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This booklet is dedicated to all the men and 
women who willingly gave their testimonies to be 
published and to all those who we have already 

lost in the claws of death because of drugs. 

 

All testimonies are written in the individuals own 
words.  May their life-experiences be a blessing 
unto you.  If you are in the same situations right 
now that they have been in, remember there is 

HOPE for all who seek it.  LOVE is not too far from 
you, He is just a few words away. 

 

Revelation 12:11 

“And they overcame him (satan) by the blood 
of the Lamb and by the word of their testimony, 
and they did not love their lives to the death.” 
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Going through a very difficult childhood filled with sexual 

abuse, I quickly got caught in a web of self-destruction, sex, 

parties and loneliness. One of my earlier dreams was to 

become a high-class hooker, but thank God that I never 

followed that rabbit hole. It was close though - I was singed, 

but not burned.  

From an early age, I've always been drawn to healing and 

studied various healing methods throughout my life. I guess I 

always wanted to save others, seeing that I couldn't save 

myself.  

As innocent as I thought the yoga class was going to be, so 

detrimental was it to my soul and spirit. I quickly and easily 

started opening up to the Eastern mysticism that flowed 

through my being as I practiced yoga. I quickly started feeling 

better about myself and even my body, not knowing that the 

serpent, the devil, was waiting patiently to attack and devour 

his prey. Before long, I became a Reiki Master and was so in 

awe of the power I held within my hands. But it wasn't 

enough. I craved more power, and more, and still more. It was 

then that I awakened the Kundalini and all hell literally broke 

loose in my life. My powers grew daily, my energy levels grew 

rapidly, so much so that I 'vibrated' all day long, menstruating 

black blood for almost 3 weeks. The blood smelled like 

hatred. It might sound very cool to some of the readers, but if 
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you understand that I was operating via demons and 

principalities - the shadows of the night, then you MUST think 

twice. Please.  

My sexual addiction was at its worst. My self-destruction and 

self-hatred was at its peak. My spirit was slowly and gently 

being dragged off to satans' kingdom - unknowingly.  While all 

the time I was thinking that I'm ministering 'Godly' healing.  

After the awakening, I started feeling very powerful in the 

spirit. I started experiencing other spirits and guides informing 

me of terrible and incredible things. I started reading books on 

Wicca, spells, witches, incantations and even bowed my head 

to a Buddha idol. I was now powerful you see, not knowing 

that I was dead to God. Slowly but surely satan was luring me 

into his fantasy world of faeries, mermaids, warlocks, 

sangomas, white witches, shamans and the like. My life was 

flooded with disaster, incredible sadness, hopelessness and 

emptiness. I felt God knocking, but I was too busy being my 

own god. I started experiencing overloads of information from 

the spirit world not knowing that they were actually training me 

in the spirit, to become a bride of satan.  

After being on anti-depressants and sleeping pills since I was 

16, constantly been committed to various Clinics, seen by 

numerous Psychiatrists and Psychologists throughout my life, 
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having had enough nervous breakdowns for about 5 lifetimes, 

trying to commit suicide, losing my mind - after all THAT, I 

realised that I'm doing it all wrong.  

I somehow forgot the God of my youth, but He didn't forget 

about me. He was there with His unconditional love and 

warmth and He picked me up out of the mud and mire, 

flooded me with He's Son's Blood, wiped away my sins, 

cleansed my past, restored my brain, washed me from the 

offensive occult EVEN though it must have hurt Him SO to 

watch me do all this. He HEALED me, He FORGAVE me, He 

RESTORED me, He EMPOWERED me with MUCH more 

power than I had previously as I got baptised with the Holy 

Spirit. He TRANSFORMED my life from darkness to His 

marvellous Light, He GAVE me my life back which I never had 

and blessed me with His presence and grace.  

You see, I always tell people who want to become involved in 

satanism because of the (false) power that it gives - I tell them 

"My God (which is the Creator of the Heavens and the Earth 

according to Genesis 1), MADE your god - GO FIGURE 

THAT OUT!  

(Colossians 1:15-17 -15 He is the image of the invisible God, 

the firstborn of all creation. 16 For by Him all things were 

created, both in the heavens and on earth, visible and 

http://biblehub.com/colossians/1-15.htm
http://biblehub.com/colossians/1-16.htm
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invisible, whether thrones or dominions or rulers or 

authorities-- all things have been created through Him and for 

Him. 17 He is before all things, and in Him all things hold 

together).  

Dearest reader, New Age is a satanic kingdom and a very real 

and dangerous stronghold, however cool and nice and sexy 

as it might pretend to be. It's the counterfeit miracles of satan, 

the destroyer of all life, and I urge you, reader, to open your 

eyes and realise that you are on your way to hell.  

I pray that God may truly work in your heart through the gentle 

and loving power of the Holy Spirit, to reveal to you the truth 

that I've told you and to reveal His Son in you and to you. May 

Abba Father, the God of all Creation, bless you as you read 

this. I give ALL the glory that I have in my being, to my Abba 

Father, my God and I thank Him EVERY day that He caught 

me out of the blazing fire and placed my feet on a Rock, 

steadfast because I trust in Him. With love.  Lizane 

 

http://biblehub.com/colossians/1-17.htm
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I came out of school believing in God, living a fairly Christian 
life.  There was however an urge inside of me to explore the 
world and all it had to offer. My great interest was in the 
spiritual and what I could get out of it. 

I found myself getting into the drug scene, at first it seemed 
harmless and I believed that I was in control. I could stop 
anytime I pleased.  I got involved in the selling and distributing 
of drugs because it was easy money, little knowing as I found 
out years later that it was something that effected and even 
destroyed the lives of others. 

At the same time I got involved with the dark side of the 
spiritual world. At first it started out as harmless fun, playing 
glassy-glassy, calling up spirits and giving their messages to 
everyone around me. This impressed all my friends and family 
and spurred me on to go deeper into spiritualism and all that it 
entailed. I found myself pulled into groups that were involved 
with this kind of thing and quickly became deeply involved 
with them. At first they seemed friendly and helpful, a 
brotherhood of sorts but the deeper I became involved the 
more I realised that this was a dark and sinister practice and 
soon found myself trapped in satanism. 

Satanism in its truest form is a place of fear and false 
promises.  What seemed like a caring brotherhood soon 
turned out to be a group of people trying to destroy everything 
that you are and believe.  
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I was lying in bed one night when I had a personal visit from 
satan or one of his beings and I found myself enveloped by a 
fear so great that I could not breath.  I could smell hell itself, 
so bad that I could taste it in my mouth.  All I could think to do 
was to shout the name of Jesus. Immediately that word came 
out of my mouth, he disappeared. 

