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INTRODUCTION 

On March 23, 2018, I was pondering on God‟s grace and mercy. This was stirred up 

by  some experiences of God coming through for me speedily in various dicey 

situations I had found myself around that time. I thought about how God‟s hand had 

mysteriously popped up in my life at different specific times despite my inadequacies.  

In that moment, the Holy Spirit began to minister to me about how many people 

were looking up to me. He also brought to my mind the thoughts of other people who 

are influencing lives for Him.  

He opened my eyes to see how some of these people who „adore‟ us think that we 

have always had life going smoothly or had the perfect circumstances to thrive. I 

began to understand how many of them think that we have never battled with the 

kind of struggles and weaknesses that they face and that we have always been the 

right people in the right places at the right times.  My interactions with some of them 

later on even shed more light on what God was saying to me.  

Here‟s the truth of the matter- all we receive and embrace for life‟s race is God‟s 

grace, and that is the message this book seeks to preach. 

The word Grace is simply and commonly defined as God‟s unmerited favour towards 

man. The Greek word for grace, Charis depicts mercy, favour, goodwill, loving-

kindness. 

The NAS New Testament Greek Lexicon in one of its definitions describes grace as 

the merciful kindness by which God, exerting His holy influence upon souls, turns 

them to Christ, keeps, strengthens, increases them in Christian faith, knowledge, 

affection and kindles them to the exercise of the Christian virtues.  
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In scriptures, the grace of God is described as free (Ephesians 1:6), abundant 

(Ephesians 1:7, 2:7), manifesting in various forms (1 Peter 4:10), bringing salvation 

and teaching us to live upright lives(Titus 2:11-14) and much more. 

The grace of God is what makes the difference in our lives. It makes you think that a 

man has all the privileges, best possible circumstances or perfect atmosphere to 

become all he should be. The truth is that when God‟s grace is at work in the life of a 

man, it may appear to the world that he knows the way to go about life, or that he is 

smart or wise.  

These stories are shared to let you know that you can be all that God has created you 

to be if only you choose to accept this gift of grace, and cherish and relish it.  

I would request that you open up your heart as you read these stories because I 

believe that there‟s a message from God for you therein.  

Your sister,  

Oluwatoosin Oladejo 
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 The Beginning 

When I was five years old, I had no worries. I had all the food, love, laughter, 

happiness and joy I ever needed as a child. I didn't really have friends but family was 

enough for me. I had brothers to laugh with, fight with and also plan some ugly 

things with.  

Growing up was enlightening because dad would always tell us stories even if we had 

heard them many times before. Many nights, we sat as a family after dinner to talk. 

Dad told us stories about life, hard work, education and character. He would buy us 

books- mostly books from the Lantern series- from the bookshop. I also read My 

Bedtime Stories and foreign books. I don't know if they were British or American but I 

know they were neither Nigerian nor African. All these were aimed at building our 

character and making us focus on our studies, and they helped us in our journeys 

although there were times we just wanted to be on our own and stop being too 

serious. 

I can remember hawking at the age of eleven. My siblings and I were the only ones at 

home that day. Dad and mum had gone out. It was a weekend and we were 

discussing randomly on the society and societal norms. Hawking was normal in my 

society but we knew it ought not to. We began with condemning the act, 

sympathising with the children involved and thinking of how to join them in 

hawking. How ironic! Well, we wanted to make money and we thought hawking was 

a good way to make money even though we knew hawking was not a good thing. 

And there, we started. We got white nylons and trays. My brothers, two of them, and 

I tied rice, garri and semovita and set out to sell. 

What was supposed to be fun but turned out to be hell for us! We hadn't walked a 

mile when our mum saw us. The disappointment written on her face was legible and 
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we knew we were in one hot peppery soup. Something about pepper is that what you 

need to feel better is not water but time. That was what happened that day. We didn't 

feel better with apologies but time. Once, of my brothers and I tried smoking together 

due to peer influence. Aisha was a neighbour who would come to the house to play. 

She was really cool but very advanced in wrongdoings. She had no problem but I did. 

I couldn't do most of the things she did. I was a child and my parent, though cool, did 

not take nonsense for they met my wrong deeds with adequate punishment. 

That fateful day, Aisha came to my father's house with cigarettes and told me to try 

it. I didn't want to until my brother walked in and took one. That was an indirect 

influence which cost me my health. Also, mum caught us smoking. We weren't 

flogged but we were punished and the upshot of the punishment was ugly and lasted 

for few days. However, I cherish such ugly memories because for smoking, I coughed 

out my lungs, thinking it would be fun but the aftermath did not turn out to be. 

Perhaps, that made the experience unforgettable and a bitter-sweet one. 

I stillremember laughing out loud, sitting and discussing young ones in my society 

and church with my siblings. We would touch every nook and cranny of the society, 

school and church. Nothing would be left out from our topic of discussion. It was a 

time of gossip, laughter, arguments and most especially, sympathy. We did most 

things together until we all departed. 

When I left for school, I didn't feel bad. Everything was fine at first and things were 

smooth as well. I really didn't miss home in my first year because we were always 

keeping in touch and I had everything I wanted in school. I had food to eat and 

money to buy whatever I wanted. I‟m talking of 2015 when food wasn't expensive 

and life was fairer.  
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 A Narrow Escape 

Then, 100 level came with its sexual challenges. It was towards first semester 

exams,the school management had instructed us to take two weeks off due to 

electricity and water issues. That night, I wanted to get bread at the mini-market 

outsidemy hall's gate when I saw a multitude of boys screaming and shouting. They 

were rejoicing and perhaps, they came to break the good news to us in my hall. I can't 

remember but what I saw was pure excitement and happiness. I was about crossing 

the road when a baritone voice called my name. Who could have recognised me even 

in the dark? I turned and I saw John with two of his friends, Tayo and Joshua. We 

exchanged pleasantries and after a few minutes of chitchat, the two other guys 

disappeared and I was left with Joshua that night. Was it planned? 

I forgot about the bread I wanted to buy and followed Joshua. We started walking. I 

wasn't really familiar with the routes in school at that time but I felt safe since I was 

with a senior (he was in 200 level then). We talked and joked while we walked. He 

really seemed cool and his mouth was the bee's faeces. How interesting! The walk 

was taking too long; hence, I asked where we were headed. He smiled and said he 

would show me. I had no reason to doubt him. 

Few minutes later, we got to one of the male halls of residence. I was actually 

surprised! Where the hell did we pass? I tell you, the distance wouldn't have been less 

than five minutes from my hall if we had taken the only route I knew at that time. 

Perhaps, he wanted to engage me. However, that was eye-opening. I thought we 

would find our way back to my hall but I failed in my thoughts. 

“Where are we going? I asked, surprisingly. 

“I want to show you my room”, he said. 
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I didn't give it a second thought since he wanted to show me his room. I would just 

see his room and leave, I thought. How dumb! He led the way while I followed. I got 

to his room and had another dose of surprise. There were curtains everywhere. I 

mean every guy used a curtain to demarcate his bed space from the other. Strange! 

My hall wasn't like that. Whoever came up with that must have dined and wined 

with wisdom because that was the only way for privacy and space. I sat on his 

mattress because he had no chair. I was tempted to think I was in my room so I 

wanted to collapse on the mattress, but I was quick to call my body to order.  

Joshua opened an insecticide-like bottle and poured the drink inside it in a cup which 

he offered me. Instantly, I knew I was in a big mess. Perhaps, bigger than the three 

incidents I had faced while I was at home with my neighbour, church member and 

cousin. I wasn't nervous though. I heaved a big sigh and I rejected his offer. He 

couldn't believe it. He was persuasive but I knew that stuff was alcoholic. I could 

smell alcohol the moment he opened the bottle. There was fire on the mountain! He 

was surprised and couldn't help but gulp the alcoholic content down his throat. I 

don't know what he was trying to prove to me. Still, I insisted on not taking a gulp. 

As a matter of fact, I wasn't laughing or smiling. My face was expressionless. 

Perhaps, that made him put the drink aside. 

He sat next to me on the mattress and his right hand found its way to my laps. I 

shoved it. I moved a distance away and he moved closer. This we did until I couldn't 

move away any further. Then his hands found their direction to my breasts and I just 

couldn't hold it anymore. I fought with every strength in me while I stood up. He 

stood up as well and bent down to eat my ears. How disgusting! I was leaving when 

he dragged me to the bed and told me to allow him do whatever he wanted to do 

once and that he wouldn't penetrate. I wasn't that dumb. I couldn't fight him that 

much because he was stronger than me. Plus, he couldn't force me to do it because 
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that would be rape and, you know, that would be a big deal in school. He did 

everything to persuade me but I wouldn't just give in. This we did until he was 

himself again. I think he wasn't horny anymore, hence, he stopped. Whatever 

happened that night outside his room was little compared to what happened in his 

room. 

