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            EL ROI
 
The God Who Sees Me
 
Genesis 16:13-14 contains the only reference to this intimate, beautiful name of God: a name given to Him by Hagar, a slave woman who had known deep shame, pain, abuse, and abandonment. 
This is the mirror El Roi is calling you to see Him through, and to learn to see yourself through: the God who created the Universe sees you, and He will stop at nothing to show you just how precious you are to Him.
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​Foreword
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Tori is one of the most gifted young writers I‘ve ever known. From an early age, she wrote with great maturity. I remember the 70-page novella that began as a simple writing prompt in her 9th grade English class. I read through it on an airline flight not long after she wrote it and was astounded at the vocabulary she used and the literary elements she employed. I was so proud that my child had written it!

But that was fiction and stemmed from her brilliant and creative teenage mind. It was before the flashbacks and the realization of the sexual trauma she had endured at the hands of a trusted member of my extended family. It was before she realized her innocence had been stolen and the memories of it suppressed so far back that it would take years to uncover.

Dear One, I See You is raw and written from dark and painful reality. A reality that was unimaginable for a child. Even now as it is brought to my mind once again, anger rises up inside of me and begs an answer as to why I didn’t see it, and why I didn’t realize this abomination was taking place. But I didn’t. I didn’t see it or even have a clue this atrocity was happening under my nose until many years later.

In Dear One, I See You, I met a different side of my child. With a different level of maturity. A maturity that dispels the darkness of sexual abuse with the light of Christ. It’s maturity that tells Satan “this is enough!” and calls on faith in Jesus to begin the healing process. It’s unexplainable and  undeserving forgiveness toward a perpetrator who traumatized a child and turned her world upside down. Tori carefully and lovingly takes you through her journey of abuse, hang ups, and addictions, all the while, sharing with you her Savior. He’s taught her not only to live, but to survive and thrive. He’s led her down a road of complete restoration and healing. Tori is a survivor by the grace of God. She carries a deep wisdom and knowledge of scripture that she shares from her heart. She shares it in order to lead you, the reader, to meet the source of her strength. She takes you to the throne of grace so that you can meet face-to-face with Jesus who is the giver of life itself and the source of freedom she speaks about. God so lovingly and generously brought our daughter back to us from the brink of death and He gifted her with the extraordinary ability to share this journey with you.

If you have a painful past, full of abuse, neglect, addiction, or abandonment, God sees you. He hears your cries and He knows every detail of your pain and sorrow. And praise that same God because He also knows your present and your future. Take His hand and step boldly into the destiny Jesus has for you and trust that He’ll never leave or forsake you.

I am so very grateful to God and praise Him for replacing Tori’s dark and painful past that tried to destroy her, with an abundant life filled with light and joy. These words from Michael W. Smith remind us that God is with us in the sorrow and that He has supreme power and authority. He is sovereign over us.
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There is strength within the sorrow

There is beauty in our tears

And You meet us in our mourning

With a love that casts out fear

You are working in our waiting

You're sanctifying us

When beyond our understanding

You're teaching us to trust
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Your plans are still to prosper

You have not forgotten us

You're with us in the fire and the flood

You're faithful forever

Perfect in love

You are sovereign over us.
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Jane Tyndall Ponceti, B.A., M.Ed.

Counselor and Life Coach
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​Introduction
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43 days. 

That’s exactly how long it took for this book to be prayed and whispered into existence, in the wee hours of the morning, on borrowed sleep, for you. It was a beautiful, intimate, collaborative effort with Jesus, more freeing and rewarding than anything else I’ve ever written. And it was worth every sleepless moment for you to hold this book in your hands.

Back in 2022, I had written an original poem called “Dear One, I See You”.  It reads like a love letter from the Lord to me, and was really cathartic to write. On January 31, 2026, He brought this poem to mind once more, pressing into my heart to write a daily devotional/Bible study, using parts of this poem and my testimony as a survivor of sexual abuse as the starting points. 