I was invited by a friend to attend a Christian outreach at our 
local church, I refused to go as I thought it was a waste of 
time and I intent on discovering the promised powers that the 
satanic movement had to offer, but right through out that week 
something was drawing me to that meeting and I found myself 
going. 

It was at that meeting that I met Jesus and my life changed. 
The moment that I received Jesus into my life I felt all the 
heart ache and burdens that I had carried around with being 
lifted and at that moment the fear that ruled my life was taken 
away. 

I realised that the promises that satan had made was nothing 
but a trick to enslave me and to steal my soul. I also realised 
that the power that he professes to have is nothing less than 
counterfeit and that the real life saving power lays in Jesus my 
Saviour. 

My life has changed from one ruled by drugs, fear and 
hopelessness to one that is ruled by love and forgiveness. 
There is no need for drugs in my life because Jesus has filled 
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that hole that I had in my heart. He has made me whole 
again, and given me a hope for the future both now and for 
eternity. This is something that neither drugs or satan could 
ever give me. 

Praise Jesus, who is King of kings 

Etienne Vorster 
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Former drug addict, former satanic high priestess; but 
now, by the grace of God, a daughter of the Most High 

Born on August 8, 1944 in Springs to Norman and Nelsonia 
Birkett, I was the second of four children.  After a short 
sojourn in Bloemfontein, my parents moved to the Berea in 
Durban and then to the Bluff where I spent the bulk of my 
childhood and the first two years of my marriage to Edward 
Fletcher. 

Both my parents were active in the church on the Bluff, my 
father being choir master at the Methodist church while my 
mother became president of the local Presbyterian Woman’s 
Association.  Christianity was not discussed at home.  The 
only outward example to us as children that this was a 
Christian home was the saying of grace at mealtime.  Biblical 
topics only became a matter for discussion after my marriage 
to Edward. 

In 1960 aged sixteen, I committed my life to Jesus at a 
Methodist youth camp at Botha's Hill near Durban.  After 
matriculating, I worked as a beautician at one of Durban's 
leading departmental stores and, as time progressed, I 
became a highly qualified and a proficient consultant for a 
range of internationally acclaimed cosmetic houses.  Even in 
those days, the private lives of an alarmingly high proportion 
of the beauticians with whom I worked were sad to say the 
least and could have been the basis for many of today's 
Corinth-type TV "soaps". Quite a few of the girls were 
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divorced, some engaged in extra-marital affairs.  Chemical 
intake was rife, especially at social gatherings where alcohol 
flowed freely. 

Having been brought up in a fairly protected environment, I 
was ignorant in the harsh ways of the world and in matters 
concerning drugs and the methods by which pushers gained 
customers. 

One Friday evening in 1962, I was invited to a social.  During 
the course of the evening, I developed a headache and was 
given something to take it away by the concerned hostess, 
one of my colleagues, whom I shall call ‘Rose’.  What I had 
been given was not a headache tablet, but LSD.  As the 
evening progressed, I became aware of a feeling of light-
headedness and well-being, but put it down to alcohol 
consumption.  The following morning found me with a strange 
hangover.  During the morning tea break, Rose commented 
that I was not looking too well whereupon I mentioned a 
strange feeling in my body.  She offered me something that 
would clear my head; it was another LSD tablet.  This was my 
introduction to the world of drugs, an introduction that soon 
led to chemical dependency. 

A problematic factor with those who are chemically dependent 
is the capital outlay required to support their habit, and I was 
no exception especially on a gross salary of around R90 per 
month.  Amongst the distasteful situations and practices 
forced upon addicts in order to support their habit are 
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prostitution, pornography, theft and other criminal offences.  I 
progressed through them all in my downward spiral.  Each 
phase or stage bringing about a greater degree of humiliation 
and an increasing lack of self-esteem.  Each ungodly activity 
brings with it its own physical, mental and spiritual dangers, 
such as exposure to sexual infections, psychological trauma 
and/or demonic transference. 

I should imagine that every city has certain areas or districts 
where criminal activity was more concentrated than elsewhere 
in the city appealing to those having a criminal mindset 
through the effects of alcohol, drugs, or poverty.  Durban is no 
exception.  The lower or harbour end of Point Road was such 
an area.  Within that area was a pub-come-nightclub which I 
will refer to as “The Den”. During the day it served as a pub 
frequented mainly by sailors and locals, but in the evenings, a 
night club of notoriety.  It was not the place for mild-mannered 
men to take their women.  On the other hand it was a place to 
go to observe or experience ‘the other side of life’.  A place to 
go should one be bold enough to desire adventure. 

Rose invited me to accompany her to The Den for pub 
lunches.  Through her I met the manager and we became 
acquaintances.  ‘Dark and dingy’ best illustrated its 
appearance.  It was the sense of mystique that held my 
attraction.  Amongst the locals were those who were pleasant 
despite their rough appearance, and those who were not.  
The latter you stayed away from.  Then there were those with 
ulterior motives.  In hindsight I see how these people were 
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experienced in extracting the most personal information from 
others.  So it was that they came to know of my drug addiction 
and the problems I was having satisfying my habit. 

There was another side to The Den known only to those 
considered by the manager to be ‘select regulars’.  At the 
back of the pub was a dimly lit room where only these select 
regulars were allowed.  Activities in this room were multi-
functional, depending on the time of day or night, often 
overlapping.  This was where the right contacts could be 
made concerning a variety of businesses including drugs.  
Other activities included prostitution and, on some late 
afternoons or evenings, coven meetings. 

At the time of my acceptance into this ‘inner sanctum’ I was 
already engaged to Edward.  It was there that I used to go 
many a lunch time for a LSD fix.  Not enough to get stoned 
because I had to go back to work, but enough to tide me over 
for the day.  Prior to my elevation to this select company I was 
totally dependant on Rose for my drugs.  Now I could 
purchase directly.  Nevertheless, my dependency on drugs 
was becoming more difficult to support.  Consequently, it was 
not long before I was identified as a possible candidate. 

The bait dangled before me was the offer of financial help to 
purchase drugs and, to a lesser degree, for personal needs.  
But, there was a condition attached to it.  This assistance 
would only come were I to join a select group of people where 
I would experience experiences the magnitude of which would 
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cause drug trips to pale into insignificance.  Excited by the 
prospects of new friendships and financial assistance to 
sustain my habit I agreed to ‘join up’. 