I got to my room and was perplexed. Do you want to know why? I had had a dream 

a fortnight earlier regarding that incident. And sincerely, it was a rape scene. I woke 

up that night sweating and breathing hard. I just said a two-minute prayer and moved 

on. After that incident with Joshua, it dawned on me that many times, God lets us in 

on future events or happenings.  If you don't know, it's either you are not sensitive to 

it or you choose to ignore it because the Holy Spirit is there to always guide and 

direct us and even warn us ahead of time.  

Also, my values helped me to remain assertive even at the point of giving up. 

Personal values are really helpful and go a long way in influencing our decision-

making processes. Why would I have sex with someone I barely knew and just met 

that night? My values wouldn't allow me. If one of your values is abstinence, stick to 

it.  

Most importantly, personal values built on the principles of God‟s word would help 

you as a believer to stand your ground when faced with temptations and oppositions. 

Hence, I also turned down the offer of a man who should be in his late forties early 

last year, 2018. Why would I have sex with an old man? My values wouldn't allow 

me. What are your values? 

It is as well important to know that God wouldn't allow what would kill you to 

happen to you. I mean God knows your capacity and only brings what you can 
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handle your way. So, such a thing won‟t kill you but would make you stronger. He 

makes His grace available for us to cope in all situations. 

 Depression 

When I was in 300-level, I became depressed. And then, I came to appreciate mental 

health. Hence, when I see or hear suicidal notes, writings and thoughts, it doesn't 

really mean so much to me because I think those people didn't really have knowledge 

so faith couldn't be built in them to the extent of speaking the right words or believing 

in life anymore. I mean what is there to live for if not death? Do you understand? We 

all live to die, hence, why shouldn't I just die now? 

Mental health is as significant as physical health so please, do take the complaints of 

your loved ones serious. Just as good food and water are necessary for the quality 

performance of physical health, so are kind words and actions and love expressed in 

giving and sharing of gifts, time and all those, necessary for a sound mental health. 

Since man is a reflection of what he consumes, that is, a product of what he sees, 

hears, feels, tastes and smells, what you tell him and how he perceives what you say 

and do are very important. 

Depression hit me late September, 2017 and that was the beginning of my fears and 

insecurities. Who had thought I would be depressed? I was always cheerful, smiling 

and laughing. In fact, I was happiness-personified. Yet, I was hit by depression which 

made me think I was useless. Nothing is useless in this world. Even a dead body is 

not because when decomposed, it acts as humus, adding to the nutritional value of 

the soil. 

I could hardly go out. I was sad and moody. I was weak and always eating anything. 

I would go to bed weak, wake up weak and spend my day in class feeling weak. In 



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

16 

fact, weakness was my everyday strength. I lost interest in writing. I lost interest in 

social media as well. I don't think I have recovered fully from that because I hardly 

chat with people on social media. I find it stressful. I stayed away from people for no 

reason. I just didn't find interest in associations or relationships. My roommates were 

disappointed and they started talking ill of me, which only made me more depressed. 

Why would you start thinking ill of someone when they suddenly change? The fact is 

that people don't change except something changes them; hence, you should question 

the circumstances or situations surrounding them, not them. The moment you start 

talking ill of them, you make them see no reason to live. I mean the next thing they 

think of is probably suicide because the things they've heard in the past are replaying 

in their heads. Academically, I was affected. I hardly read my books. Life was not 

interesting. Some people said I was getting fatter while others said I was getting 

fresher. Whatever, that was the result of sleep. I slept too much. I could remember 

complaining to one of my friends at that time. She really didn't take me serious. She 

later said I should pray about it.  

It's funny but that is insensitivity and religiousity. She complained about my sudden 

change that time too. And when I tried explaining how I felt, she only made things 

worse by saying I should pray about it because, really, I hadn't been praying and the 

indirect reminder only made me feel worse. Just imagine if she had said beautiful 

things to me at that particular time and perhaps, reminded me of one of the great 

things I had done days or months ago and how impacting that thing was. Wouldn't I 

have felt better? I think I would, at least, to an extent. I could have come out clean 

with her and expressed myself well because a problem is half-solved when shared. 

Emptying myself to a friend would have made me feel better. I would have felt great 

because I already emptied myself to someone who I believed would carry my burden 

as well. 
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If you wonder at the reason your friends don't open up to you, check yourself. You 

probably are too judgmental, insensitive, not serious or lackadaisical. You don't 

expect people to keep sharing their problems when you exhibit any of those traits.  

I didn't think of suicide because of knowledge. That is, in my state, I knew God's 

promises for me. I was depressed because I allowed it. I didn't know I allowed it until 

after three months when I spoke to a psychologist who told me how depression 

works. He said depression doesn't just hit you in a day. It's a gradual building up of a 

mountain with small or little things. Little wonder little things matter. He told me to 

think about the source and that I would know it. 

When I left him that day, I google-searched depression and I found out how little 

things like rejection by friends, boyfriend or girlfriend, a club you love or a group you 

have been active in could lead to depression. I saw how low self esteem, being 

cheated on, not delivering as expected, failing, not meeting up to expectations, family 

crises, divorce and the likes could amount to depression. I was wowed! How could 

those supposedly little things lead to a huge thing like depression? And there I knew I 

allowed it. 

The cause of my depression was the inability to deliver as expected- that was how it 

all started. I was supposed to work with a particular set of people but I couldn't do my 

best because I had malaria and this affected my delivery. I spent my time taking care 

of myself instead of working. I felt bad. I hate being in a place without giving my 

best, hence, the bad feeling. 

Few days later, I started nursing my 'bad' feelings. I dwelt so much on it that it started 

growing. Also, at that time, my family was going through a tough time financially 

and that contributed to its growth. From there, I started feeling sad and grumpy. I just 

wanted to be alone and that was mistaken for something else by my roommates 
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which made me feel worse. You see how the cycle continues? You don't get enough 

until the reactions of people push you to its peak- thinking suicide. 

 Healing 

I allowed depression because I chose to dwell on it. I chose to feed on the past and 

the fact that I didn't deliver well. I chose to allow my circumstances define me. I 

chose to call whatever situations and circumstances my state and not what the Word 

of God says regarding them. And when it dawned on me that I allowed it, I started 

confessing the Word of God. 

Whenever you are feeling bad or down and thinking negatively as a believer, don't 

„think‟ your solution because you can't attack a thought with a thought. You attack a 

thought with words. You should speak forth what the Word says concerning your 

feelings or thoughts. Start confessing the Word with your mouth and that is the only 

thing you do to prevent depressive thoughts as a believer.  

Whenever you feel you are not good enough, remember that Christ died for you so 

you‟re worth more than rubies. You are created in His image so you can't fail. Even if 

you fail in a thing, you know that God's thoughts towards you are not evil and you 

confess the fact that eyes have not seen neither have ears heard the good things God 

has in store for you. You speak God's Word because it is the final say over all that 

concerns you. You can't be the tail because He has promised in His Word that you 

would be the head. Therefore, even if you fail, that doesn't counter God's promises 

over your life. When you speak the Word, the depressing thoughts flee because you 

have filled your mind already with light and that directs your thoughts and actions. 

Thinking on a thing which is not beneficial means giving it a go-ahead to take root in 

our lives. And when it stays, it tends to silence the Holy Spirit because it is in charge. 
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You should therefore set your affection on things that are worthy, of good report and 

healthy in all areas. The Holy Spirit definitely would still be in us, talking and giving 

us directions but we might not hear him because we are giving attention to something 

else. Also, don't think you would be fine and now forsake the Word. Say it! Confess 

it! Scream it to silence those depressing thoughts! You shouldn't think on the things 

that would cost you your health or life, no! You are a light and are supposed to shine 

the light to others. 

Don't give that depressing thought a place to stay. When it comes, I am sure you 

know what to do now!  

Victoria. 
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My name is IfeOluwa Fatoki. But it‟s okay to just call me IfeOluwa. Just before I 

share with you some stories that have shaped my life and growth so far; I want you to 

know that whatever you may have gone through or are going through at the moment 

is not peculiar to you. I have been there, but greater than that, Jesus Christ has been 

there…He was tempted in every way (Hebrews 4:15). It would be unfair and absolutely 

incorrect to say that I am yet perfect, but I also know that as long as God leads on, 

perfection is within reach ultimately. 

I have committed myself to sharing a few stories impressed upon my heart by God, 

believing that He will pass a message or two across to you through the events that this 

jar of clay has experienced. First, I will share the stories, after which I will share 

further reflections. This is to give you space to meditate on what you may discover as 

a similar phase of your life and absorb personal lessons, Thereby ensuring that you 

are not limited to my perspectives alone.  

