaces to God’s School of Wisdom. The splendor of royal courts and the strategies of empire had taught him how to lead armies and speak before kings, but those lessons could not prepare him for the classroom of the wilderness. Egypt had shaped his intellect, but now God would shape his spirit.
The wilderness was not a detour—it was divine design. In that vast and barren place, stripped of luxury, applause, and control, Moses began to unlearn the habits of self-reliance that Egypt had engraved upon him. He discovered that God frequently writes his most important lessons in a place of silence and dust. Every trial, every cry of the people, and every moment of thirst and hunger became a divine lecture in trust.
There, Moses learned that leadership is not about command but about communion. He learned to listen, follow, and rely on God more than himself. The same man who once stood in Pharaoh’s marble halls now stood barefoot before a holy God in the sand—no longer a prince of Egypt, but a servant of the Almighty. In this wilderness classroom, Moses went from being a deliverer by title to being a shepherd by heart. This shows that God makes a student before He sends a leader.
Like Moses, we often hear God's call in the quiet moments of our lives, amidst the fading known and the emerging unknown. The call rarely arrives with full instructions; it begins with a whisper that disrupts our comfort and awakens our purpose. We, too, are led into seasons of wilderness—times when God strips away self-reliance and teaches us to trust His timing. In those hidden places, the lessons deepen. When illuminated by divine purpose, the burning bush symbolizes our heart. And just as Moses learned that deliverance belonged to the Lord, we learn that true freedom is found not in control, but in surrender. Thus, the wilderness serves not as a realm of postponement but of deliberate craftsmanship—a divine educational arena where leaders are molded, faith is honed, and wisdom finds fertile ground.
These events marked the commencement of Moses’ education in the School of God’s Wisdom—a sacred training ground where intellect yielded to intimacy, and human strength gave way to divine dependence. In Pharaoh’s palace, Moses had learned the ways of power, persuasion, and protocol. He had studied the art of leadership among scholars, generals, and kings. However, in God’s wilderness classroom, the lessons were of a different kind. His soul would be purified there by solitude, hardship, and divine experience.
The wilderness stripped Moses of worldly titles and self-sufficiency, reducing him to the essentials of faith and obedience. Away from the applause of courts and the comfort of privilege, he learned the language of stillness—the sound of God’s voice in silence, the strength of surrender in weakness, and the wisdom that comes only through waiting. Each hardship became a test of endurance; each provision, a reminder of divine faithfulness.
Through long days of shepherding and lonely nights under desert stars, Moses discovered that true leadership begins not with command but with communion. The wilderness taught him to rely on God’s timing, to listen before acting, and to lead as one who first follows. It was there, among sheep and sand, that the prince became a prophet—the man of intellect transformed into a man of spirit, shaped not by empire, but by encounter.
God’s teachings are not written with ink but are woven into the very fabric of our experiences—threads of joy and sorrow, triumph and trial, discipline and grace. Every challenge becomes a classroom where faith is tested, every examination reveals what the heart has truly learned, and every victory affirms that no lesson is ever wasted. Through difficulties, we learn perseverance; through testing, we gain discernment; and through triumph, we recognize the hand of God guiding us all along. Together, these moments form a living tapestry of divine wisdom—one that reminds us that God is not merely teaching us lessons but shaping us into lessons for others to read.
In this sacred classroom, silence becomes instruction, obedience becomes the textbook, and surrender becomes the final exam. In silence, God teaches us to listen beyond words—to hear His direction in the stillness where distractions fade and our dependence on Him deepens. Obedience, then, becomes the daily lesson plan—each act of faith, whether small or enormous, shaping our spiritual discipline and aligning our will with His. And surrender—the hardest of all lessons—is the final test, where we release our grip on control and allow God to lead us through uncertainty into purpose.
Moses’ journey vividly illustrates this process. In the wilderness, he learned that divine training seldom occurs in comfort; it unfolds in solitude and scarcity, where the only resource left is faith. There, his heart was tested by silence as he waited for God's timing, by obedience as he led a people who were unsure, and by surrender as he gave up his plans for God's greater purpose. It is during those quiet intervals between commitment and fulfillment that the heart is molded—refined in humility, strengthened in trust, and prepared to walk the path it was ordained to take.
Just as Moses was shaped in the wilderness, so too are we shaped in the quiet and unseen places of life. The seasons that feel empty or uncertain are often the very classrooms where God is doing His deepest work within us. When prayers seem to linger unanswered and the road ahead feels unclear, remember—this is where faith graduates from words to reality. Silence, obedience, and surrender are not signs of God’s absence but evidence of His active teaching.