My exposure to occult was carefully cultivated lest I take fright 
and they lose me.  First, introduction to eastern practices such 
as Transcendental Meditation at a magnificent mansion 
located in one of the wealthiest suburbs in Durban.  The 
opulence of this mansion was overwhelming as was their 
‘love’ and ‘concern’ for me.  The implication was that I could 
enjoy such benefits being a member of their club.  Thus it 
was, that in that dingy room at the back of 

The Den that I was initiated into the local coven.  Once a full 
member I rapidly worked my way up to the position of high 
priestess.  Now that I was truly ‘hooked’, I no longer received 
prior benefits such as finances and subsidised drugs. 

By this time I was married to Edward who, at that time, was a 
nominal Christian.  In July 1970, aged twenty-five, we moved 
into our newly-built home in Pinetown.  Finances now were 
tighter than ever before.  I could not drive because Edward 
had a company car which only he was insured to drive.  
Consequently, I was highly dependant on an erratic train 
service.  The fact that the local station did not have a platform 
made baby and pram handling difficult, sometimes 
dangerous.  Outings became confined to essential shopping 
excursions.  The days became long and my sense of 
loneliness increased.  A combination of loneliness and 
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financial pressure to support my habit caused me to entertain 
men at home during the day. 

Exacerbating my loneliness was the withdrawal of friends and 
neighbours as they began to distance themselves from me 
because of increasing suspicions that I was stealing money 
from them.  These suspicions were confirmed during 1973 
and 1974 when I was caught on a few occasions.  It was a 
terrible and embarrassing time for my husband who for years 
lived in daily fear of receiving a ‘phone call at work from 
someone advising that I had been apprehended for theft.  
Those days finally arrived.  He was first contacted by the 
pastor of the church we were attending concerning theft from 
choir members, then friends and neighbours, with me being 
fired from the evening job I had at a local pharmacy to try to 
make ends meet, and later as a full time crèche assistant. 

Although Edward had suspicions that I was stealing, he 
thought it was because I wanted extra spending money.  At 
no time until August 1974 did he suspect that I was a drug 
addict or involved in Satan worship.  His deception was two-
fold.  Firstly, Satan is the master deceiver and I had a virtually 
unlimited means of deceiving him at my disposal.  The other 
reason was because his walk with the Lord was almost non-
existent.  So far was he from the Lord that he forbade me to 
take the children to church on Sundays.  With him being so 
blind spiritually, deception was an easy matter. 



18 

Whether my partaking of drugs and/or my involvement in the 
occult was a contributory factor to the difficulties experienced 
during my pregnancies with my two children can be the 
subject of much debate and in this context, the danger of 
introducing dramatics into one’s testimony. Nevertheless, one 
cannot ignore the possibility for the Devil comes to steal, 
destroy, and to kill.  July 1, 1970 saw me three months 
pregnant with my eldest child, Penny.  That was the day we 
moved into our new house.  For the week preceding the 
move, Edward was in Cape Town attending a one week 
business conference.  This meant that I had to contend with 
packing arrangements and all that is associated with moving 
house.  The end result was that I had a threatened 
miscarriage.  Fortunately, my mother, a qualified nursing 
sister, recognised the symptoms early enough to enforce a 
slowing down in activities.  I was not so fortunate with my 
pregnancy with twins two and a half years later.  At three 
months I was hospitalised for surgery to try to save them, but 
without complete success.  One child came away, but the 
other whom we named Ashley John survived, but not without 
a price.  Born on March 23, 1973, he was given 48 hours to 
live.  The placenta had become diseased by remains of his 
twin which reduced the flow of oxygen in the final stages of 
my pregnancy.  According to the paediatrician in attendance 
at his birth, Ashley would have suffered brain damage, the 
extent of which could only be ascertained during his early 
childhood.  Also, he was allergic to the anaesthetic used at 
the time of his birth by Caesarean section.  Removed 
immediately at birth to the intensive care, neither I nor my 
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husband were allowed to see him for the first twenty-four 
hours.  What we finally saw was a grey, shrivelled little 
creature whose skin hung in folds on his body, the 
consequence of friction in my womb through lack of 
lubrication afforded by the water one carries.  The first signs 
that something was wrong with Ashley became apparent 
during his pre-school days.  His time at primary school lasted 
a mere three months at which time he was admitted, at the 
Provincial Administration’s insistence, to the Browns School 
outside Pinetown; a school dedicated to children with cerebral 
palsy and advanced learning disabilities.  According to the 
assessment centre, apart from lagging his peers in 
intelligence by a few years, Ashley suffered from dyslexia, a 
lack of motor co-ordination, and was assumed to be colour 
blind.  In short, he would be limited to specialised schooling 
then sheltered employment for his adult years; a prognosis 
that gave rise to remorse and self incrimination for years after. 

Despite the power and authority that I wielded as high 
priestess, and the punishments and curses that I metered out 
to the disobedient, I refused to meter out any form of 
correction or such-like against a child.  It seemed as if, even 
when fully involved in satanic worship and occult practices, 
the Spirit of God restrained me.  For these acts of 
disobedience, I in turn was punished and bear the brand-
marks of correction on my body to this day. 

In John 6:37 we read “All that the Father giveth me shall come 
to me; and him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out”, a 
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commitment undertaken by God that is expounded in 1 
Thessalonians 5:24, namely, “Faithful is he that calleth you, 
who also will do it”.  Thus is the faithfulness of God manifest 
because, in 1974, He initiated events that would ultimately 
result in my complete deliverance, a transformation in Edward 
that astounds me to this day, a complete reversal of the 
negative prognosis made by both the paediatrician and 
assessment centre personnel, and a love our children have 
for us as parents despite that which both Edward and I 
subjected them to during their early childhood days. 

These events started with a minor operation performed on 
August 7th, 1974 that turned sour in that I began to 
haemorrhage internally.  Despite the best efforts by my 
gynaecologist, including a second operation that evening, he 
could not stem the bleeding.  My blood simply would not 
coagulate.  No-one was aware of my history, nor that I was 
being supplied with drugs in hospital.  After spending one 
week in the intensive care unit during which time I received 
thirty-five units of blood, and another two weeks in a general 
ward, I was discharged. 