 The Encounter 

The first incident that comes to mind happened when I was about ten years old. I 

remember vividly because it was around that time I joined the Royal Ambassadors 

Organization. The Royal Ambassadors is an arm of the Baptist denomination created 

for young boys, aged ten and above until they get married. Then came that evening, I 

told my mum I was going for the weekly meeting which usually held by 5 pm on 

Saturdays. Mum was even kind enough to give me money to give as an offering, 

since as much as she knew, I was headed to the meeting. I had other plans though. 

Mum was ignorant, but God was not. Mum was deceived, but God was not. He 

cannot be. Earlier in the day, I had perfected plans with my friend, who was also a 

neighbour, on how I would leave home in disguise of going for the meeting, only to 

go to the church he attended to play football; at least for the duration of the meeting. 
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Trust me, the plan worked, and within minutes I was already playing football with 

my friend in his church premises. I played good football until time was up when I had 

to compulsorily leave for home. And about the offering, it was a good means of 

purchasing refreshments, both for  my friend and me. Even though our destination 

was the same, we parted on the way home with him volunteering to delay a bit, lest 

our plans be discovered.  

I returned home in the guise of the good boy that had left home. About ten minutes 

later, my friend arrived, this time from the opposite direction. Our mothers had a 

brief chat, but there was nothing to fear, after all we had been good neighbours all the 

while and such scenes were not uncommon. Not too long after, I heard a loud cry 

coming from our neighbour‟s apartment. Though I had no idea about what had 

happened, I had every idea of the voice of the one being punished. It was my friend. 

Anything could have happened, I reasoned. Maybe he broke some plates, or did not do 

his assigned chores. Could it be that he did not tidy up his school bag or had misplaced his 

socks, or mathematical set? I wondered and wondered, but I did not worry much, for 

there were times I found myself on the receiving end of lashes too, while he was 

having a bowl of rice for lunch, or dinner. He’ll be fine, I concluded. After all, such 

periodical beatings were part of the processes we got used to as we grew older. 

After a while, I received a kind summon from my mum. As I entered into the room, 

she greeted me in a very sarcastic manner, calling me a look-alike of the Brazilian 

footballer, Ronaldinho, as she made her way to bolt the door from behind. Mum 

reached out for the place she had canes lined up in different lengths and sizes. My 

mum and dad were both teachers, so canes were just normal „accessories‟. Without 

an idea of the offence this good boy who just returned from a church meeting 

committed, he was being beaten. As much as I can recall, mum beat me until she was 
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exhausted, after which I resumed the „post-cane‟ part of the punishment – kneeling 

down and carrying a heavy stone for about an hour. 

It was not until much later that I discovered that one of our friends, who as far as I 

was concerned ceased to be my friend the very moment I found out, was the one who 

had gone home to leak our well-crafted plans to our mothers. He felt that he would 

have secured a place in the starting line ups of the teams that played that evening if I 

had not come over. He felt cheated, so he betrayed us. After all, it was my very self 

who announced in ecstasy the plan that had afforded me the opportunity to play that 

evening to the hearing of all. 

That evening passed, but the pains did not. I was going to hit back at Peace, the boy 

that leaked our secret, at all costs and in full force. So I started looking out for 

opportunities to deal with him. I even intended to create opportunities if I did not 

find any. But God had other plans. 

Then came one evening, not too long after the incident; home was boring and I had 

nothing doing so I turned to read the Bible. The rule then was: just open; if you find 

any interesting piece of story (like that of David and Goliath), keep reading. If not, 

close and find something else to do. Of course I opened, and even though there was 

not much to read that evening, I could not close the Bible. As I look back at that 

evening, I have no iota of doubt that God in His kindness was communicating with 

me. It was a call that has humbly and thankfully blossomed as the years have passed. 

This was the passage I stumbled on that evening: 

And you have forgotten the exhortation which speaks to you as to sons: 

"My son, do not despise the chastening of the Lord, 

Nor be discouraged when you are rebuked by Him; 
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For whom the Lord loves He chastens, 

And scourges every son whom He receives." 

Hebrews 12:5-6 (NKJV). 

In reality however, I did not have the New King James translation of the bible then. I 

used the Easy-to-Read translation, which I had gotten for free at a crusade organized 

by the evangelistic team of Christ for All Nations. That translation is rendered thus: 

You are children of God, and he speaks words of comfort to you. You have forgotten these 

words: 

"My child, don't think the Lord's discipline is worth nothing, 

and don't stop trying when he corrects you. 

The Lord disciplines everyone he loves; 

and he punishes everyone he accepts as a child." 

Hebrews 12:5-6 (Easy-to-Read Version). 

Ordinarily, I would have closed my Bible seeing that there was no adventure in the 

passage. But that day was different. Even as I type this, the only thing closer to my 

face than tears is my handkerchief. For I remember this as the very first experience of 

God I would have. Did I really understand the passage? No. But a kind of calmness 

overwhelmed me and I just could not do anything else but stare at the text. On that 

very spot, the feelings of guilt melted away. The resentment towards Peace, my 

former friend, and the urge for vengeance gave way for true peace. That marked the 

beginning of what has been a life-long series of transformations. 

Thanks to God for amazing Grace. 
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Reflection 

 Have you also done something like this before? Maybe not exactly this but 

you may have inflated a fee from school, lied to visit a friend or cover up an 

atrocity. Maybe you still keep a grudge against someone who hurt you. Isn‟t 

it wise to let Grace happen to you?  

 One way or the other, our craftiness will catch up with us. Do you 

remember the scheming of Amnon and Jonadab that led to the rape of 

Tamar? 

 It may be called smartness, or any other name. But any wisdom that does 

not originate from God is absolute foolishness. Will you let go of the foolish 

ways of this world and embrace true wisdom? 

 A Reset 

We had just finished our Junior School Leaving Certificate Examination, but we 

were still going to school. After all, we were the „seniors‟ as far as Junior School was 

concerned. But I noticed a change in the way things happened. Some of my 

classmates who were my friends were becoming more intimate with our female 

colleagues. In simple terms, they were dating. The whole thing looked good. They 

were found sitting together, talking, and it seemed they enjoyed it. More so, these 

friends of mine gained the respect of others. 

Somehow, I craved this ‟elevation in status‟ too. I was brilliant and neat, and since 

God called everything He created beautiful, I was handsome. But left to me, I lacked 

one thing – this elevation in status. Unknown to me, my friends who cared were 

already making arrangements for me; kind them, Poor me. They concluded that one 
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of the Junior School female prefects would be a perfect fit for me. Of course they 

sought my consent, and since she was a beautiful and good girl, I consented. We 

were friends too so I felt there would be a free course. 

One day, my friends and their „partners‟ together with the girl and I were walking in 

the school compound when they suddenly began to excuse themselves. I got the 

signal- cometh the hour, cometh the man. But then, I had no slight clue of what to 

say neither did I have the courage to say what I did not even know how to say in the 

first place. Somehow, she picked the cue, and helped me to „ask herself out‟. 

I was happy. Little did I know that great sadness would soon follow. I can‟t 

remember which came next, the response or the tongue-lashing but I know that both 

came for she spoke sense into my head. Technically, my system was restored to 

factory settings. I lost my pride, truly, but I gained direction for life that day. For 

days, I could not go to school, and even when I went, I did everything to avoid seeing 

her. I was finished. Thankfully, I was to resume the next session at the School of 

Science, which meant I would no longer get to see her daily. 

My friends left me to bear the shame and reproach alone but it made me better, as I 

lacked the courage to approach a lady. That created maximum allowance for me to 

focus on my academics. Years have since passed, and I am not yet married. So, why 

then was the rush? Why? 

Looking back at how things played out now, I am fully convinced that God was 

involved. He must have spoken to me through her that day. For there was no way her 

words would have had such impact, had she not echoed the voice of The Almighty 

God. 

Again, I am eternally grateful. 
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Reflection 

 If you were to write this story, what lessons would you want the reader(s) to 

learn? The danger of peer pressure? The perils of wrong priorities? 

 What actually was my problem? Of course, I let the course of my friends put 

me under pressure. 

 What was meant to matter then, a relationship or success in my academic 

pursuit? 

 But then, let me ask you to check yourself, are you not giving in to peer 

pressure already?  

 Are your priorities rightly placed? 

 God spoke sense to me through the words of that girl. Isn‟t this story God‟s 

way of speaking sense to you? 

 Singled Out 

Then, there was this special December. It was not special because I received many 

gifts, but because God taught me a lesson I will never forget.  

