
DAWNING OF A NEW ERA 
 
Part 1—Introduction 

In tragedy, we seek for answers and we find ways to rationalise 

our experience. In those times, the most fundamental questions 

of existence are repeatedly raised. 

In the Bible, Job asks, “What is man?” For me, the question was, 

“How did this happen?” 

Our uniqueness sets us apart in the way we respond. Either we 

give up, blame God, or are resilient. In the vast majority of humans, 

there is a natural tendency to find some kind of inner strength to 

turn our experience of tragedies into triumphs. 

The Apostle Paul wrote “And we know [with great confidence] that 

God [who is deeply concerned about us] causes all things to work together 

[as a plan] for good for those who love God, to those who are called according 

to His plan and purpose” (Romans 8:28). 

He also wrote “But thanks be to God, who always leads us in triumph 

in Christ, and through us spreads and makes evident everywhere 

the sweet fragrance of the knowledge of Him” (2 Corinthians 2:14). I’m 

a great believer that the Father always, always being the operative 

word, causes us to triumph over our adversities. 

Holding on to bitterness prevents us from moving forward 

and living prosperous lives. In fact, people who overcome personal 

tragedies look for ways to help others. Imagine losing a child, then 

campaigning to reform a system of inequalities in our nation? 

When calamity strikes suddenly, how is it possible to say, “I 

forgive?” I have discovered that our greatest successes and triumphs 

are borne out of pain, tears and sweat. The description used by 

Daystar’s Christian television captures the meaning of my journey 

beautifully: 

 
A journey shows us not only the world but our purpose in it; painted 

by our passion, our struggle, our beliefs, the journey brings us face to 

face with ourselves, our relationships and our God ( Justin Machacek 

2010). 

When I received the news of my breast cancer in 2005, it was the 

first of three diagnoses. After surgery and without chemotherapy, I 

made a full recovery by God’s healing power. At that time, I felt the 

urge to write my autobiography and memoir. Although the route 

was not one I would have chosen (the journey was a long process, a 

‘walking through’ experience rather than an instant miracle), Father 

God guided me every step of the way. 

On numerous occasions, I felt I was being carried in His arms, as 

described in the poem: Footprints. The story describes an experience 

in which a man is walking on a beach with God. Together, they leave 

two sets of footprints in the sand behind them. The journey represents 

various stages of the man’s life. Looking back at significant 

points, he notices where the two sets of footprints dwindle to one. 

At the times he felt were the lowest and most hopeless moments of 

his life, he sees only one set of footprints. Believing that the Lord 



must have abandoned him during those times, he questions God. 

The Father explains: “During your times of trial and suffering, when 

you see only one set of footprints, it was then that I carried you.” 

(Wikipedia n.d.). 

Recovering from major reconstructive surgery, I was struck down 

with a long episode of insomnia, lasting an entire year. Still valiantly 

staying the course, as wife and mother, I eventually returned to work 

and to even more ‘urgent and important’ tasks after that year. 

These included juggling the different roles of student, pastor, 

and director of a company. It all became too much, and I didn’t get 

very far with writing. Added to our busy life, my husband and I 

began another stressful journey with the Social Care system. There 

were peaks and troughs as we battled for the right services for our 

children. 

The experience was like ‘fire fighting’ without any real solution. 

Once again, my writing took a back seat, and got further out of my 

reach. In 2012, I was diagnosed with cancer for the second time. 

There was bloatedness in my stomach and swelling all over my body. 

I knew that something was wrong. I was misdiagnosed by my doctor, 

who prescribed medication for indigestion. From my medical history 

and symptoms, she should have made the link with my ovaries. 

My doctor told me she would discuss the symptoms with a 

gynaecologist but when this didn’t happen, I sought the Lord. It 

was so precise in what He showed me. In a dream, I saw a picture, 

of water pouring out of my stomach. The full understanding came 

when I visited the accident and emergency department for the second 

time. 

The consultant used the exact words to describe the picture in 

my dream. “You have water on your belly, but I don’t know how it got 

there,” he told me. I was sent for a Computer Tomography scan (CT 

scan). It was Stage 3 ovarian cancer. I underwent extensive surgery, 

followed by chemotherapy treatment. I didn’t have the focus to do 

any writing. 

Frustrated, exhausted, and disillusioned with the many years of 

challenging a resource-led system that was discriminative, incompetent 

and characterised by a blame culture, I became physically 

and emotionally exhausted. Evidently, stress from the experience had 

contributed to the diagnoses. After writing many letters, which were 

dismissed, we made a formal complaint to senior managers of Social 

Care. Eventually, they upheld our complaints, but no one was held 

accountable for the mistakes and poor decisions that had been made. 

The mismanagement of our case would affect our children for the 

rest of their lives. 

It was during the periods, before and after the diagnoses, that I 

felt the urge to include, in my book, the traumatic experience we had 

of the Social Care and the judicial systems. It started in 2004 and 

continued sporadically over the next twelve years. 

The Oxford dictionary defines the word “journey” as ‘a process of 

transition or progress; a long and often difficult process of personal change 

and development.’ (Dictionaries n.d.) 

One of the hardest lessons in life is letting go of what we know, 

whether guilt, anger, love, loss or betrayal. We fight to hold on, and 



we fight to let go. Sometimes, change is not easy. This was the situation 

with me and my children. Although Tony had come to the 

decision long before me, I wasn’t ready to let go, but continued fighting 

our corner for the sake of the children. I wasn’t listening to my 

body and those who loved me. More importantly, I wasn’t listening 

to what Father God had been saying for quite some time. Eventually, 

I elected to take my hands off the driver’s wheel. I heard the Father 

say to me in a dream, “Finally. I was waiting for you to do just that.” 

In the dream, I recall seeing the presence of a man who I knew 

was Jesus. He was sitting down. I was standing up, but soon realised 

He wanted me to sit down in the seat next to Him. As I sat down, 

I remember feeling exhausted and laying my head on His shoulder. I 

knew then that it was time to commit the matter totally over to Him 

and rest in His Grace. He loved me and would take care of us. I 

found strength in this verse: “Casting all your cares [all your anxieties, 

all your worries, and all your concerns, once and for all] on Him, for He 

cares about you [with deepest affection, and watches over you very carefully]” 

(1 Peter 5:7). This was the impetus I needed to focus on what 

was really important to me—to enjoy my life and family. 

The final push for writing came from a book I had read: 

“Understanding Your Potential”, by the late Myles Munroe. I was 

greatly challenged by the picture he painted of the stark reality that 

people carry the books, they should have written, within them to the 

grave. There is so much untapped potential in our graveyards. I was 

even more challenged when I officiated at the funeral of a fellow 

minister and friend. For many years she had spoken about writing 

her autobiography, but sadly, it didn’t materialise before she died. 

Writing my story has brought back painful memories from the 

past, but it has also given me inner healing and closure. It has helped 

me to move into the next season of my life. 

In 2014 ovarian cancer returned. At the time, I had hoped to 

have launched my book. Since then, I’ve undergone further conventional 

and integrative treatments. Walking through this process, 

another time, has strengthened my relationships with my husband, 

Tony, and our families. Most of all, the relationship with my heavenly 

Father became an incredible and humbling experience. 

Even though it feels like decades of struggles, the miracles along 

the way have far outweighed those challenges. Remarkably, they have 

been the springboard I’ve needed to begin sharing my story. C.S. 

Lewis said: “Hardship often prepares an ordinary person for an extraordinary 

destiny.” (C.S. Lewis).1 

I hope my story will resonate with those who are facing similar 

health challenges. You too can overcome every obstacle and become 

extraordinary in the Kingdom of God. 