That evening, Satan tried to take my life but the pastor who 
was called recognised demonic activity and took authority 
over them in Jesus’ Name.  Thus began three years of 
intensive weekly deliverance sessions during which time most 
of the major demons were exorcised. Commencing the day 
prior to my cold-turkey experience and for about two weeks 
afterwards, two wise and experience ladies from the church at 
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which we worshipped sat with me by day, and the pastor by 
night so that Edward could sleep; also to prevent the demons 
in me from making me run out into the night to flee the Spirit 
of God in this man and women of God.  The remainder of my 
deliverance took another ten-odd years. 

Thus that which Satan meant for harm and destruction was 
transformed by the power of God and today is used by God in 
a counselling ministry. 

The spiritual warfare in which I and my husband are involved 
is not without casualty.  I was a powerful high priestess and, 
although Satan may have given up hope of re-ensnaring me 
into the occult, he has not let up inflicting injury to my body.  
As is often the case, he over-plays his hand and in so doing, 
confirm suspicions that the demonic oppression or 
demonization was at the root of the inexplicable degree of 
‘carelessness’ exhibited by me in that I was prone to literally 
trip over my own feet thereby causing bodily injury.  During 
February, 1999 I was hospitalised on two occasions.  The 
second operation was to rectify a knee injury that left me 
immobile for a few weeks.  Having sought the Lord for 
revelation regarding the root problem behind the ongoing 
incidences, He showed me that it was because of a spirit of 
infirmity put on me at the coven I had attended.  Not only did 
the Lord reveal the source, but He also gave instruction as to 
how to handle the situation.  Praise His Name for He is a 
good God. 
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God is both a faithful God and a good God and His mercies 
endure forever.  He is also a God who delights in blessing His 
children and I would conclude my story with a brief resume of 
His goodness towards the Fletcher family. 

I mentioned that Edward has a technical background and is a 
precise and logical thinker. Nevertheless, he did not achieve a 
matriculation certificate.  He passed but three out of the seven 
subjects written, one by remark.  Perhaps his uninspiring 
academic record was due to his age, being a mere fifteen 
years old when he did his matric year in Electrical 
Engineering. He qualified as an Industrial Instrument 
Mechanician at the age of nineteen.  The following year he 
was invited to work for a major international oil company at 
their refinery at the Bluff. 

Ten months later he was invited to transfer to the company’s 
marketing division to design, install and maintain Liquefied 
Petroleum Gas installations at various factories throughout 
Natal.  This move was also a test by the company to see 
whether tradesmen could hold their own in an area usually 
reserved for men holding a degree or a Government 
Certificate of Competency in mechanical or electrical 
engineering.  Edward was to be the guinea pig.  Five years 
later, and in recognition of his performance, his title was 
upgraded from Fuels Technician to Fuels Engineer.  Ten 
years later he was transferred to the company’s Head Office 
in Cape Town as the fuels expert.  In 1995, in recognition of 
his expertise, he was promoted to the position of Fuels 
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Technology Consultant, consulting and advising the 
company’s field engineers, salesmen and customers in all 
matters pertaining to the correct application of all fuels in 
industry, fault-finding and conducting seminars and lectures to 
internal and external customers, and a member of the South 
African National Services (SABS) technical committee on 
fuels.  Of all the technical personnel employed in the 
company, he still had the lowest qualifications. 

Thus was the Word of the Lord to him in his early days in 
Head Office fulfilled, namely, that promotion is not from the 
north, east or south, but from the Lord.  Many have been the 
blessings of the Lord to us through my husband’s position in 
the company until his retirement in 2003, and after. 

At the Lord’s specific direction, Edward and I commenced 
Biblical studies in February 1993 with a Diploma in Theology.  
Eleven years later we graduated through Christian 
International, Florida, USA: Edward with a Doctor of Ministry 
and I with a Master in Christian Counselling degree.  But the 
Lord was not finished in His preparation for service.  Through 
a series of events orchestrated solely by the Lord, we went on 
three missions to Uganda and Kenya.  In 2005 he was 
appointed by the Principle of The Word Ministries 
International, Birmingham, England as the Academic Dean, 
Africa for their Bible school.  Five years later Diploma in 
Theology schools have been established, grounded, and 
given independence at Kampala, Uganda and at Mogotio, 
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Kenya.  This ten-subject course is currently held at 
Carletonville and Cape Town. 

In fulfilment of prophecy received in 2002, we were ordained 
Pastors and Teachers by the President of The Word 
Ministries International, an international Apostle, in 2009 
before some three thousand people at a one week conference 
at Mogotio, Kenya. 

Our walk with the Lord has been tested, often severely, but 
His grace has been sufficient for us in every situation.  He has 
taught us to trust Him and, in return, He has allowed His 
blessings to overtake us.  All glory and honour be His and His 
alone.  Of His plans and purposes for us in the future, we do 
not know although, through many and varied prophecies first 
received in July 1979, we have deduced an overview of where 
the Lord would lead us.  But concerning details, sequence of 
events or timing, we are careful not to form opinions lest we 
miss His leading because of pre-conceived ideas.  What we 
know, and it is this upon which our faith and trust has been 
nurtured over the past thirty years, is that it is for His 
appointed time (Habakkuk 2:3)  In the meantime, we prepare 
ourselves as He directs.  Amen. 

Elizabeth Fletcher. 
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The road I had to take 

I want to start by giving my Creator all the glory of who and 
what I am today.  And then my story: 

At the age of 13 I started working at a hairdresser sweeping 
the floors and washing the windows, and people’s hair.  
Working with me were a couple of older girls and I had to fit in 
with them quickly or not be part of the gang. 

That is where it all started, my first “dagga sol” as they called 
it and soon I was part of the group even though there was a 
age difference of 5 years.  They would take me everywhere 
they go to and would do everything they do. 

At the age of 16, I’m already on “tik” (crystal meth) and inject 
myself between my toes.  My parents are so busy with my 
brother and sister that they are not even noticing their 
daughter is on drugs. 

At the age of 18 I fell pregnant and had sort-of an idea whom 
the father was, after a night out with all the friends and all your 
bad habits you are not really sure of what happened.  The test 
proved that the father was whom I expected it to be. 

My son was born, thank goodness, without any deformities.  I 
married the father of my child, but the filthy habits stayed the 
same.  Many a times I had to hang my head in shame as I 
remembered how I took my new-born baby with me and he 
had to sleep behind a bar counter while me and my buddies 
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enjoyed ourselves.  It breaks me today thinking of those 
times, but I know that God has forgiven me. 

The man started lifting his hands for me when things don’t go 
according his satisfaction and my habits started increasing.  I 
had to take stronger drugs.  I never wanted to divorce and 
tried keeping things together, but two miscarriages later when 
talking to an old school friend who cornered me asking me 
what happened to the person he ones knew, I realised I had 
to make a turnaround. 

