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Important!

Dear Reader,

Thank you for receiving my latest book. I sincerely ask that you please do not forward, distribute or share this book for free.

This work is the fruit of hours of writing, designing, researching and praying. It is not just a document; it is part of my ministry and my income. When the book is distributed without permission, it directly affects the way I can continue my work.

If you appreciate it, please respect the effort and buy your own copy. By doing so, you are helping me to continue building, writing and creating new content.

Thank you for honouring my handiwork and supporting my calling. 

Important Notes to the Reader 

Please note: Some of the terms and themes referenced in this book, including masturbation, are mentioned in the context of emotional pain, loneliness, and human coping rather than instruction, encouragement, or explicit description. These references exist to honestly reflect the inner world of the author during a season of deep isolation.

If you choose to search certain terms mentioned in this book, including masturbation, it is strongly recommended that you enable safe search or content filters. Unfiltered searches may lead to explicit or misleading material that does not reflect the purpose, tone, or values of this book.

The mention of masturbation in this book is not presented as a solution, ideal, or moral statement. It is shared as an honest confession of how the author copes with overwhelming loneliness and emotional pain when healthier forms of connection feel out of reach.

During this season, the author feels deeply alone and struggles with the sense that leaders and authority figures do not know how to accommodate or hold space for his pain. This lack of understanding intensifies the loneliness and leaves him searching for ways to survive emotionally.

This book does not encourage harmful behaviour, nor does it glorify unhealthy coping mechanisms. Instead, it seeks to shed light on the reality that unresolved pain can push people toward imperfect ways of coping when compassion, support, and understanding are absent.

This story ultimately points toward the need for grace, better care, and honest conversations about pain. The author acknowledges that feelings of loneliness are still present, and this book stands as a testimony of choosing honesty, reflection, and the hope of healing rather than silence.

Author’s Clarification

In Chapter 2 of my second book, I mention a trauma counsellor—this is a different person from the therapist referred to in Chapters 2, 4, and 6 of my first book and Chapter 8 of my second book. The therapist in those chapters is someone I knew at school. I want to state clearly and with respect that I still care deeply for this person.

The emotions described in these chapters reflect a specific season in my life—a time marked by deep pain and many tears, not tears of joy, but of struggle. These moments are shared honestly, not to accuse or harm, but to portray my lived experience as truthfully as possible. They reflect how I felt at that time, not a judgment of the person involved. This story is written from a place of reflection, growth, and love.
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​​​​​​​​​Preface
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Grief isn’t something you get over, it’s something you learn to live with. This book is my way of driving through that journey, one memory, one prayer, and one tear at a time. 

When I lost my dad, I lost more than a parent. I lost my biggest supporter, my friend, and the person who showed me what God’s love looks like in real life. Writing these words helped me breathe again, even on the days when faith felt far away. 

If you’re reading this because you’re hurting too, I want you to know you’re not alone. Grief is messy, but it’s also full of moments that remind us that love never really dies. So, come take this drive with me. 

Let’s heal slowly, honestly, and together.

​​​​​​​​Dedication

To my dad, my hero, my teacher, and my greatest blessing. Your love still guides me every day, and this book is for you. 

And to everyone walking through grief, may you find comfort, hope, and the courage to keep going.

​​​​​​​​Author’s Note

These chapters mark a very personal part of my life journey which really happened and it is not fictional, every word and emotion remain my own.

And let me just say this straight, I don’t give a damn what anyone thinks about me. The reason I said it is because I wanted my father’s story, our story, to be told right. If you’ve got a problem with that, that’s on you, not me. At the end of this chapter, please help me bring my words to life.

For now, this is where I must pause the story, as I will continue the next part of my journey in a second book. I am publishing this book at this time for important reasons, but my story and the healing God is bringing will continue soon.  Thank you for driving this far with me.
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​​​​Epigraph

Even in the valley of grief, God walks beside us not to erase the pain, but to remind us that love never dies.
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Roelof Petrus Oelofsen
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That’s the name that occupies my mind when I must make choices. It’s the name that comes to me when I lie in bed, crying myself to sleep. It’s the name I think of when people tell me to get over it. Likewise, it’s the name I think of when people ask, “Who are you to tell God what He must and must not do?”. 

That name surfaces whenever I think about home-schooling. It appears in my thoughts when I consider farming, my dad, and liver cancer. It’s the name I think of when I reflect on God the Father. Furthermore, it’s also the name I associate with PG-13 jokes, help desk support, programming, gaming, Call-of-Duty, Need-for-Speed, and Colin McRae. 

When I think about faith, that name is always there. It even crosses my mind when insurance companies call. I think of crying and feeling ashamed of those tears. I think of that name because he knew how to cry. 

My father knew how to express his emotions, and that’s what made him such a great dad. He was always there for me, ready to listen to my problems. He truly showed me how God’s love works. Furthermore, he taught me how to be a man for God and how-to live-in service to Him. 

He also demonstrated how we must be ambassadors for Christ and never cease to live for Him. I could see how God worked in my life, especially as he began to get sick. I cried silently so many times, with no-one hearing how much it broke my heart to see him suffer. 

In those moments, I could have spoken or done something to ease the situation. I miss our physiotherapy sessions and our conversations. I could discuss anything with him. I really miss our outings and reading books together, those were some of our favourite activities. I miss telling him I love him. 

I wish I could say, “Dad, I can’t hear God’s voice.” I miss sharing my accomplishments with him, like telling him, “Dad, look, I got a 50 on my math test.” 

One of the hardest parts is knowing that I will never be able to introduce my future girlfriend to him and say, “This is my father. I miss him every day.” It feels unfair that he had to die right in front of my eyes. That’s one of the most painful experiences I’ve ever faced. 

Mom just expects me to live like any other boy, but I miss going to you with my problems. I know that you couldn’t always offer solutions, but having someone to listen to, was the best thing that could have happened to me. I miss having you there when I wanted to do something silly. 

I hope I won’t need another operation in the future because you won’t be there to hold my hand, kiss me goodnight, read Psalm 23 for me, or help me when my computer breaks. 

Now I must fix it myself, how great is that, right? You know that song that says, “You are my inspiration”? That’s how I feel about you, Dad. 

You are my inspiration in everything I do. I see you.
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