I needed money. I needed to buy gifts for my younger cousins, friends, nieces and 

nephews. I needed money to cover some travelling costs too and to have something 

left in my already near empty purse. I had prayed, and I was waiting for God to fix 

the situation. On a blessed Wednesday evening, I received a cash gift, and I 

immediately responded with thanksgiving to God for the first evidence of answered 

prayers. At least, I could begin to get some things done. 
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But almost immediately, I heard God saying I needed to give out the money in its 

entirety to a family who had a baby earlier that day. Of course I turned deaf ears, but 

God persisted kindly. Apart from this new provision, I was left with just twenty naira! 

So I began to bargain with God. I suggested that God would let me use the money, 

and delay the giving for about a week, when I would surely have some money, God 

declined. I asked Him to permit me withhold a portion, no matter how small, yet He 

would not let me. I cried! 

I yielded at last, but not grudgingly, knowing that will not be acceptable to Him. I 

bought an envelope with my „last card‟ and I did as God wanted me to. Just as I 

made my way back home, God spoke again. He told me how it was a great privilege 

for me to have been assigned such task when there were billions of people on earth. 

The message sank in immediately. It humbled me! 

God decided to single me out, from among billions, for His divine purpose. Tears of 

sadness immediately gave way to tears of gratitude. And when I finally got home, the 

words below found their way into my diary: LORD God, obeying You is only a privilege. 

Reflection 

Each time I reflect on this particular event, I am reminded that whatever I get to do 

for God is only a privilege and responsibility. After all, 

Who has ever given God anything? God owes nothing to anyone." Yes, God made all 

things. And everything continues through him and for him. To God be the glory forever! 

Amen. 

Romans 11:35-36 (Easy-to-Read Version). 
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So there is no need for you or me to feel we are anything in ourselves. What do we 

have that we have not received?  

 Conclusion 

Somehow along the line, I must have forgotten to tell you that about a year after I left 

secondary school, the unexpected happened. 

Dad fell sick, and later passed away.  As at that time, I was yet to be admitted into 

the university and mum had very few years left in the civil service. I also had a 

younger sister who had a year left in the secondary school. How would we cope?  

Why? When? How? Those questions came and seem to cloud my world. But I 

remembered that when talking to men changes nothing, talking to GOD changes 

everything. 

I resorted to prayers and I saw God turn difficult moments around with ease. Of 

course, my sister made it out of the university, with good grades, in good time. Long 

before I knew my dad, God introduced Himself as Father and sovereign. 

 David called Him “Shepherd” (Psalm 23:1) 

 Jesus Christ called Him “Father” (Matthew 6:10) 

 Paul said, “every family receives its true name from Him” (Ephesians 3:15). 

Long before you knew family or friends, God knew you. Long before you lost any 

dear one, God gave Jesus Christ for you. And if He gave Him up for you, won‟t He 

give you every other thing? (Romans 8:32). In Him, you have everything you would 

ever need for life and godliness (2 Peter 1:3). 
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Finally, I implore you to embrace the God-life. Whatever has happened isn‟t the 

conclusion of your story. God who did not give up on me in my messy moments 

won‟t give up on you. 

Thank you. 

Your friend, 

IfeOluwa. 
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 A Simple Prayer 

 

"Will you continue this church thing when you grow up?" 

 

What a question! I was struck. I was quiet, searching for the exact words to drive 

home my answer.  

 

At first, the reason for this sort of question baffled me. That wasn't the first time such 

searching questions were thrown at me. And to talk of the questioner‟s, they were 

aunties and uncles and acquaintances- adults.  

 

Why would they want to ask a girl of about 12 years old, such questions? The scarier 

part was their response when I said my "Yes of course" with this smile and surety.  

 

The look in their eyes, and the hilarious laughter... "Don't worry. Wait till you grow 

up, or get into higher institution, you'll leave all those things and start living life". 

They'll utter words like that, and I'll simply wonder, “Why the fuss?” Which „life‟ are 

they talking about? 

 

I remember one day, after one of such lashing question and talks, I got bothered and 

had to discuss it with God. 

 

God, I don't know what these people are talking about. I mean, why do they think I'll change 

into something else later? Please, don't let that happen to me. Keep me strong and standing. I 

always want to be your child. 
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I can still picture how I knelt by my bedside saying those heart-felt words to God. 

And I meant it. I didn't know all what it entailed, but I just wanted to prove these 

people wrong.  

 

The prayers didn't last for hours, but I knew God heard them 'cause they flowed from 

the depth of my innocent heart, amidst the tears that clouded my eyes. I stood up 

from there, determined to make it. 

 

Not that I had the whole Christianity stuff in my head at that time. I was simply a 

little girl who loved the truth of God's word being taught at her Bible believing 

Pentecostal church, and at home as well. I never thought there was a reasonable 

reason to throw it away. Yes, maybe, at that time, I had answered one of those altar 

calls, and confessed Jesus as Saviour. But, the genuine salvation experience was still 

missing.  

 

 Not the perfect girl 

 

I remember telling some lies to get out of punishment; well crafted lies that made 

some of my friends cheer me - "This girl, you're sharp".  I recall struggling to be like 

others - dress like them, act like them, belong to the happening girls. That was while I 

was in high school (secondary school). The peer pressure pit appeared decorated with 

gold, and kept enticing me to walk over it. 

 

But, I think, or rather, I know, somehow, that the prayer I made was working. God's 

grace kept pulling me back, holding me back from falling into deadly pits that could 

have left a painful scar. God's grace said, “NO, I wouldn't let you go”.  
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 Total Surrender 

 

Then, the real thing came. It was a youth program in church, and the message sank in 

really hard. I knew it was time to take a strong stand; to burn the bridges behind and 

intentionally take this walk with Christ seriously. I surrendered. I re-consecrated 

myself to Him. I made solid commitments. Lord, I'm all yours! 

 

That was the beginning of a sweet and swift journey with God; of loving Him more, 

serving Him, and obeying Him against all odds. Temptations came. There were days 

in which giving up seemed the easiest thing to do but I would look up again, and ask 

for grace. God was and is always there.  

 

So, in this journey of grace, there are 5 salient things that have kept me on track this 

far: 

 

1. Being honest to God and myself: I don't pretend with God. I tell Him how I feel 

everytime. After all, He already knows all about me, so why hide from Him? That 

prayer I made was an honest one. When I'm confused, tired or weak, I'll always run 

back to Him and tell Him exactly how I feel. And God loves that. He said, "A broken 

heart and a contrite spirit, He will not despise". God loves broken people-people who 

always recognize their need of Him. He never fails to always make His grace 

sufficient unto them. That's the number one secret to my walk of grace-being truthful 

to myself, and open to God. 

 

2. A personal relationship with God: The food that sustains and keeps you alive is 

the one you eat, not what your parents or pastor eats. That same way, the word of 

God you feed your soul sustains and strengthens you, not what „they said‟. I learnt 
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that, and so began to dig into God's word and understand it myself. That's what helps 

me stand against opposition, defend the truth, and overcome temptations. I read the 

Bible, and pray it. Christian messages, books, songs and inspirational materials are 

my companion. The mind is not a vacuum; it must be occupied with something. I 

either stuff it with words of grace, or the devil and the world will stuff it with 

godlessness.  

 

3. Fellowshipping with like-minded, heaven-bound believers: "Not forsaking the 

assembling of ourselves together..." I drummed that gospel counsel into my head. I 

need others to survive. Going to church, seeing other believers, hearing their 

testimonies of grace and listening to the sound word of God from His ministers is a 

soul tonic. There were days when the flesh appeared weak. I will literally dragged 

myself to church, and boom - the message was directly for me. The way God does 

such things gets to my bones. I'll find myself dancing on my way home. God is 

awesome! 

 

4. Keeping Godly friends: Oh, my friends! The godly friends around me during 

those early Christian years were strong pillars for me. We discussed the Bible, prayed 

together, visited one another and challenged one another. Sometimes we looked 

around and observed how some who were ahead us went off the track; how they 

were being swallowed by that pit we heard was awaiting everyone on campus, at the 

point of making marital decisions, or at one transition period or the other. We would 

pray, and tell ourselves that our stories must be different and that those who come 

behind us must find us faithful. I remember when I was about travelling to the state 

where I served my father land. On the eve of that day, a friend came to sleep over at 

my house. She just wanted to pray with me and for me, and encourage me. Those 



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

36 

memories keep me strong and standing. And today, they're all living beautiful lives in 

their lovely homes. Gracious friends! I love them all. 

 

5. Serving the Lord: "This choir practice and programs you're always going to, it will 

distract you from your books", my dad would sometimes say. He is a Christian but he 

didn't really understand why youths like us would be moving from one community to 

the other singing and preaching. He thought it was a distraction, but it wasn't. The 

time others spent watching unhealthy movies, gossiping, and indulging in reckless 

activities and aimless visitations, we invested into God's work. We didn't have time 

for frivolities, and didn't give devil room to engage us. More so, we were building our 

account in heaven. I‟m still reaping the fruits of Kingdom service. And for my 

studies, it didn't make me a failure. By God's grace, I have my first and second 

degrees, and I‟m about pursuing the third. God has been faithful! His grace is 

abundant. 