I started using less drugs and decided to divorce this man, but 
in the meantime he would rape me many a times and I got 
pregnant again.  I tried everything to get rid of the baby, but 
God had other plans for us.   

She was born just after the divorce was finalised.  A wonderful 
present which made me realise how thankful I should be, by 
using drugs and still have two normal children.  She finished 
matric last year with two extinctions.  I am very proud of both 
my kids. 

After my daughter’s birth I still kept on using drugs.  My ex-
husband told my parents and welfare took away my kids when 
my baby was a mere 14 days old.  It ripped me apart.  My old 
school friend was there to help me and helped me get into 
rehab.  I was in rehab for 6 months. 

Today I’m proud to say that God freed me from my addiction.  
On 18 March 2014 I have been clean for 19 years, clean from 
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smoking, alcohol and drugs.  All thanks to God and the people 
who brought on my path who made me who I am today.  All 
the honour and glory to my Heavenly Father!  No one can be 
like my God and I just trust in Him alone!   Debbie 
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I wasn’t aware that I was using heroin.  I only found out 
afterwards, from someone with more knowledge of the drug, 
that the “cat” I was using, was laced with heroin.  The colour 
of the powder-like substance differed from that of original cat, 
which is usually pure white.  Heroin laced has a yellowish or 
brownish undertone. 

For about four years I was using cat.  I became so addicted, 
that when I tried to quit (without Jesus) I replaced my 
addiction with diet pills, and headache powders combined 
with energy drinks. 

It didn’t last long though.  Before I knew it I was back on cat.  
Only this time, I was introduced to heroin without knowing. 

After accepting the Lord Jesus into my life, it all came to a 
stop.  I was baptized and set free, for a long period of time.  
Little did I know that, after being baptized, the devil would 
tempt me more than before.  And that’s when I found out that 
falling for the devil’s temptation, after being reborn, can 
possibly be deadly! 

We were never made to drink poison.  Even if the poison 
makes us feel good at first.  After a while it makes you ill.  And 
after just a little too much, you can end up in hell!  Be aware!  
Be alert! Be Christ conscious! 

Death.  It’s cold and dark and lonely, when you overdose.  I 
only know this because it happened to me.  Heroin nearly 
killed me.  The only thing you hear are the desperate prayers 
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of your loved one, asking the Lord to save your life..  
Numbness befalls you.  That’s when I heard a voice telling 
me:  “It’s not your time, go back and tell the people that Jesus 
had saved you.” 

As I awoke, I could still feel the weak, sick feeling of 
withdrawal, but finally peace was over me.  I could go to sleep 
after four insomniatic days, without the fear of dying.  And 
thankful for the Grace of the Lord, I will never return to heroin 
again!  E.S. 
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I was a cat user at first, always thought it was my drug of 
choice.  The first time I went to rehab I was shocked to find 
out that in my bloodstream was heroin.  The drug that I 
thought was cat was laced with heroin, and I have been using 
it for 6 years, totally hooked I was. 

The dealer’s slips heroin into cat or ecstasy so the customer 
will get hooked faster and stay hooked.  In fact, so hooked 
that if you don’t surrender to Jesus Christ you will stay hooked 
forever.   

There is only one way out of drugs, Jesus Christ, He came to 
set the captives free. 

All drugs are very addictive.  Just one line, one hit is all it 
takes to make you a slave of the devil until the day you die, 
unless you surrender to Jesus Christ.  Only He can break the 
curse of the devil’s drugs so you can be free again. 

The best advice I can give a young person is never start 
experimenting with drugs.  All users today started with one 
experiment.  You are only human; no person is stronger than 
drugs.  You will need the help of our Saviour Jesus Christ. 

I suffered for a long time of demonic torment, actual 
manifestations of demons, nightmares, etc.  Insomnia is very 
real and can damage your eyes and ears very badly. 

Deliverance from demons had to be performed on me in the 
name of Jesus Christ before my life could continue normally 
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again, because of the total of nine demons that possessed 
and oppressed me.  I was slowly but surely becoming more 
evil and giving into satans will. 

Thanks to the Lord Jesus I am free today.  Learn from my 
mistakes please.  Leonard Schoombie 
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Hi mommies 

A person gets two different hyper-active children, one who 
jumps up and down and one who tends to live in his/her own 
dream-world, always busy playing. 

My son was placed in a school for children who are brain 
handicapped.  The school’s psychiatrist told me that the best 
thing I could do for my child to help him was to put him on 
Ritalin.  They made me feel that they were better and knew 
better for my child. 

As the years went by, my heartache grew as I saw my child 
dying more each day. 

I made a decision to take my child out of that school.  I went 
to see them as my child also didn’t’ want to be in that school 
anymore.  All the children there had specific special needs 
and some were physical handicapped.  Every time my son 
took initiative to do something, they would tell him that he 
couldn’t do it. 

The problem was that my child was so down that he wanted 
to commit suicide at the age of 9.  My child looked drugged all 
the time. 

I went to another school that had special classes and they 
willingly took him in.  They agreed to help him.  I was still 
concerned about him.  Ritalin I will NEVER recommend to a 
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parent!  I asked God to help me and I started looking for help 
for my child. 

If you look at us as human beings; spirit, soul and body.  Your 
soul is full of emotions, how you feel and how you interpret 
things.  This can also make you sick in your soul.  Many times 
it is us loading these bad feelings, emotions on our kids while 
they are still in the womb, even overprotectiveness or even 
our own feelings of being bound.  These things hurt the child’s 
soul area, his emotions experience hurt and pain as they see 
it. 

Remember everybody’s pain and hurt as they experience it is 
their reality.  It can even depict on how his body screams out 
for help. 

From there I started spending more time with my son, giving 
him more attention and patience.  As small as he was, I was 
mother asked his forgiveness and slowly he started to 
recover.  He lacked confidence and that was to be built up 
again. 

I took him off Ritalin and put him on herbal drops and during 
exams on calm drops which I slowly decreased.  Today he is 
completely off everything and for a child whom they said 
would never be able to do sports, he does more than well.  He 
plays cricket try-outs! Praise God for that!  All the glory to my 
Heavenly Father, my Daddy!  Petro Swanepoel  
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I first started smoking dagga and in the beginning I enjoyed it 
very much.  I was always a quiet person, but if I smoked 
weed, I would talk a lot and laugh a lot. 

