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There comes a time in every person’s life when we begin to question what we were taught — not out of rebellion, but out of a deep need for truth. I didn’t know it then, but the questions I carried inside me would one day lead me to a faith that was mine — not borrowed or forced.

This is the story of that journey: from fear to understanding, from obedience to awareness, and from silence to a voice I finally claimed as my own.

Early Life and Religion

I grew up in a household where religion simply didn’t exist. It only entered our home much later, when we were in our early teens. No one asked how we felt about going to church; we were simply forced to go — thrown into a whirlpool of something entirely foreign to us.

I often questioned, silently, the things the religious leaders preached from what I called “the highchair” in my young mind. But questioning was not allowed in our home. We were taught to obey — without discussion, without opinion, and without the word no. It was an authoritarian environment where control replaced communication and fear replaced curiosity.

Stepping into church as a teenager felt like entering another version of the same world: strict rules, power hierarchies, and no room for individuality.

“It’s God’s word,” they said.
“It’s God’s law.”
To me, it felt like the same emotional control I experienced at home — only now, it wore a religious mask. I still remember the first time I heard the words, “God said so.” It froze me. I knew better than to question them. By then, I had already learned that in our household, asking why or expressing disagreement was dangerous — almost like making a death wish.

We had been conditioned from a young age to suppress our voices and emotions, a pattern known in psychology as obedience conditioning, often seen in controlling family systems.

First Fasting and Blind Obedience

I’ll never forget my first fasting. No one guided us, and no one explained the meaning behind it. All I knew was that I wasn’t allowed to eat the entire day. I would sit at the dinner table with an alarm clock beside me, watching the seconds crawl by until I could finally eat.

I was starving — not only for food, but for understanding.

This kind of blind obedience created deep confusion — a form of religious trauma that teaches children to associate suffering with holiness and silence with faith.

Contradictions at Home and Church

At church, the families appeared kind, moral, and compassionate — almost perfect. But at home, things were very different. My stepfather despised church, and my mother — who now called herself a born-again Christian — was controlling and emotionally distant. She rarely showed genuine compassion or interest in us as her children.

We lived under strict house rules and never dared to cross them. Her behaviour reflected what psychology calls spiritual bypassing — using religion to justify control or avoid facing emotional truth.

When relatives visited, they too transformed — holy and gentle in church, but harsh and hypocritical at home. They embodied the contradiction I came to associate with religion: a mask of righteousness hiding emotional neglect and moral double standards.

Seeking Faith for Myself

Later, in my young adulthood, while sharing accommodation with other students, I stopped going to church altogether. My siblings and I were never taught how to become adults; we had to figure out life on our own.

That journey became one of deconditioning — redefining what faith truly means. Eventually, I began reading the Bible on my own terms. I needed to understand it for myself — not through the interpretations or instructions of others. I wanted to truly read it and reflect on its meaning personally.

I decided to visit different churches, hoping to feel something — inspiration, community, or guidance. But inside, I felt nothing.

This was when I began to see, clearly, how inconsistent and confusing the religious world could be. Every denomination I visited had a different teaching, yet the same Holy Book — the Bible. To me, this was a huge red flag. How can one book exist, yet everyone interprets it differently?

After this, I stopped attending church altogether. Instead, I began praying in silence, in my own room, without announcing it to the world.

Observing Hypocrisy

Life was difficult at times, and during those challenges, I saw even more clearly how religious people — even those closest to me — often acted in ways that contradicted the principles they claimed came from God.

My own brother, who had become a self-proclaimed holy Christian, would tell me repeatedly that I must go to church. According to him, if I didn’t, I wasn’t truly a Christian. He insisted that my struggles were punishments for not living my life fully for God.

I knew he was speaking nonsense. Who was he to judge me, as if he were God Himself? And the idea that poverty or hardship meant someone wasn’t living according to God’s word? Seriously? If God’s children prosper and flourish, why then do so many good people suffer?

People would often say, “We will pray for you.” I would sit there thinking, while you pray, will God drop food from heaven into my kitchen cupboards?

Life doesn’t work that way. Even in my own family, there were people who went to Bible college — yet I never saw them reach out to help those in real need. Their work seemed limited to preaching and providing faith counselling, rather than practical support for the vulnerable.

Yes, I understand their purpose is to spread the word of God. But does it stop there? Where are the actions? Surely, religious leaders should serve as examples — not only in words, but in deeds — for their entire community.

Reflection

Faith without understanding is performance.
Faith without compassion is empty.
True belief begins not in the church building, but within the heart that dares to seek truth beyond doctrine.

Biblical Reflections

“Dear children, let us not love with words or speech but with actions and in truth.” — 1 John 3:18
“If any of you lacks wisdom, you should ask God, who gives generously to all without finding fault, and it will be given to you.” — James 1:5
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As I continued to observe the actions of those who professed faith, I began noticing a pattern—words often spoke louder than deeds. Many would preach about God, yet when faced with people in real need, their actions fell short.

This realization opened my eyes to the difference between faith performed for show and faith lived with true compassion and humanity. It was in this context that my encounters with the homeless revealed the profound truth of giving with dignity—without judgment or expectation.

I’ve always been a giver; I could never walk past a homeless person without offering something. Even during my hardest times, I would give from the little I had. I could not judge someone for being homeless—I did not know their story.

Yes, I knew some became homeless because of addiction, but I had no right to judge them. During my walks, I would observe how some struggled with alcohol or other substances and quietly wonder what had gone wrong in their lives. Yet even among broken souls, I noticed glimpses of hope and humanity.

Because there were so many homeless people around the shopping mall, they approached me the first time. I began offering them meals and small acts of care, learning through these encounters what true compassion looks like.

There was one man, in particular, who would come straight to me whenever he saw me, asking for food. Something about him intrigued me—there was a longing in his eyes, a mix of sorrow and quiet hope, yet also a smile, as though he was happy simply to be seen.

The first time he approached me; I told him to wait while I bought him a meal. I mindfully chose something he could tolerate despite his alcoholism. When I returned with the warm food, his gratitude was overwhelming. He reminded me of a child reaching out to a parent for love and care. I didn’t lecture him or pry into his life. I simply offered respect and humanity, saying, “Enjoy your meal.”

To me, he was equal to me—a human being with feelings, deserving of dignity. He carried his own pain, and I was in no position to save the world. Yet I knew that if everyone acted with compassion, we could collectively support the homeless in a dignified way. It would require resources, but it was possible. Unfortunately, we live in a self-absorbed, greedy, and toxic world.

Because of that single act, the homeless in my area came to know me. They would accompany me on walks, making sure I was safe—not because I needed protection, but because they recognized that I never judged them or asked why they were homeless. Now you may wonder why I did not ask why they are homeless, it is because I’ve never been the type of person to question the lives and privacy of others, if they wanted to, they could tell me themselves. I noticed that those who drank
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