I was surprised and a bit intimidated, but I dove in headfirst. And so, for the next 43 days, I wrote. He called me into solitude, beckoning me to meet Him in the quiet hours of the late night and early morning, when everyone else in my house lay sleeping. Sometimes He woke me in the middle of the night with a spark of inspiration, whispering words of comfort and tenderness. I looked forward to my time with Him, anticipating and excited to see what He would whisper into my heart next. 

It was such a sweet time, spiritually. Physically, though, it was a different story. I dealt with pretty intense, body-wide inflammatory pain, and an injury in my left knee that I am still recovering from. Yet this project gave me the strength I needed to press on through the pain, and gave me a glimmer of hope to look forward to each night. It transformed the wilderness of feeling physically stuck into an oasis where I could meet the Lord and experience refreshment. 

The Lord only gave me enough to write for a single day; it was really a daily bread kind of season. Of course, I was anxious to finish more quickly because of how excited I was to share this finished work with friends and family. Yet even in my impatience, He called me time and again into stillness as I wrote, prompting me to just trust His timing and take it a day at a time. In early March, He dropped the date “3/15” into my heart, and whispered the number 43 into the quiet night air. 

I paused and prayed for a moment, before turning in my Bible to Isaiah 43, and what I found there filled my heart with such warmth at His faithful, tender love. 

“Now, this is what Yahweh says: ‘Listen, Jacob, to the One who created you, Israel, to the one who shaped who you are. Do not fear, for I, your Kinsman-Redeemer, will rescue you. I have called you by name, and you are mine. When you pass through the deep, stormy sea, you can count on me to be there with you. When you pass through raging rivers, you will not drown. When you walk through persecution like fiery flames, you will not be burned; the flames will not harm you...

Stop dwelling on the past. Don’t even remember these former things. I am doing something brand new, something unheard of. Even now it sprouts and grows and matures. Don’t you perceive it? I will make a way in the wilderness and open up flowing streams in the desert.’”

Isaiah 43: 1-2, 18-19 TPT

––––––––
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And just as He had spoken over me, I ended up finishing the first draft on March 15th, exactly 43 days later. 

But, even as He whispered to me, even as I wrote the very words declaring His faithfulness and love— I still resisted! My rebel heart still pushed back, wanting to do things my way, in my time and strength. At a couple points, I even wanted to scrap the book, or stop completely.  And yet the end result— the book itself and the timing of its completion— literally declared His faithfulness and compassion. And if that’s not a snapshot of humanity, I don’t know what is! 

We fight and wrestle and insist on our own way, and He is so patient, so gentle, whispering softly as we scream and demand. 

I think about these 43 days and oh my goodness, how patient my Abba is! All of us are like sheep that have gone astray, rebellious, snarky creatures prone to biting and butting heads. We are in desperate need of a tender-hearted, compassionate but firm Shepherd, one who will lead us with the authority of a King, and the love and patience of a good Father. 

I pray that this book is a blessing to you and to anyone who you may pass it on to. Being able to share my story— and ultimately, God’s story— is such a privilege and a joy. 

May the Lord richly bless the next 41 days that you study, pray, journal, engage in discussion, and create using this book. Each entry has been crafted with love and care, because you are worth it. Oh, how much the Lord loves you, dear one. I pray you see that so clearly in these pages. 

All my love,

Tori
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​How to Use This Book
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This book is written as a 41-day Bible study/Devotional.

41 seems like a pretty random number, but there is intention and purpose in it. Throughout Scripture, the Lord uses the number 40 to designate “wilderness” seasons. For example, the rain of the global flood lasted 40 days and 40 nights. The Israelites wandered the desert for 40 years, instead of a quick week-long journey to get to the Promised Land. Jesus went into the wilderness to be tested, fasting for 40 days before the Accuser sought Him out to try and make Him bow to his authority.

40 is a number of testing and trials, often as part of a transition period. So, in some Christian circles, the number 41 has therefore become a sort of “unofficial mascot” of hope: it represents an expectancy, holding on to the Lord in the trial and trusting He is working all things together for our good and His glory. I love this hopeful, expectant idea of 41 so much that I even have a 41 tattoo!