It is true what they say, if you start smoking dagga, it leads to 
the next drug.  You get so used to dagga and later dagga 
makes you depressed and paranoid and you don’t know how 
to face people.  In the morning the first thing you do is make a 
dagga pipe. 

Those days when I started using, drugs weren’t so freely 
available as they are now, you had to mission for it.  When we 
got money we would mission through to Rocky Street and buy 
mostly LSD, microdots.  One microdot, as small as a lead 
pencil point, trips you out the whole night until the next 
morning and if you think you are gonna smoke a sol to come 
down, it will just pick you up on that high again.  I use to buy 
strips of these things and thought it would keep for a month, 
but it only lasted a weekend. 

Later on it was ecstasy.  First just one or two, everybody was 
happy and lovey dovey.  Later we made pals with the dealers 
and took up to 30 ecstasies a night. 

Then came rocks, my drug of choice at the time.  This was an 
ugly drug.  You get a hit and for 5 seconds you have a great 
high.  But after 10 seconds you search for that next hit, one 
serious search.  It makes you crazy if you don’t get it.  You will 
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steal or make friends crave for it so you can have.  We would 
smoke Mandrax just to get off the high. 

Then came heroin, I smoked it and snort it.  Where rocks 
makes you high, heroin puts you on a downer.  This was bad 
news.   I got so depressed and all the more I stole from 
friends and family to satisfy my craving for drugs. 

During this time, God looked after me, had His hands over me 
although I didn’t know Him.  I’ve bought drugs with counterfeit 
money from Nigerians who had AK47’s on their backseats.  
We could have been killed, but God looked out for me. 

Before I met my wife I was already a full on drug addict with a 
fried mind. I was living in a virtual reality.  People would talk to 
me and I would go in a trans, and not know what the 
conversation was all about. 

I would walk down the street and hear people talk bad things 
about my wife, and the only way I know how to deal with it 
was to get violent. 

When the devil was send down to earth, he was given power 
over those plants and he knows precisely how to put you in 
different situations.  He put bags over your eyes so you can’t 
see what is the truth.  Everywhere you go you are covered 
with this dark cloud and you don’t see the love from your 
family.  All you see is this dark, depressed plug you’re on. 
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One day a friend of mine told me that I don’t know Jesus and 
invited me to an Eksderde Men’s camp.  The devil tried his 
best to keep us away from the camp, two blow-outs later; we 
got a lift to the camp. 

During the weekend I saw my friends change before my eyes, 
they talked different, and they looked different.  I thought I’ve 
messed up to much, God doesn’t want me.  I didn’t like it.  
“God, I don’t know You, but I want to meet You 
supernaturally.” 

As I looked at my friends I saw all the bad things that 
happened around the drug scene, broken families, small 
children stashing the drugs away from the cops, etc.  I stood 
up and told them look what the drugs are doing to us, they 
talk Jesus, but they still want to go smoke a pipe.  Just there, 
without realizing it, God released me from my drug addiction. 

It was really during the session on “Father’s heart” that turned 
me around.  In spite of the lack of love from my own father, I 
learned how my Heavenly Father loved me and I started 
crying and crying and crying….I heard my own tears dropping 
on the floor so high the Holy Spirit made me. 

During a quiet time in the bush with God I praised God for 
saving me, keeping me all these years.  I got an open place to 
sit down and a butterfly came and sits on my hands and 
started clapping its wings for me. 
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And I thanked God for my wife and I just wanted something 
white for her.  All she wants is white clothes; white everything, 
all the black must go.  It was a new life for her, but I can’t find 
anything that is white. 

At that time my wife had a fear for spiders and all of a sudden 
I passed a huge spider and it was if God tapped me on the 
shoulder and said “Here is your something white”.  As I walk I 
saw a dead buck in front of the tree, bones as white as snow 
and in the middle of his bones, where his hearts supposed to 
be is a red fruit.  Still I’m searching for something white and 
can’t find anything. 

After the weekend I told my wife all of the weekend and then 
told her about the buck and she felt on her knees and started 
crying.  When she had her quiet time the week before she 
asked God to give her something special, but all she could 
smell was death.  She came upon the dead buck and asked 
“Lord, why do You show me death?” 

God gave these white bones for both of us and said “Your 
lives were made anew.  You had a heart of stone and I made 
it flesh, a brand new heart.” 

I will never go back to that old ugly life.  They told us we will 
never have kids, God has blessed us with two beautiful 
daughters.  Now I have an awesome relationship with Jesus.  
He is my Friend.  I wish you can get to know my Friend.  RGB  
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Eight years ago, 17 February 2006, 29 years of age and a 
weight of 56kg, full of piercings and tattoos, I stepped onto the 
camp grounds of Eksderde in Pretoria. 

I had difficulty breathing; my lungs made a wheezing noise.  
For 3 months I was diagnosed with bronchitis which didn’t 
want to heal with antibiotics.  At night I crawled up in a foetus 
position just to help ease the pain in my back. 

I was a drug addict with a sad background.  My parents got 
divorce when I was two years old.  From then up until the age 
of 16, I only saw my father 5 times. 

From the age of 5, I was molested by 3 uncles and cruelly 
raped at the age of 17 while my friend and her boyfriend was 
watching and did nothing to help. 

I was so ashamed after the trial was thrown out of court and I 
was made the guilty party.  You see he was the richest kid in 
town, I must have consented to it, I must have asked for it. 

I left my home and school and ran away to the Cape in my 
matric year after an unsuccessful suicide attempt. 

I was so hurt I wanted to take revenge.  I became a slut, a 
hooker who didn’t want pay for her deeds.  My payment was 
the look on the guys face when I threw him out on the streets 
after a one-night stand.  I thought it would make me feel 
better, but it didn’t. 



39 

But then happened something so horrible:  what is written on 
my forehead “use me, I’m a slut?!”  That stage of my life (18) 
I was already an alcoholic.  On one of our clubbing nights, 
after ONE glass of wine, I woke up in a bungalow at the 
beach with a lot of guys.  All of them had this wicked smile on 
their faces and with utmost disgust I realized:  my drink was 
“spiked” and I have been date-raped by all these guys 
throughout the night. 

Again, I ran away and became a bar-lady in Potchefstroom.  
Here I met my husband and gave myself over to drugs just to 
forget.  One night on an Acid (LSD) trip, I nearly killed my 
husband with a pair of scissors after he started poking into my 
past. 

I felt deeper and deeper into the claws of drugs, ecstasy, acid, 
MDMA, dagga, poppers, Mandrax, heroin, cocaine, cat, rocks, 
peyote, magic mushrooms, etc. anything we could lay our 
hands on, we took (except for crystal meth and bath salts). It 
was a rollercoaster ride of 10 years. 