So, if you find yourself in a wilderness season, take heart. You have not been abandoned—you have been enrolled. Each moment of waiting is a lesson in trust, each act of obedience a step toward transformation, and each surrender an offering that draws you closer to the heart of the Teacher. For in the school of God’s wisdom, no experience is wasted, and no student is overlooked.
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Chapter 2
The Call—Growing Up

A Memoir of Faith, Pain, and the Hand of Providence


Scripture notes: “Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart.”
— Jeremiah 1:5
Icannot compare my beginnings to those of the prophet Moses—the Hebrew child born in ancient Egypt during one of the darkest times in his people’s history. The ruler of Egypt, known as Pharaoh, had grown fearful that the Hebrew population was becoming too large and powerful. To keep control, he issued a terrible order: every baby boy born to the Hebrews was to be Although my beginnings were not extraordinary, they were marked by struggle. through his mother placing him in a basket on the Nile River and Pharaoh's daughter finding and adopting him. He grew up in the very palace that had sought to end his life—a powerful reminder that God’s protection can turn even the most threatening circumstances into the foundation of His purpose. 
Despite the fact that Moses and I were born in different centuries, our beginnings are strikingly similar—stories of danger, survival, and God's silent mercy. Reflecting on his story reminds me of how far humanity has come and stirs in me a prayer: that no child, no community, and no generation should ever again live under the shadow of fear or the threat of extinction.
Even though my beginnings were far from extraordinary, struggle still shaped them. For example, recount a specific incident that showcases the pain, a moment of confusion, and a time when you displayed unwavering endurance. Here, I offer a glimpse into the first twenty years of my life—not to dwell on the sorrow, but to illustrate how the same God who saved Moses in the reeds of the Nile also protected me through the trials of my youth. The result is the story of how a soul, battered but unbroken, was quietly being prepared for a divine call waiting in the shadows.
Before purpose ever whispered my name, I had to learn the value of resilience and perseverance. Every environment I entered, every culture I inherited, became a part of my shaping—a preparation I could not yet perceive.
I was born and raised in Brazzaville, the political capital of the Republic of Congo, a nation in Central Africa known for its ten states, evenly split between the north and south regions. Brazzaville rests in the southern state of Pool, a land rich in heritage yet often caught in the crosscurrents of history and conflict. My mother was a member of the Lari tribe, while my father hailed from the Mikenge tribe in Bouenza, alongside communities such as Babembe, Badondo, and Bakamba. These lands, though distinct, shared a common rhythm—a blend of tradition, faith, and resilience that quietly shaped the fabric of my early life.
I was born to a teenage mother and a twenty-year-old father. They never married but briefly lived together before separating. By age three, both parents had moved on, and I already had half-siblings from both sides of the family.
Their relationship faced challenges from the beginning, including immaturity, societal expectations, and the pressure of tribal traditions. My mother's Lari heritage served as a barrier between two worlds that refused to converge. In my father’s community, the Mikenge tribe, cultural traditions emphasized lineage purity as a mark of honor and continuity. Marriage outside the tribe, especially to a Lari individual, was considered a violation of ancestral traditions and a break in the lineage's continuity. My father’s choice to love my mother was, in their eyes, an act of rebellion.
My paternal grandmother, a proud and deeply traditional woman, felt this breach most acutely. For her, lineage was sacred—a thread connecting the living to generations past. To see her eldest son defy that tradition wounded her pride and unsettled her sense of order. In her eyes, I became the embodiment of that defiance—a grandchild “tainted” with fifty percent Lari blood. As the firstborn grandchild, I should have been a source of joy for her; instead, I became a source of shame.
The Mikenge tribe upheld deeply conservative principles and placed immense importance on preserving their lineage through strict adherence to tribal customs and traditions. My father, as the eldest son, was expected to honor that heritage by marrying within the tribe. Instead, he chose my mother—a choice that branded him as defiant and left me bearing the consequences. Growing up among the Mikenge and Babembe, I learned early how deeply tribal prejudice could run and how silently it could wound.
I remember one visit to my grandmother’s village when I was about six. The house buzzed with laughter as my cousins and half-siblings ran to greet her. She hugged them tightly and gave them kisses and candy. When it was my turn, she glanced at me briefly and turned away, as if my presence had unsettled the air. I stood there, clutching the small gift I had brought for her—a beaded bracelet I had made with my tiny hands—hoping she would see me, just once. But she didn’t. That quiet dismissal spoke louder than any insult ever could.