If 40 is the number of trials and testing, then 41 can be a reminder of victory even in desolate seasons. So, that is why this devotional has 41 days: as a reminder that yes, we will encounter trials, but that He is growing us through them, preparing us for the day that we arrive on the other side of them.

For the first three sections of the book, there are three types of content in the plan, and the types rotate in sets of 3.

For example, the first three days are all on the same topic. Day 1 is Reflection, Day 2 is Prayer, and Day 3 is Transformation.


●  Reflection: I share a part of my personal story, and challenge you with Reflection questions on a similar topic.




●  Prayer: Each prayer chapter will center around passages of Scripture on the same theme as the Reflection chapter before it. In these chapters, we will dive into the ancient Christian practice of Breath Prayers to connect Scripture to mindfulness. Breath Prayers are not a New Age practice; they are an intentional, beautiful way to carry scripture with you throughout your day and be mindful of your breath at the same time.




●  Transformation: Each Transformation chapter will include personal questions to help you dig deep into the topic and into your own personal journey.


At the beginning of each of the first three parts of this book, I’ve also included several digital collages, which illustrate the stanzas from the original “Dear One” poem I wrote back in 2022. Each illustration is in matching pairs, so you can better see how the words inspired the collage itself. I really enjoyed getting to visualize the emotions of the words and letting them jump off the pages! I hope they bless you as much as they blessed me to make. 

The last part of this book is structured a bit differently. Days 37 through 39 will focus on three different therapeutic art exercises to help you grow your faith. These are simple, hands-on projects that can be done by anyone, no fancy art supplies needed. Art is one of my absolute favorite methods to connect faith to mental health, and I pray that each of these exercises blesses you and deepens your faith.

The last two days of the book will help you to reflect on how far you’ve come and what you’re looking forward to in the next steps of your journey.

I pray that, as you explore this book and find your rhythm, you can connect deeply with the Father and find healing and hope along the way.
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​Part 1: The Call
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“When God takes you to deep waters, 

not everyone will be able to swim with you.”

— Denzel Washington 
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​Day 1: Finding Your Voice
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“They have hurt us more than can be expressed, 

ripping us to shreds, cutting deeply into our souls. 

But no matter what, the Lord is good to us. 

He is a righteous God who stood to defend us, 

breaking the chains of the evil ones that bound us.” 

Psalm 129: 3-4 TPT

––––––––
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This is the book I never wanted to write.

Writing has always been a safe haven for me. It’s been a place of comfort, a place of processing, a place of safety. Within the confines of my tower of journals, I’ve woven words together that no one would ever read, and left them there. But writing the words in these pages— it truly is my life as an “open book”. Raw, personal, and deep in ways I couldn’t fathom writing publicly about even a few short years ago. 

I’ve loved books and stories my whole life. As a child, I’d constantly bring home a huge bag of books from the library that easily outweighed me. I loved getting lost in those pages and escaping into incredible make-believe worlds. I could wander the aisles of the library or bookstore for hours, searching for the perfect story to dive into next. 

When I was in high school, I learned how to write short stories— which grew into novels— about fantastic worlds, magic, romance, and adventure. Years later, I discovered that those same stories I’d written to escape into, I’d been using as a coping mechanism. Those stories and characters were not just figments of my imagination; they were fragments of emotions and fears— shards of repressed memories— of intense sexual trauma that I’d stored away in the back of my mind. Before I even could consciously recall the trauma I’d repressed, I wrote fictional accounts of my characters having flashbacks, of being terrified of men, of not feeling safe, of feeling broken and unloveable.

Ten years before I started therapy— long before the flashbacks and the meds and the trauma work—the Lord planted a tiny, precious seed in me through writing. He gave me a voice.