 

So, my story of grace is summed up in this -  

Grace found me, kept me, and wouldn't let me go. 

 

Friend, just in case you think you're so far from the reach of grace, the words of this 

song has good news for you -  

 

Grace will always be greater than sin, 

Calvary has proven it, time and again, 

Whatever you've done, 

Wherever you've been, 

God's grace will always be greater than sin. 
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The arms of grace are wide open, waiting to welcome you. You just have to come. 

 

Please read these passages on grace, and stay blessed. 

 

 Romans 5:20  

 2 Corinthians 12:9  

 Hebrew 4:16  

 James 4:6  

 2 Peter 3:18 

 

May the grace of our Lord Jesus abide with you. Amen! 

 

Your sister, 

Chiamaka. 
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 Delayed 

I left secondary school in 2011, and I must tell you it was an exciting celebration 

amidst the many goodbyes and hugs. I never imagined the possibility of not gaining 

admission into the University until 2013. I mean, there was really no reason for a 

delay.  

Alas! It happened! I didn't gain admission that year, and then the following year, the 

story did not change. Let me say at this point that by 2012, most of my colleagues 

back in secondary school were already in 200 level, and even my twin sister (yes, my 

biological twin sister) was already admitted into a university. 

Gosh! I cried! I felt like I was alone. I couldn't bring myself to say the words, “I'm still 

writing „JAMB‟”. I cried because I felt God was wicked. I hated God for being a 

taskmaster. I actually felt God was a taskmaster because earlier that year (2012), I 

gained admission into one of the prestigious private universities in the country, but 

my original letter of admission was shredded by the Registrar's Secretary. I had 

scored 179 in the Unified Tertiary Matriculation Examinations (UTME) that year, 

and so a Federal or State University was sure not an option. The cut off mark for 

Private universities was 170, and I was qualified. I obtained the Post-UTME form, 

passed the written exam, oral interview, and also met the department's requirement.  

On the day I was to commence my registration in the department, I needed a 

clearance slip from the registrar. Lo and behold, the registrar's secretary created a 

scene. She began to shout, calling me a fraudster. She insisted that the cut off was 180 

and so I couldn‟t have been offered the admission because I scored 179 in the UTME. 

But before I could say Jack, my original letter of admission was lying on the floor in 

shreds. That was the only proof I had. Nothing I or people around said calmed her. 

She kept insisting that if I really wanted to come to their school, I should go for their 
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pre-degree programme. She even promised to help me secure an admission into the 

pre-degree training centre. Ha! Me!  

I wailed! I sobbed heavily! I would have probably cursed God under my breath. This 

was because I remember calling God to a conference with me, explaining and 

justifying why He had been wicked to me. And just to add to that, I had the 

conference in my church. I told God I wouldn't stress Him much, so I went to meet 

Him. (Laughs) 

 God was working 

Well, I eventually had to proceed to a Pre-degree centre, but I went to the OAU 

CDL, Moro, and I‟m more than grateful I did. I mean, God literally took me through 

training at Moro, and I make bold to say God is intentional about me. I knew I 

wasn't going to school in OAU, but I didn‟t know how it was going to be. I only 

knew of a certainty that I was sure not ready to stay at home a third year.  

Today I rejoice because though it looked like the devil was winning, God was 

actually working out His purposes for me in the most epic way. Although I had 

scored 197 in the 2013 UTME and it looked as though my journey for a university 

degree was never going to end but God gave me His words and comforted me. He 

literally registered me for Post-UTME in the Federal University of Agriculture, 

Abeokuta (FUNAAB) by Himself, and offered me admission into the institution.  

I, on the other hand, had given up on a obtaining a university degree and was not 

ready to be embarrassed a second time in my life in a Private University so I opted for 

a College of Education whose cut-off was 150. But God taught me that when it's your 

time, it is, and when He shows up, He shows up big! He gave me admission to the 

College of Education and the Federal University of Agriculture, Abeokuta, and I 
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eventually went for the latter. While I wasn‟t offered my desired course, I was glad 

my academic status had changed, and the badge I proudly wore was that of a 

university undergraduate! 

 Challenges came still 

But there was a problem. I was offered Crop Protection which is an extremely special 

option in Agriculture, and I never offered Agriculture as a subject while in secondary 

school, let alone liking the course. I attended a secondary school where you start your 

subjectselection in JSS 3, and Agric. was one of the subjects I dropped without 

thinking. And there I was, being faced with Agric. as my soon to be new found life 

for at least five years!  

The five years and few months were beautiful, yet demanding. I had moments I cried 

and wanted to drop out, but God is always faithful. Another thing which He did was 

that He gave me His words and broke them down to me. That was the first time 

Zechariah 4 ever made sense to me. I must admit that even though I had His words, I 

had more challenges. You know those scenarios that seem like things are pretty much 

against you because you‟re hanging on God and His words. That was what I faced!  

I didn't have everything starting well for me. I started on a 2 point GP with a course I 

had to carry over. Funnily, I didn't cry but I wasn't happy either. I was just 

emotionless as I was tired of having conferences with God on such issues. An 

amazing thing to note is that I was the 100 level sisters' coordinator then and I 

remember praying to God to give my tenure 100% academic success. Till today, I 

don't have a story of any other sister having a carry-over that semester except me. 

Again, I felt betrayed by God. 
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Well, the journey was not smooth, as I have sufficient stories to share for each level, 

but today, I dare to boldly declare that I am a girl of like passions who is constantly 

awed at what grace can do to a man. I've failed and had to write carry over courses 

twice in life. The third carry over course I had was terribly devastating. I remember 

crying from 10 am till around past 3 pm because I couldn't come to terms with it. 

Eventually, Grace sorted it.  

My script was searched for, I requested for a rectification, and that which was 

originally called “carry over”, became a “passed course”. I wrote UTME three times 

before I gained my admission. I was always falling sick that by the time I got to 500 

level, I was constantly admitted into the university's health centre every month. It 

became a norm. I have had to break relationships which were God-approved right 

from inception. I have felt like God was unfair. I have had to live on negative account 

balance. 

 A New Story 

But today, I do not only stand as a ministry woman leading God's own daughters at 

The Deborah Generation (Girls Chat With Daddy)- TDG/GCWD, I stand as a Public 

Speaker, an Emerging Human Capital and Human Resources Developer, a 

Passionate Girl-Child Advocate, a Women Empowerer, an Uprising Social Sector 

Developer, a Crop Protectionist (Entomologist), a prospective corps member, and a 

soon to be wife, and mum! 

When God instructed me to start TDG/GCWD in 200 level (Yes, the very God I had 

issues with did set me up to start a ministry in His name), I had no ministry 

experience, and I still do not count myself as one who does, but four years and few 

months down the line, I make bold to say God is unwavering, and can be trusted. 
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Today, I am a lady who boldly declares that Grace is prodigal, for I am one whom 

He never gets tired of trying, and who is always coming out as Gold. The 

overwhelming, never ending, reckless love of God found me, and gave me a beautiful 

story. I started school with a carry-over and an extremely weak 2 point GP, but today 

I'm a graduate with a 3 point GP, who didn't have an extra year in school. I had 

failed relationships, but today, I'm settled by God himself. I had a health challenge 

that couldn't bear stress, but today, I'm healed. It keeps me wondering, “What would 

God not do for His beloved? What would He not set straight for His chosen?” 

I was and still am not in any way different from every other person, but I am a lady 

who is laced with grace. Grace brought me into seasons, trainings, leverages, 

privileges, and opportunities. Grace gave me a total make-over, and a beautiful story. 

This is my story of grace.  

What is yours? Would you allow Him write it? 

Your Sister, 

Ayomide. 
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 My Root 

When I was born, my parents were students at a Baptist Seminary in Ogbomoso and 

we lived on the Seminary campus. I was told that I could not be named seven days 

after my birth because I had to be kept in the incubator for some days to stabilize 

because I was born too small. I was also told that even after I was named, I was still 

very small that people would call me Kiyeseni which was more like a caveat to 

passersby to watch out for a baby on the mat. When I think about it now, I realize 

that my birth and survival thereafter, was a divine intervention by the grace of God.  

About four years after I was born, my family moved to Lagos State as my parents 

resumed the pastorate of a small church in the small town of Ojo. That was how my 

journey as a pastor's kid riding on the strides of religion and being the good boy that 

everybody loved but who knew next to nothing about himself began.  