In the mean-time, my husband and I tried to fall pregnant, but 
it was followed by one miscarriage after the other.  Even the 
doctors weren’t very positive that we would be able to keep 
the babies if we do fall pregnant.  What’s wrong with me?  I’m 
I such a bad person that I couldn’t even bare children of my 
own.  Now even more drugs became my way out and slowly 
my body was disappearing and my organs where busy 
shutting down. 
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At that stage of my life I was a Tattoo Artist and Body Piercer 
and was a walking advertisement full of tattoos and piercings. 

A friend asked me to go to a Women’s Camp in Pretoria with 
her.  So we went, with a cigarette box full of joints which we 
stashed at the back of the trees for our “smoke breaks”. 

I saw the judgemental looks of the women there and felt like 
that lady in the Bible whom the people brought before Jesus 
who had committed adultery.  They wanted to stone her, as 
were the custom of the day, but Jesus said:  “he who is 
without sin, let him cast the first stone.” 

Throughout the course of the camp I learned that Jesus 
LOVED ME! ME?!  Saturday, an old man was talking about 
emotional baggage and there God gave him a word of 
knowledge.  “Some lady is going to die of lung cancer, and 
God wants to heal her today.” 

I feel my lungs burning and I know that it was I, the drugs 
have taken its toll on my lungs and I knew they must be rotten 
to the core.  I had difficulty breathing now for a very long time. 

On his third call, I stood up, broken, in pain, without hope and 
in total despair… 

As I reached the front, he looked me in the eye and said “God 
says, you will not die of cancer anymore.”  Years of tears 
flooded my face as I started deep down in my heart my own 
conversation with God. 
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“Jesus, please do not just take the cigarettes away, take the 
drugs that’s destroying my life too.” 

The man comes and stands before me and says “you are 
going to work in the holes there where the druggies are.”  
How did he know? 

After he prayed for me, I could breathe normally again!!  
Jesus healed my lungs, no, he gave me new ones!!!! Praise 
the Lord!!  Thank You my KING!! Thank You JESUS!!!! 

And there it all started, slowly the Shepherd came and taught 
me, showing me the right ways, healing me from my addiction 
and placing new dreams in my heart. He gave me the desires 
of my longing heart and blessed us with two wonderful 
daughters. 

He restored a broken relationship with my father anew.  God 
gave me an awesome new year’s present this year.  I saw my 
father again, for the first time in 20 years and all was restored.  
It felt like he never left me. I was still his daughter and he was 
still my father. 

It is an honour to serve the King of kings! It is an adventure to 
be in His service! There is never a dull moment. But most of 
all I stand in awe in the way He just LOVES me!!  Maria  
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I was 15 years old and everybody’s hero, my parents, school 
and even the community. 

With the gathering of the top 10 schools, I broke the 20 year 
standing record for high jump for the under fifteens with a 
height of 1.97 m.  I was chosen for the craven week rugby 
and was the golden boy of the school. 

God called me to be in service for the Kingdom, but the sly old 
devil was listening and thought that I would better serve him 
than my Heavenly Father.  

I started off with cigarettes and then dagga and before too 
long I kept the party going with ecstasy.  The craving and the 
addiction became more and stronger and ended up with the 
big demon, heroin. 

Still I thought I was the local hero, the talk of the town.  Five 
rehabs later, I realised I can’t overcome this demon without 
Jesus Christ.  I gave my whole life over to Him, but the big 
battle of my life started in l near the end of 2013. 

August 2013 our family was attacked on the farm and the 
devil tried to destroy our family, but God’s came to our rescue.  
My grandfather was shot and killed. 

I ended up in hospital with meningitis, followed by a stroke 
and finally bacteria formed around my heart and I ended up in 
Bloemfontein hospital getting open heart surgery where I had 
undergone a double heart valve replacement.  But my GOD is 
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BIGGER than any addiction or operation. After doctors had no 
hope for me, I pulled through stronger than ever before.  Now 
it is forward march for JESUS!!! 

I will help to collect the harvest because the labourers are 
few!  All honour and glory to JESUS, King of the Universe!!!! 

Hennie Bentley 
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If they say it is cool using drugs and you have to use drugs if 
you want to be in the crowd, they lied. 

No one can force you to use drugs. It is by your own hand, 
choice - and decision making, but we can testify that it is the 
biggest mistake one can make in one’s life. 

We are a family of 4, a mommy, daddy and 2 beautiful boys. 
The boys were still young when we made the decision to start 
using drugs. 

It gave us energy and the parties were so much delighted and 
energized but it is not where it stays. 

We ended up abusing the substance without noticing it as it 
makes you in denial and causes illusion. You start spending 
more, the more you take. The more of the substance you 
want and need. 

We started fighting everyday continuously and violently. It 
steals your prime, your passion and your life. It can also 
cause Family death. 

Instead of “living” on the substance, it made us becoming 
isolated. We started losing friends and family that meant the 
world to us. 

Without our knowledge, our children started suffering the 
consequences. Financially we were busy ruining ourselves by 
not paying our debts and school fees and in order to get more 
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money for the substances, we started selling our household 
goods and eventually lost our only transportation. 

Now everything became worse as we now need to walk to 
shops for getting groceries and that caused more conflict and 
we ended up fighting more. 

In the end, mommy could not take it anymore and left the 
house. The SAVF and police removed the mommy and kids 
and as it was laid on the table that if mommy is not to go to 
Rehab, I would lose my children. 

Daddy ended up in prison for 2 days for abuse of mommy and 
continuously shouting on the children. 

That is when daddy met Maria from the “war against drugs 
ministries” and changed daddy’s life around. 

Mommy went to Maria as well afterwards and was re-united 
with her husband and both they’re boys. Today they serve the 
Lord in all honesty and went on the Protea Emmaus 
Community Walk and serve the Lord. 

The “War against Drugs Ministry” and our “NG Church, 
Oberholzer” is assisting in so many ways and we are now 
starting to serve the community slowly but surely, in God’s 
name and Glory! 

We both were reborn and started camping with our 2 loving 
boys. 
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WE ARE LIVING AGAIN for the first time in a long time and 
we love it!!! 

Please get help from someone if you feel the need of ending 
the substance, before it ends your life, before it is too late. 

With Lots of Caring and Love, Eben and Petro de Bruin 

 

IS THIS THE PRICE, ANY LOVING FAMILY, IS WILLING TO 
PAY??? 
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It all started a few years back during school; friends truly 
make or break you. Finding a group of people thinking I fit 
better with them than others, feeling accepted.  Just being.  
But who was I kidding.   