From that moment, I carried an unwanted label—a lasting stigma that haunted me in every place I went. My grandmother’s rejection wasn’t loud; it was colder than silence. During every visit, her affection overflowed toward my half-siblings while I stood at a distance, invisible in plain sight. I learned early that rejection within a family can carve deep, invisible wounds and that sometimes the absence of love hurts more than hatred ever could.
Ironically, my father never adhered to the tribal expectation of marrying within his people. Every woman who came after my mother came from her homeland, the Pool state—different tribes, yes, but the same soil. It was as though fate kept reminding him of the very connection his family had tried so hard to erase.
Among the Lari, I often heard whispers of identity and destiny. They referred to themselves as the “Jews of Congo,” a people misunderstood, scattered, yet chosen. To be Lari was to carry both pride and prejudice—an inheritance of resilience and quiet strength. The Lari community is known for their warmth, openness, and resourcefulness, yet their generous nature is sometimes misinterpreted as a sign of vulnerability. Their exact origins remain uncertain; some say they migrated from other regions and forged their identity in the crucible of adversity. Despite not being ancient, their faith, endurance, and quiet dignity bound them together, making them a vital thread in Congo's story.
Despite my grandmother’s coldness, my paternal grandfather adored me. I was his first grandchild—his pride and joy. His love was steady, a haven in a world that often felt hostile. I can still see us in the village during those long summers, sitting beneath the shade of a straw hut, eating from the same plate as he told stories of our ancestors—warriors, healers, and leaders whose names carried power and reverence. Those stories became the roots of my inner strength.
As I grew older, his stories grew deeper. He began to share the hidden lineage of our family, secrets passed quietly from generation to generation. One evening, as the sun faded beyond the savanna, he leaned close and told me something I would never forget: I was one of two granddaughters chosen by the ancestors to lead—each in her own way.
My cousin—my grandfather’s granddaughter through his beloved daughter—was chosen to lead and protect the family. “The ancestral authority,” he said, “will rest upon her shoulders. Her duty will be to preserve the family’s unity.” However, my journey was destined to take a different course. One evening, his eyes steady and his tone almost prophetic, he said to me, “You will travel to a faraway land, and your name will be known. You will be great. But never seek power through darkness, and never bow before any statue—not even in a church.”
Even though I couldn't fully grasp their significance at the time, those words from my grandfather deeply resonated within me. My grandfather came from a lineage whispered to possess ancient wisdom—keepers of secrets, interpreters of dreams, and guardians of unseen truths. To him, tradition was sacred, and legacy divine. He believed that words spoken with conviction carried power that echoed through generations.
Many mornings before dawn, we sat together beside a small bonfire under the straw hut. The fire crackled softly as he spoke blessings over me, his voice low and deliberate, carrying the weight of centuries. Those early hours felt timeless—as though heaven and earth briefly met in the flicker of that flame. His presence was both comforting and commanding; his words, like seeds, planted visions of a destiny I was too young to grasp.
Even my name set me apart. I was called William, a name reserved for boys. In our culture, that was almost scandalous. Yet, my grandfather insisted on it. “This one,” he said, “will need the strength of a warrior.” He saw beyond custom and gender, declaring something over me that would shape the path ahead. Now that I look back, I see that even my name was prophetic—a sign of divine irony and strength. From the outset, my life was characterized by uniqueness, challenging societal norms and paving the way for a journey beyond traditional boundaries.
When I was still a toddler, my father left the country to pursue university studies abroad. His departure brought a quiet end to my parents’ fragile bond. My teenage mother, who was an only child, went to live with her two aunts in Bacongo, a lively neighborhood in Brazzaville that is known as the heart and soul of the Lari people.
My great-aunts welcomed me as their own, their small home filled with warmth, music, and the fragrance of slow-cooked stews. In Bacongo, life was lived in rhythm with the Lari dialect—it filled the streets and marketplaces, flowed through laughter and song, and wrapped itself around every expression of love. I spoke it fluently, effortlessly, as though it were the melody of my very soul. Those were the years when I felt most rooted—safe, seen, and connected to a people whose language carried identity like breath itself.
But after my fifth birthday, everything changed. My father’s family came for me. They arrived without warning and took me away—from my mother’s side, from the arms that had cradled me, from the only home that had ever felt like love. I was carried from warmth into coldness, from belonging into silence. Their first mission was to erase the Lari from me. They scrubbed my tongue of its dialect, forbade me from identifying as Lari, and trained me to forget the part of myself that tied me to my mother’s people.