Not long after we got to Lagos, I was sexually abused by an egbon. I don't recollect 

the event in so much detail now, but I remember how she would put my hands on her 

breasts and make me rub them. I lost my innocence and by the age of 13, I was 

already in a relationship that featured playful kisses and unrefined romance. Born a 

choleric, I had the ability to make friends and people began to look up to me for 

guidance so I had a few friends whom I dragged into my mess.  

 Salvation 

 

The night I first gave my life to Christ is quite historic for many reasons. I could have 

had sex for the first time that night as a teenager while attending a camp meeting but 

for the handicap of my inexperience. I didn't know any other way to do it other than 

to climb on top of my younger girlfriend. I was frustrated by the fear of being caught 

until I gave up on the act. I answered the call to surrender my life to Jesus at a vigil 
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later that night. That's my most memorable recollection of God extending his hands 

of grace to me. Grace, so amazing. 

Since there wasn't anyone who took responsibility for my discipleship, my decision to 

follow Jesus didn't really translate to any change in my life. In fact, I didn't honestly 

understand what I did that night and what I was to do next. So, it soon became life as 

usual for me. Sin continued to have dominion over my life while I meandered 

purposelessly through life. Let me not bore you with stories of my many escapades.   

However, make no mistake, I was still the perfect pastor's kid (at least in the eyes of 

people) but God's grace saw beyond my façade and came to my rescue before I could 

self-destruct. I believe this is the most amazing thing about grace- the fact that we 

don't always realize our need for it, yet God chases us with a bag filled with Grace, 

grace and more grace. Like it was for the prodigal son, the only time the Father runs, 

He runs towards us to bring us into His arms and if you look at His feet, you will see 

Grace driving every step until we are truly safe in His hands.  

 Finding Purpose 

 

In 2010, I decided it was time to get serious with my relationship with God. I wanted 

to know Him more personally. I wanted to do more than just being religious. I 

wanted more from God than I could get by being good. Again, when I look back 

now, I realize my desire to come closer to God was itself a working of His grace. 

 Before that time, I had been spending hours reading Bible commentaries and 

learning a lot about Christian apologetics but I didn't have a working relationship 

with the Lord as a foundation for my work for Him.  In 2011, I began the search to 

discover God's purpose for my life after I was turned down by a lady who saw 

through me and exposed my purposelessness. In 2012, God called me to help young 
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people discover His purpose for their lives and maximise their potentials in the 

pursuit of that purpose. I have remained on that assignment since then and this is 

only because God's Grace didn't give up on me. 

 Grace in my weaknesses 

 

I had struggles with porn until God led me to meet with one of Africa's foremost sex 

therapists and relationship coaches, Matthew Femi Adedoyin. He helped me stop 

believing that I had to remain a victim of the abuse that happened to me at the age of 

4. He helped me to see past my past and summon the courage to look forward to 

what God is doing in my future. Indeed, one of the expressions of the workings of 

God's grace in my life has been my exposure to hugely resourceful people who have 

been of tremendous help to my life journey. And while I hope to become resourceful 

for others than I currently am, I am more than convinced that God's grace is the only 

reason I have come this far.  

You see, folks can look at me now, read my daily posts, hear me speak at conferences 

and events and think I must have always had my life figured out. Truth is I was a 

confused mess until grace found me. And even now, I am who I am by grace as God 

tirelessly works in me to do the things I need to do to live meaningfully and impact 

my generation. I may not be where I want to be but I have come far from where I 

used to be. I still have struggles, fears and challenges of personal weaknesses. But I 

understand that God's grace finds greater expression in my weaknesses not so that I 

can stay weak but remain humble. 
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 Grace at work always 

 

Yet, my story is not as „deep‟ as some I have heard from working with people, 

especially young people to help them understand that God has a purpose for their 

lives. I have heard stories that broke my heart and drove me crazy. But in all of these, 

God's grace works again to bring out beauty from ashes and turn captives to 

conquerors. To appreciate God's grace is not to only glory in what God has done in 

the past; it is to also believe that He is not done yet. So, we are thankful for what  He 

has done, we look forward to joining Him in what He is doing now and anticipate the 

greater things He will do in the future.  

The conclusion of the matter for me therefore is that I am who I am by the grace of 

God. I will become who I was created to become only as I cooperate with the work of 

God's grace in my life. Maturity is my goal, and maturity for me is to be contented 

with God's grace.  

I call you blessed. 

AimPurpose IfeOluwa  
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Jesudunsin Okewumi is a young woman with a heart to create 

safe space for humans. To this end, she is the lead volunteer 

at The Hug Place.  

The Hug place is a vision birthed through her by God to help 

victims of sexual violence overcome the psychological 

effects of rape and sexual abuse, especially fear and lack of 

self confidence which poses a threat on their social ability 

and productivity; while also advocating against sexual 

violence.  

 

The vision is to ensure that victims of sexual violence speak 

out, get healed through counselling and mentorship and 

that they begin to live fearlessly. 

 

She is also a gender analyst, sometimes a poet and also a 

motherland mogul.  
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For about two years now, I have been on a journey to discovering me. This is not 

limited to discovering purpose but more about knowing enough to be able to answer 

the question, “Who am I?” And to answer this question I have had to answer the 

question, “Where am I coming from?” Looking back at where I am coming from and 

telling the story is not such an easy thing. First, because it takes some courage to 

document what I have been through and second, because how I overcame and got to 

become this person I am today is something not so easy to explain; it is beyond 

reasoning. 

 From the Girls 

I believe I started life the day I was born or maybe the day I was conceived but life 

began showing me its insanity when I got to JSS 2. In reality, many waters had 

passed under the bridge before that time but I might not be able to explain some of 

them because they probably might not serve the purpose of this writing. However, on 

this fateful day, I had gone to use the restroom in my school and this girl who was a 

classmate came in to meet me, pinned me against the toilet door and had her way 

with me. She had a „nobody has to know look‟ afterwards and really, how do you tell 

such? I could not process what had just happened. It did not happen once. She did 

have a go a second time. 

My sexual abuse or relations with a girl did not end with that girl. There was another 

one who was my neighbor and age mate. We were friends and we- myself and my 

siblings often stayed in their house or their mum‟s shop after school before my 

parents returned from work and sometimes on weekends and holidays too. We were 

playing one day and somehow we were sort of hiding in a corner when she kissed me, 

had her way with me and that was my journey into lesbianism. We were partners, I 
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would call it, for a while until I got to JSS 3 when things stopped because it became 

difficult for us to find time together alone. 

 To the Guys 

In the midst of all these, between the time I was in JSS 2 and JSS 3, the men also 

came looking for me. I developed pretty fast and was quite busty for my age. At this 

time, some people got my number in ways I could not decipher and I would get series 

of lewd texts and calls. I will not forget one call; the person had no other thing to say 

than, “I love your breasts” before dropping the call. These things killed my soul 

slowly. I was naturally an introvert but I lost the strength to smile or be joyful. It did 

not end there. I was further abused four other times. 

There was a neighbor who I was chatting with in front of my house one night and 

before I knew it, he was touching me. At another time, I had gone to stay in a family 

friend‟s shop. The shop owner was not around and this guy, who was an attendant in 

the shop next to it, came in to meet me. This particular time I tried preventing a 

repetition by telling a friend to accompany me since I had to go back the following 

day. We had to tell her mum who refuted because she did not want her daughter to 

experience same. Sad. But should we blame her? In the real sense we are almost 

always selfish when it comes to matters that concern us.  

Some other time, a colleague and I boarded public transport together after school and 

I sat next to the window. I must say that I am really awed at the male body and its 

response to the female body. For those who believe that what a woman wore was 

why she got raped or abused, let me tell you what I wore. I was in a pinafore, a baggy 

one and my shirt was buttoned up but somehow this guy was sweating profusely 

beside me with a silent plea with his hands to let him touch me. Well, I really did not 

know if I had a choice. Several of such events had made me think that there was no 
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point fighting. Apparently, this was my life. Hence, I looked away and let him. The 

guy had the effrontery to ask me to go home with him but I didn‟t oblige.  

The fourth person was an older neighbor. I had been invited to the house unknown to 

me what could happen and there on a staircase, he came to me but before he could 

finish his enterprise on me, I found strength, closed myself up and walked away. I 

would always believe that this time it would have gone worse but there was a divine 

intervention. However, damage had been done. 

 Broken 

These experiences left me broken. I was a joyless child. I lived in fear and anxiety. As 

far as I was concerned, life did not have great things in store for me and so I lived on 

the sidelines. I could not see any positive thing to me and really didn‟t think there 

was a point to being good at anything so I was comfortable with my friends making it 

and me cheering them on. I sought validation somewhere else.  

I was not one of those you would call beautiful because I was fat and rounded and 

there is a way you become ugly when you live in the shadows of the pretty slim ones. 