It started with smoking & drinking.  Sitting in the street at night 
across from our house & drinking with friends.  Then after 
school getting my first job, getting money, going dancing & 
started partying.  Meeting a new bunch of people, then it 
started with dagga, shortly after that ecstasy.  

Getting around people who were doing drugs as part of 
everyday life, everything seemed to be normal.  The rest all 
just followed.  I told myself I am not addicted I can go without 
drugs, but kept smoking dagga every day.  It just got worst, 
doing drugs while at work, using any excuse to get a kick, 
feeling more confident.  I kept joking we are junkies, but 
thought I can stop when I want & I did not want to.   

One night we decided to go to Pretoria for a proper party for 
one of our friend’s birthday party.  We started with drinking, 
dagga, got A’s & rocks & we were on our way.  Flying as high 
as a kite & just on the road again after a pit stop we were in 
an accident.  I couldn’t even phone my parents, I couldn’t face 
them.  I phoned my friends who came to pick us up, some of 
my friends got hurt badly, needless to say nobody wanted to 
go to the hospital or doctor, even faked being fine when the 
ambulance was close by.   
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I went to my parents’ house the next day, still being high, it 
got a bit better from there, but still not clean.   

Friends of ours went to a camp & gave their lives to Christ, 
being fired up & seeing the change, it looked nice.  Growing 
up in a Christian house, going to Sunday school, taking part in 
a few activities at church, it sounded very cool.   

Well a while after them I got the opportunity to go with & it 
was amazing, it just felt right.  At one stage you go into the 
bush with your bible, just you and the word.  I sat there & 
thought, it’s all nice but I want something, I opened the bible, 
& my eyes fell on the words, “come back to Me!”  I just felt all 
warm inside, eyes full of tears, that weekend I met my best 
friend – Jesus.  I haven’t used any drugs since. 

Two life lessons:  

Friends who let you do wrong things are not truly friends, they 
must build you not break you. 

Most important, Jesus died for you! Having all our sins in 
mind, He died & rose again!  For You!  RvZ 
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What now, I am taking drugs or know of someone who 

does?  I am involved in satanism, what do I do now? 

One answer and reason to live:  JESUS CHRIST.  Drugs and 

satanism leaves a whole in your body, mind and soul and 

most of the time (not all of the time) people take drugs or get 

involved into satanism to forget the pain inside and to fit in 

and have a false feeling of being strong, important and on top 

of the game.  Unfortunately this is a lie from satan.  It will just 

add up to your existing problems, making it worse and he 

knows it, and in so doing try to steal the beautiful life God has 

intended you to have.  There is HOPE and SALVATION and 

HEALING for those who seek it.  The price has already been 

paid and all you have to do to make a change is to just ask 

Jesus into your heart. 

Dear Lord Jesus 

This is the earnest prayer of an addict/satanist.  I’m sorry that 

I am ruining this temple of Yours with this garbage.  Please 

release me from this pain and addiction.  I know I can’t do this 

on my own.  HELP ME!  I know You have paid the price for 

me on the cross as well and the plans You have for me is to 

prosper me and give me a future.  I come to you a prodigal 

son/daughter, not deserving Your love, but still You deem me 

worthy to shower me with it.  I believe You rose from the dead 
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and are sitting at the right hand of the Father, fighting for me 

and preparing a place for me.  I give You my life Lord.  I’m too 

weak to fight this battle on my own.  Strengthen me and bring 

me in contact with fellow believers so that we can lift each 

other up.  Baptize me with Your Holy Spirit so that He can 

teach me Your ways.  Thank you for taking my burdens upon 

Your shoulders.  In Jesus Name, AMEN! 

 

1 John 1:5-7 

“This is the message which we have heard from Him and declare to 
you, that God is light and in Him is no darkness at all.  If we say that 
we have fellowship with Him and walk in darkness, we lie and do not 
practice the truth.  But if we walk in the light as He is in the light, we 
have fellowship with one another, and the blood of Jesus Christ His 

Son cleanses us from ALL sin.” 
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LIFE-CHANGING SCRIPTURES: 

Romans 3:23  “for all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.” 

John 3:16-17  “For God so loved the world that He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whoever believes in Him should not 
perish but have everlasting life.  For God did not send His 
Son into the world to condemn the world, but that the world 
through Him might be saved.” 

Isaiah 53:5  “But He was wounded for our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities; The chastisement for our peace 
was upon Him, And by His stripes we are healed.”  

Romans 8:38-39  “For I am persuaded that neither death nor life, nor 
angels nor principalities nor powers, nor things present nor 
things to come, nor height nor depth, nor any other created 
thing, shall be able to separate us from the love God which 
is in Christ Jesus our Lord.”  

Jeremiah 29:11  “For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, 
says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you 
a future and a hope.” 

John 6:63  “It is the Spirit who gives life; the flesh profits nothing.  
The words that I speak to you are spirit, and they are life.” 

Galatians 3:26-29  “For you are all sons of God through faith in 
Christ Jesus.  For as many of you as were baptized into 
Christ have put on Christ.  There is neither Jew nor Greek, 
there is neither slave nor free, there is neither male nor 
female: for you are all one in Christ Jesus.  And if you are 
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Christ’s then you are Abraham’s seed and heirs according 
to the promise.”  

Ephesians 6:10-18  “Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord and 
in the power of His might.  Put on the whole armour of God, 
that you may be able to stand against the wiles of the devil.  
For we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but against 
principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the 
darkness of this age, against spiritual hosts of wickedness 
in the heavenly places.  Therefore take up the whole armour 
of God, that you may be able to withstand in the evil day, 
and having done all, to stand.  Stand therefore, having 
girded your waist with truth, having put on the breastplate of 
righteousness, and having shod your feet with the 
preparation of the gospel of peace; above all, taking the 
shield of faith with which you will be able to quench all the 
fiery darts of the wicked one. And take the helmet of 
salvation, and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of 
God; praying always with all prayer and supplication in the 
Spirit, being watchful to this end with all perseverance and 
supplication for all the saints.” 

Philippians 4:13  “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens 
me.” 

Philippians 4:19  “And my God shall supply all your need according 
to His riches in glory by Christ Jesus.” 

Hebrews 11:6  “But without faith it is impossible to please Him, for he 
who comes to God must believe that He is and that He is a 
rewarder of those who diligently seek Him.” 