Over time, they succeeded. The dialect that once danced on my tongue became distant, foreign—a melody I could no longer sing. At an age when most children learn who they are, I was learning how to forget.
By the age of seven, fear and control had taken over my world. My father, now remarried, could not protect me. In public, he denied me. In private, he loved me. That contradiction carved deep confusion into my young heart. I learned early that love could be both a promise and a wound—that affection could be whispered in secret but denied in daylight.
From the age of five until twenty-one, I lived in a home that knew no God. Though our nation called itself Christian, faith was a formality—something spoken, not lived. I was forbidden to attend church or pray. Control permeated the air in that house, causing my youthful spirit to deteriorate. I learned to exist, not to live—to move quietly, to avoid drawing attention, to breathe without being seen.
The abuse began early—first as neglect, then as humiliation, and soon as violence so constant it blurred the line between discipline and destruction. One night, after I dared to defend myself in a fight, I was beaten nearly to death. My head was stomped into the cement floor until the world dimmed to darkness. The next morning, I walked to school blind and staggering, guided only by instinct, collapsing at last by the airport fence.
That could have been the conclusion of my story, yet against all odds, I survived. Even then, though I did not know Him, God’s hand was over me.
Abuse became my normal. Lies and false accusations filled every day, echoing like a cruel litany in the home. Some family members joined in, eager to win favor with the powerful or profit from my pain. I learned that safety came through silence—to survive, I had to become invisible. I stopped speaking and dreaming, and I stopped believing that anything good could exist beyond the walls of that house.
By eighteen, I had reached the edge of despair. When one of my abusers suffered a stroke, I was accused of causing it through witchcraft—a charge rooted in fear and superstition. A family meeting was called, and as I sat in the corner, I listened in disbelief as they discussed my fate. The verdict was chilling: if the person died, I would be buried alive beside them. Their words cut through me like cold steel. I felt small, powerless, and unseen—trapped in a world where love had long ago been replaced by suspicion and cruelty.
That night, I prayed—not because I understood prayer, but because I had no one else to turn to. It was a clumsy, trembling prayer, stitched together with tears more than words. “If you are real,” I whispered into the darkness, “please, let them live. Don’t let them die because of me.” I didn’t know God then, not in the way I do now. I only knew that if there was any light left in the universe, I needed it to find me. And somehow, it did. The next morning, the person was still alive. They eventually recovered.
Looking back, that night marked a quiet turning point. Something shifted deep within me. I realized that even in a house where God’s name was forbidden, His presence had never left me. My prayer had not been eloquent, yet it had reached heaven. The God I barely knew—the One I was told to ignore—had already begun writing His mercy into my story. That experience became the seed of faith planted in my soul, fragile yet unyielding, waiting for the right season to grow.
Books became my refuge—the only safe world I knew. Between their pages, kindness still existed, and justice always prevailed. Reading became my refuge, a way to resist silently against the challenges I faced. I devoured stories late into the night, building invisible bridges to better worlds.
I excelled in school, but achievement carried a cost. Success made me a target of jealousy and punishment. So I learned to shrink—to “stay small,” to survive unseen. However, no matter how tightly I tried to fold myself away, compassion refused to die within me. Helping others became my quiet rebellion, the one act of defiance that no one could strip from me.
Through it all, something deep inside me refused to hate. I believed, even then, that what one sows, one reaps. And so I sowed mercy where I had received none. Somehow, that belief kept a small light burning in my soul—a fragile but unextinguished flame of hope.
Even in my darkness, I felt God’s pull. I longed to know Him, though His name was forbidden in my home. In middle school, I begged permission to join a convent and become a nun, drawn to a life of purity and peace. My guardians mocked me and nearly beat me for asking. But the calling lingered—quiet, patient, and unrelenting.
By my final year of high school, I was attending one of Brazzaville’s most prestigious institutions—a place of marble halls and polished shoes, where children of presidents and ministers arrived in limousines. I walked each day, often hungry and humiliated, but determined. Poverty could not erase purpose. Beneath the ache of longing, I held the conviction that my story was not yet complete.
Through trusted friends, I began attending secret prayer meetings. My mother, ever gentle and courageous, helped me in secret. She gave me my first Bible—a treasure I hid like a priceless gem. Together, we slipped into small gatherings where prayers rose like incense and faith felt alive. There, prophecies began to pour out—confirmations of what my grandfather had once spoken: “You will leave this land. You will serve God in a powerful nation.”