This triggered my stealing of my parent‟s money to buy stuff in school and some 

people knew me as cash madam. My parents did not know what was happening to 

me. They only saw my stubbornness and knew about me stealing their money and 

that only made me the black sheep of the family since I was not even making it 

academically. 

I got addicted to reading romance novels. I would stay up during the night and spend 

hours in the restroom reading these novels and feeding my sexual feelings. There was 

a blanket of darkness that would hold me in sorrows. I was not sure of it then neither 
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can I explain it but now I understand. I also later had dreams of having sex in my 

dreams.  

 The Journey to Healing 

All of these characterised my life till I got into the university. I got born again in my 

first year in the university, 2012 but my fears did not end there because I was in a 

realtionship better referred to as a situationship where I was emotionally and mentally 

abused. I was in that situationship for validation and because of peer pressure.  I 

probably would have been helped very early but as far I was concerned this guy loved 

me and since he was not trying anything funny with me, I trusted him and shut every 

other person out. It was much later that I discovered that the guy‟s original idea of 

getting in contact with me was to use me as a sex toy. Although according to him, 

what changed his mind is something he could not explain. 

 I would like to say that getting born again does not automatically solve the problem 

of fears and depression but for me it was a starting point and it led me to a point 

where I started believing in myself. 

I met a friend through the fellowship I attended. I never told this friend the truth of 

my past until 2017. However, our friendship which is a true one gave me a sense of 

worth. I knew the kind of person I was and all that had taken place and for this 

person to propose friendship, it was a turning point for me.  

I started to write sometime in 2015/2016 and there I found more of healing in it. I 

used it to express what happened to me because I lived mostly denying the memories 

of it. It was around this time I really began to embrace the love of God. All the while, 

I saw God as someone filled with so much wrath to exert on the human race at the 
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slightest provocation until a time He began to make me comprehend that He actually 

loves me.  

One of the ways I healed was through finding responsibilities or activities where I am 

useful. It helped changed my orientation that I amounted to nothing. I told a friend 

recently that once I find a place where I am needed, all of me will turn up and this 

has been something that helped my self-esteem. I have also had contacts with some 

people whose stories I had the privilege to hear and seeing how they live fearlessly, I 

started opening up myself to the possibilities and potentials in me. 

These experiences have birthed who I am today and what God is doing through me. I 

credit the journey and processes of my healing to God because I believe that He 

guides my life. My writings, though not that professional have made me appear as 

someone who probably had life smooth and figured out. God has only just made His 

strength perfect in my weakness and caused grace to abound to me.  

Today I stand because “of His fullness have I received grace upon grace”. “Not that I 

am competent in myself to claim anything for myself, but my competence from 

God”. I am today because He found me by His grace. 

Jesudunsin 
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Tunmike Umarudeen is committed to communicating God's 

standard of rightness to young people, especially females, 

equipping them for purposeful living and total allegiance to 

God.  

Her passion for educating young people(10-35 years) on 

love, sex and relationships drives her continously in reaching 

out to them through writings, seminars and conferences, 

counselling and mentorship. She is single and a Sexual 

health educator in the making.  

She is also the president of Family and Friends, a faith-based 

NGO that runs a single ladies fellowship and girls 

mentorship class. 
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 A Deformity 

I was passing by a tailor's shop that day when I recognised a face. It was Miss Angela 

who taught me in nursery school. I introduced myself to her and she asked 

"Tunmike, is this you?" It was a mixed feeling of excitement and surprise, especially 

seeing that my legs had straightened. 

As a child, I had bowlegswhich remained obvious till my late teen years, and still 

noticeable in my early twenties. My mother had considered a surgery for me when I 

was younger but our family doctor discouraged her strongly. He placed me on 

calcium supplements and insisted that she fed me with food rich in calcium. This, he 

believed, would get my legs straightened naturally. Seeing how the legs of her 

relative's daughter got worsened after a surgery made my mum stick to the doctor's 

advice. The girl had bowlegs too.  

Just as I had bowlegs, my immediate elder brother had another leg deformity too-

knock-knees. Because she believed there may be a spiritual side to it, my mother took 

us to one programme after the other for us to be prayed for by pastors. At school, we 

were stigmatised. Kebuyeri, so I was fondly called. This was aside limitations I faced.  

We lived in a compound that contained 8 flats. Many of the children were boys, we 

were just three girls. So most of the games we played were bicycling, tree climbing, 

football, racing, wrestling etc. I couldn't do any of them easily. I fell if I ran too fast, I 

couldn't sit comfortably on a bicycle, climbing trees was with much struggles etc. One 

of us (girls) is a professional athlete today and is being considered for the national 

team. I was always teased by them. I felt ugly. I battled with low self-esteem and 

couldn't stand being criticised. 
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My legs were not properly straightened until I clocked 20. As the legs got straightened 

gradually, I had to face some challenges too. For instance, standing for too long 

resulted in pains in my legs, so I got used to slouching. Thanks to concerned 

individuals who corrected me often, I started working on that. Being conscious of my 

walking posture made me used to looking down while walking and that affected my 

posture. I had to consciously work on that too. Not until recently did I start wearing 

heels when I discovered the type that won't give me pains in my legs.  

It has been a journey into maximising my life without fear of restrictions resulting 

from my appearance. Today, I'm 5.85 ft tall. My height is one of the things I love 

about my appearance. I have grown up to being a beautiful tall, dark and slim girl.  

For some people, physical deformities come with physical pain and even a lifetime 

impairment, thus making their daily living challenges and dependent on external 

support. Perhaps you belong to this category and you have defined your life based on 

it. Be reminded that being physically deformed is not same as being internally 

deformed. Yes! This is because who you are is more than your physical appearance, 

the real you is the person on the inside - the non physical part of you. Your definition 

of yourself should be based on the deposits in your inward person so you can express 

yourself beyond the limits of your physical appearance.  

 A Turning Point 

Few years before I  clocked 21, which was my second year in college, I experienced a 

turning point in my life which marked the beginning of my journey into exploring the 

fullness of who I am without any restriction to my appearance. That Sunday 

morning, a guest preacher spoke on the topic, ‘Change: A Profitable Venture’. It 

was one of the shortest sermons I've ever heard but it left me with a permanent 

positive change. This was because I rededicated my life to Christ. I had been saved at 
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18 but remained a nominal believer. This decision made my life experience a 

turnaround that ranged from letting go of the bad company I kept in school to 

burning all my indecent clothes, continuous commitment to prayer, Bible study and 

fellowship with the brethren etc. Till date, each new year of my life brings me into an 

increasing knowledge of God.  

It is a general assumption that we are all Children of God, but this contradicts the 

Bible. While we are all creatures of God, salvation in Christ is what makes us 

children of God. It is as John 1:12 says:  

"But to all who believed Him and accepted him, He gave the right to become children of 

God."(NIV). 

Sin is the greatest deformity of humanity, Jesus Christ is the cure. Embrace Him and 

be healed. Will you? 

‘Tunmike 



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

59 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adewale Aderounmu is a native of Akure, Ondo 
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 Growing Up 

My story in the past two decades really reveals the sovereignty of God and the grace 

He has bestowed unto man.  

I grew up in a family of 5 and I am privileged to be the last child. My parents gave us 

the best they could because they were civil servants and lived just a little above 

average in the society. God really blessed them because we never begged to survive.  

I attended a good primary school where I was taught well and disciplined as a young 

lad. I proceeded to secondary school and I devoted myself to reading. I was sharp, 

and sound because my father always monitored how I was faring in my academics. 

This made much difference in my life as I received a lot of gifts and scholarships from 

different organizations and boards. I can't really say if it also stirred up some of the 

troubles I experienced that time because I was also exposed to a lot of ladies who 

were my mates. I was good at calculation so most of them came to meet me to teach 

them and in no time, I began to develop feelings for some.  

At first, I thought it was normal to date a lady in the secular world so I asked a close 

friend of mine out. She didn't respond but we still talked and played as friends. 

Precisely, it was at this point of my life that the lust of the flesh began to manifest, 

most especially for the opposite sex. I struggled with it throughout my secondary 

school days because ladies were around me and I couldn't control the cravings 

because I was young, new to it and had no elderly person to talk to. I couldn't talk to 

my teachers because we were always afraid to discuss personal matters with them. I 

struggled with lust throughout secondary school and I think what reduced the 

intensity then was the reading habit I imbibed.  
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I completed my secondary education in 2013 and was eagerly waiting for admission. 

It was during the 6-month ASUU strike so I made up my mind to enrol for a 

computer training programme.  I enrolled at one in my area and began the training. 

The training outlet also doubled as a cyber cafe so we had the privilege of surfing the 

net.  