I thought I’d had a voice. I was well-spoken, I did well in school and I had friends. But I was also the “easy child”. I was the one who did what I was told, not out of fear, but because I wanted to please and succeed. I was the one that didn’t complain. That wasn’t loud or problematic or too outspoken. I was the confidant, the counselor, the “mom” of the friend group. “Mature for my age”.

And underneath everything, I was so, so afraid. So, I hid. I tucked myself between the pages of the books I read and the stories I wrote. I buried myself in my schoolwork, eager to learn, hungry to please. Perhaps if I was perfect, no one would see the aching, shuddering terror thrumming in me. Terror I couldn’t name, couldn’t understand, didn’t even have language for, masqueraded as perfectionism and anxiety and spurts of frenzied creativity. 

My mind kept me safe from a terrible secret: I was sexually abused as a child. It tucked the terrifying memories away. It shut down my emotions and hid the truth deeply in my subconscious. It did its job so well, keeping me safe until I was ready to start processing through and healing from those terrible, heavy things that little Tori couldn’t. 

One day, those memories would resurface. The deeply stored trauma would rear its ugly head again, but not until I was in my 20s. Not until my voice had faded into the noise around me.  

I learned through therapy and personal experience that trauma isn’t stored like regular memories. My brain didn’t organize those memories nicely and tidily, but instead in broken bits and pieces, fragmented, unorganized, and out of order. Even talking about trauma memories can be really tricky, because it feels more like sorting through scraps of paper and shards of glass, rather than pulling a reference book off the shelf. You never know what will hurt, or what moments will feel safe to remember.

Our voices don’t always re-emerge through talking — sometimes, they find us differently. For me, it was through writing and art. I explored all kinds of writing methods and styles as I began processing and healing, from personal journal entries to poetry to short fiction, from songs to novels and blog posts. I wove worlds through my words and spoke with a candor and boldness that I had never dared to speak aloud. My characters were part of me—experiencing the profound, aching depth of pain that I carried in me. In my college years, I crafted music and prose alike. 

My words were sharp-tongued and gentle, worshipful and furious and bitter and fearful, and altogether true.

And I didn’t just craft with words— after I started therapy, I started making art. I painted and crafted and tried every medium I could get my hands on, like I was ravenously hungry and in search of just the right flavor to experience. I created near-constantly for years. Not making perfect, beautiful pictures to post on Instagram. But being messy, making mistakes, experimenting, playing. I kept a daily art journal for over a year when I first started therapy— painting in watercolor on one side, jotting down any thoughts I had on the other. And I bloomed. I grew. I healed. 

As I wrote and as I created, I saw a different part of me emerge. Slowly, very slowly, I started finding my voice again. I wasn’t the precocious little girl that I once had been, but my intense anxiety faded when I picked up a pen or a paintbrush. 

I wasn’t defined by how “good” my writing or my art was. It just...was. And I was content with that. I didn’t have to fit into a mold or create to satisfy external pressure. Just creating was enough— getting lost in the process, finding my voice and meeting with Jesus along the way. 

The Lord met me between the lines in my journal, between shades of watercolor paint and magazine clippings and finger painting. And He taught me about how He saw me, how precious I am to Him. He met me so tenderly in the deepest, most painful parts of my story— and I know He wants to meet you there too. 

Whether you’ve been on this journey for a long time and you’re weary with the cost of endurance, or this is the first step you’ve taken and you’re ready to start new— welcome. Welcome into the messy places of this life where the Creator of the Universe meets you, waiting expectantly like an excited dad on Christmas morning, anticipating every look of joy and amazement. Not because this journey is all fun and games— but because it is worth it, and He knows that. And I do too. 

It’s no accident this book is in your hands. So let’s go on this journey together. We’re going to dive deep together into a few key moments of my own personal testimony, because the Lord wants to show you that He can make beautiful things out of broken pieces. He wants to help you reclaim the parts of yourself you have long written off, tucked away, and tried to forget about. 