At the time, those words seemed impossible. I was a poor, wounded girl from a divided family. My life felt far too small to hold destiny. And yet, somewhere deep within, faith stirred—a faint whisper that maybe, just maybe, God was weaving purpose through every pain I had endured.
A few weeks before I left my country at twenty-one, family and acquaintances came to say their goodbyes. Among them was one of my abusers—a woman who had long sought power through witch doctors. Her visits to those dark places had become infamous in our community.
That day, she pulled me aside, her face uneasy, her voice trembling with something that almost sounded like guilt. She confessed that she had tried, for years, to hinder my progress—to block my success and prevent me from ever leaving the country. But her last witch doctor, she said, had refused her request. “Leave her alone,” he warned. “This one is special. Her path is protected. She will go to the United States, marry a white man, and become great.”
Her words startled me. I felt a strange mix of fear, disbelief, and a quiet, almost ironic amusement. I silently vowed in that moment never to look at a white man romantically—just in case her prophecy tried to fulfill itself. Yet, deep within, something about her confession unsettled me. It was as though heaven had used the mouth of darkness to confirm a divine destiny.
Ironically, that witch doctor was the first to speak the name of the country that would one day become my refuge—the United States. At the time, the idea seemed absurd. America felt like a distant dream—too far, too powerful, and too unreachable for someone like me. I wasn’t departing for the West; instead, I was headed towards another African nation for refuge. My homeland was already trembling under the weight of civil unrest, and my future seemed uncertain at best. I felt insignificant and lost, like a wanderer without a map to guide my journey.
But God had a different plan.
At twenty-one, I left home with little more than faith and fragments of hope. I wandered between borders, seeking safety and meaning, until I found refuge in South Africa. There, far from the chaos of civil war, I began to breathe again. I never looked back.
Now, with the gift of hindsight, I see the divine thread woven through it all. Each scar became a lesson, and every night of sleeplessness turned into a classroom for learning and growth. Every cry that went unheard—God heard it. I gradually began to see every rejection as a form of redirection, guiding me towards a different path. Every beating became the rhythm of resilience.
I was broken, but not destroyed. Silenced, but not forgotten. The same God who preserved Moses in the reeds of the Nile had preserved me in the storms of my youth.
The call had already begun—it was simply waiting for the right moment to reveal itself. At first, I didn’t recognize it as a “calling.” It came quietly, like a whisper between storms, woven into moments of survival and unexpected peace. It was in the stillness after a night of tears when I felt a strange assurance that my life would not end in despair. It was in the compassion I couldn’t suppress, even toward those who had hurt me, and in the unexplainable longing to know the God I had been forbidden to seek.
For years, I mistook that pull for imagination or defiance—a stubborn desire to believe that my life could mean something more than endurance. But with time, I began to realize it was the voice of God gently awakening the purpose He had placed within me. The call didn’t thunder from heaven or arrive with clarity overnight. It unfolded slowly, like dawn breaking through long shadows.
Each season of pain became a lesson. Each act of kindness I offered became a rehearsal for ministry. And every time I chose forgiveness over bitterness, I was unknowingly saying yes to the God who was shaping my spirit for something far greater than survival. The call had always been there—woven into my resilience, hidden in my longing, waiting for the day I would finally hear it for what it was: an invitation to walk with the One who had been walking with me all along.
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Chapter 3
The Call — The Price of Deception

Freedom’s first taste, and the long road back to obedience


Scripture notes: Exodus 1:22; 1 Kings 17:1; Jonah 1–4; Isaiah 52:11–12.
South Africa was a country of many firsts. Most of all, it was the first place I truly tasted freedom. For the first time, I could speak my mind, make my own choices, and begin to define who I was—without fear of reprisal or control. The air itself felt different—wide, alive, and sacred. Every sunrise seemed to whisper possibility. 
But freedom has two faces. Along with that exhilarating independence, a deep and unfamiliar loneliness emerged. I had no family nearby, no safety net to fall back on, and no one to catch me if I failed. I was navigating a foreign land with only my will and my wits. There were nights when silence filled the tiny apartment like an ocean, reminding me of all I had lost. Yet even in that solitude, something within me knew this aloneness was part of the training. It wasn't a sense of abandonment; it was an invitation.
Years later, I would look back and recognize that my time in South Africa was more than an escape—it was an apprenticeship. It was the rough draft of the person God would later refine in the United States. Every struggle, every act of courage, and every moment I chose faith over fear was part of His quiet shaping.
However, life in South Africa was not without obstacles. Refugee life strips you to the bone; it tests what remains when everything else is gone. I lacked a support network, a family to call my
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