You have a voice, dear one. And we’re going to prayerfully find it— together. Because the world needs your particular voice, your story, your testimony. You are a planting of the Lord for the display of His splendor! He chose you before the dawn of creation and set you apart. No impostor syndrome here. Just you, me, Holy Spirit and a pen. A tiny mustard-seed-faith is all He needs— He can change the world through your voice, sister, if only you will let down the walls and allow Him room to work. 
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●  Do you feel like you have a voice?
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●  What (or who) makes your voice feel louder? If you’ve never given it thought, think about it now. Write down one or two things that bring you joy, or make you feel free, or make you smile or laugh.
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●  What (or who) makes your voice feel quiet? What does that feel like in your body? Sit in the discomfort for just a moment and write this down.







●  Did you ever “lose” your voice? Or feel like it had been stolen? What’s one thing you would do or say if you had it back?
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​Day 2: Your Voice Matters
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Throughout this book, we are going to intentionally dive into scripture on a specific topic and prayerfully and intentionally press in to see how God speaks to you personally. There are no “wrong answers”; this is all about a deeper relationship with the Lord and listening as He speaks. 

Below are several scriptures that reference one’s “voice” in a few different contexts, ranging from worship to prayer to proclamation. 

In the Psalms, David and the other writers use their voices to cry out in raw, honest ways before the Lord. Jonah’s own psalm, written in his distress, is much the same. In these and many more places in Scripture, they plead, they weep, they moan— and the Lord hears them and loves them as they are, in the middle of their messes, in the middle of their hurt, just as He hears and loves you. 

––––––––
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“Out of the depths I cry to you, Lord; Lord, hear my voice. Let your ears be attentive to my cry for mercy.”

Psalm 130:1-2 NIV

“I poured out my complaint to you, God. I lifted up my voice, shouting out for your help. When I was in deep distress, in my day of trouble, I reached out for you with hands stretched out to heaven. Over and over I kept looking for you, God, but your comforting grace was nowhere to be found.

As I thought of you I moaned, ‘God, where are you?’ I’m overwhelmed with despair as I wait for your help to arrive. I can’t get a wink of sleep until you come and comfort me. Now I’m too burdened to even pray!”

Psalm 77: 1-2 TPT
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“I called out to Yahweh from a place of total desperation and he answered me. From inside the belly of Sheol I cried out, and you heard my voice.”

Jonah 2:2 TPT

––––––––
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James, in his letter, spoke boldly about the power of the tongue to the early church. He wanted to make sure Jesus’ followers knew just how fiercely potent our words are, and why we should be careful with them. We must tread lightly, because we have been endowed with Jesus’ power and authority; our voice is not a gift to be misused, especially at the expense of others. 

––––––––
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“We all fail in many areas, but especially with our words. Yet if we’re able to bridle the words we say, we are powerful enough to control ourselves in every way, and that means our character is mature and fully developed. Horses have bits and bridles in their mouths so that we can control and guide their large body. And the same with mighty ships, though they are massive and driven by fierce winds, yet they are steered by a tiny rudder at the direction of the person at the helm. 

And so the tongue is a small part of the body yet it carries great power! Just think of how a small flame can set a huge forest ablaze. And the tongue is a fire! It can be compared to the sum total of wickedness and is the most dangerous part of our human body. It corrupts the entire body and is a hellish flame! It releases a fire that can burn throughout the course of human existence. 

For every wild animal on earth, including birds, creeping reptiles, and creatures of the sea and land have all been overpowered and tamed by humans, but the tongue is not able to be tamed. It’s a fickle, unrestrained evil that spews out words full of toxic poison! We use our tongue to praise God our Father and then turn around and curse a person who was made in his very image! Out of the same mouth we pour out words of praise one minute and curses the next. My brothers and sisters, this should never be!”

James 3:2-10 TPT

Each of us carries a mighty weapon that we must learn to use: the word of our testimony. Your testimony— the precious, unique story that God is weaving through your life right this moment— has more power than you can imagine! To be able to tell someone else of how God has moved in mighty ways in your life, or how you overcame something you never could have without Him, or how you didn’t imagine you could make it to the other side of an impossible situation, yet you did— He writes these stories so that we can declare His
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