I started learning the basics of computer- operating windows, Microsoft word, Excel, 

Power point and the likes. I later proceeded to the use of Internet services where I 

began to surf the net and I downloaded nude pictures and videos. At this time, my 

father also bought me an android phone, so the pictures and videos I downloaded at 

the cyber cafe were saved on my phone so that I could watch them later in the night 

at home. My phone was passworded so that nobody would have access to it.  

I became addicted to pornography. It graduated to masturbation and I couldn't help 

myself. I knew it wasn't right so I took some steps to stop the act but nothing I did 

worked. After three months of my computer training, I planned leaving because I was 

very frustrated with the way I was living. Unfortunately for me, my boss called me 

few days to my send forth, requested that I work for the outlet and promised to pay 

me well. I was so excited about the money I would be getting at the end of the month 

that I forgot what I was passing through. I started working and the craving for sex 

grew more within me. I was working for yahoo guys to surf the net for the pictures 

they used for their profile. In church on Sundays, I felt remorseful and wanted to 

change but I couldn't help it at all. I didn't open up to anybody including my parents 

because I was afraid of what they would do to me.  

 Fighting Temptations 

In 2013, the University of Ibadan invited me for post UTME. I wrote the exam but I 

didn't do well because I was working at the cyber cafe and the notice given to us prior 
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to the exam was quite short. I didn't meet the cut off mark for the course I applied for. 

I was offered Agricultural Science. I planned sitting for UTME again so I enrolled for 

a UTME tutorial class. It was at this tutorial class I met a lady. I asked her out not 

really because I loved her but because I wanted to satisfy my craving for sex by 

sleeping with her. On her part, she wanted to do same but each time we planned to 

sleep with each other, my parents and hers were always at home so it never worked 

out.  

While this was happening, I think my mother noticed when she visited me on a few 

occasions so she called me, warned and advised me not to touch any lady because it 

would destroy my destiny. From that point I was so scared to touch her. I didn't end 

the relationship because I wanted someone I could talk and interact with. Since I 

couldn't touch her, I invested my late night moments in watching pornography on my 

phone.  

 A New Dawn 

I resumed at the University Of Ibadan on June 7, 2014, few months after the UTME I 

sat for. It was in this citadel of learning my life changed for better. I got into UI naive 

and at the same time ignorant of what God was set to do in my life. A friend of mine 

invited me to the Baptist Student Fellowship, University of Ibadan (BSFUI) and I 

encountered a powerful message preached by Rev. Gideon Akanbi. That meeting 

marked the beginning of a new thing in my life as I reaffirmed my faith in Christ and 

started seeing life in Him differently.  

I must tell you that the struggles still came. So there was one prayer meeting I 

attended which was anchored by a brother. I was so moved by his ministration. I 

went to meet him afterwards and told him all the things I was passing through. The 

first thing he did was to assure me that I'm not condemned and that God really loves 
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me. He talked about the love of God and shed more light on the person of the Holy 

Spirit. He later prayed for me. I got filled with the Holy Spirit and started speaking in 

tongues. He talked about so many things like my identity in Christ, faith, the love of 

God, and being dead to sin and alive unto God that night. I was accountable to him 

and he started discipleship classes with me.  

We prayed together and he taught me God's word. It was then I began to see changes 

in my life. It was then I believed that sin thrives more in secret. If you open up to 

someone that can help, you will surely overcome your challenges. I remember vividly 

that he actually taught me how to pray aright and encouraged me to give myself to 

prayer. It really helped me because it made me walk in the Spirit.  

There were some physical steps I also took like not hugging ladies and not exposing 

myself to things that could trigger any sexual urge. I bought a lot of Christian 

literature and was accountable to someone. These books really helped me to redefine 

and daily renew my mind. I also learnt to confess God's word about my life everyday, 

focusing on what Christ has done for me. I started seeing life differently and I found it 

difficult and inconvenient to do what I used to do before. I would like to share 

something that really helped me. 

 Gaining Victory 

It's not a crime for a girl or guy to be attractive, or for a guy to appreciate the fact that 

she is beautiful. In fact, God created the first man and woman to be attracted to each 

other. He gave them the ability to love each other and to find fulfilment in their 

relationship. But Adam and Eve decided they knew better than God and disobeyed 

His instructions. Ever since then, the sinful nature they passed on has encouraged 

men and women to seek fulfilment-including sexual fulfilment, by disobeying God's 

instructions. That's why it's so easy to stare at a forbidden porn site, and another, then 
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just one more; or to download pictures and videos or hide magazines to watch or 

read in secret. All these things happened to me as I earlier stated.  

Lust comes naturally. It's an intense desire aimed only at satisfying your own sexual 

urges and desires. Love, however, is an unselfish concern for the good of another 

person that puts that person first, and your desires second. (1 Corinthians, 13:4-7). 

The naked truth is that checking nude pictures seems harmless but it traps one in the 

web of harmful thinking about every aspect of the opposite sex and male-female 

relationships. It destroys integrity and influences the mind negatively. It will influence 

the way you think about ladies and how you treat them. 

 I thank God for helping me through that brother. I noticed the first thing He did was 

to help me build a wall. There are no steps to freedom from sexual sins or any other 

sin without a right relationship with God. Without that, occasional victory is the best 

you can hope for. 

 Another thing is to submit to God and let God take control. Let God be in charge of 

your life every day, so that you will honour Him in all you do. It was a daily battle 

for me so you have to be deliberate and consistent in your walk with God. 

Temptations will come, so you will have to be ready to withstand them with God's 

help (James 1:13-15).  

Be accountable to someone that can help you, study God's word, spend quality time 

studying the Bible to get God's perspective on life, and then seriously think about 

what you've read and put it into practice. Stay in touch with God through consistent 

prayer. Ask Him often to help you overcome evil thoughts with good ones. Be active 

in a local church where the word of God is rightly taught as God's changeless 

instructions for people today. 
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In conclusion, in order to enjoy complete victory over addiction, you would need to 

know that you will be tempted and when you are tempted, you might fall. The 

awareness of these two things will help you not to be discouraged and to seek to live a 

pure life before God and people.  

When temptations strike, don't give excuses. Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was tempted 

in everything but never sinned. He took our place and suffered a sacrificial death, so 

that we could enjoy a new life marked by intimacy with God. This is the only way we 

can expect to defeat the many temptations that surround us in this world. 

Your Brother, 

Joshua. 

 



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

66 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Oluwafunmbi Aigbekaen is the Chief Executive Officer of 

ThreeFold Resources Enterprise, an organization who caters to 

the wealth and wellness of her immediate environment through 

the rearing, processing and distribution of hygienically smoked 

catfish. 

Her passion for teenagers which has been greatly fueled by her 

personal experiences, her environmental 'malhappenings', her 

love for a sane community etc, and had made her venture into 

tutoring and mentoring of Teenagers in her yearly Teenagers 

Conference tagged The Teenagers Weekend Outreach. 

Funmbi is a Christian, a wife and a mother. 

 



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

67 

Let me start by sharing this quote I saw somewhere sometime ago.  

"Don't get into a relationship to find happiness. Find happiness in your purpose and get 

into a relationship to share it”. 

Many times I wish I had known this ever before I became an adult. Now, that's not a 

statement for accruing pity.  

 The Self-esteem battle 

 

I was born into a family of six wonderful Queens.  My family is a very disciplined 

one like many Nigerian families you'll come across, you know, with all the „no 

visiting friends‟,  „no late nights out‟, „no outing‟ and all. In fact, my friends back then 

in secondary school nicknamed me „ọmọ inú gate‟ (a Yoruba phrase that means a 

child who is caged). I could only make friends at school and church. 

When I got to senior secondary class, my friends had gotten themselves boyfriends 

and mehn, who dash monkey banana? I just couldn‟t dare. The fear of my parents would 

not make me listen to any guy who wanted to talk about academics, let alone toasting 

me. 

My friends would come to class and discuss their boyfriends and how often they 

visited each other. They‟d talk about which boy toasted who, how they declined to 

oblige later and all of those stories. I was termed a novice. I actually was- innocent 

and practically guileless. This affected my self esteem.  I was brilliant, but I lacked 

confidence. I was always almost the best in my class. But the fact that I couldn't 

participate in all my friends were doing affected me.  
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I remember one time a friend advised me to leave home to attend an interschool 

competition so she could introduce me to one boy that had been eyeing me  but who 

born me? I could only dare if I wasn‟t going to return to that house. I felt my parents 

hated me. I even thought they were not my parents because of the age difference.  

It then happened that I got out of secondary school but had to retake my exams 

because I didn't make all my papers. I was made to rewrite the exam with my juniors. 

I felt bad and embarrassed. I wrote the exams with fear and trembling but with a 

depressed spirit and I passed and even well. 

 Violated 

 

Around that time, a family friend who was much older was living with us. He began 

to make advances at the innocent me with eye contacts and unnecessary cares and 

pats but I didn't know where any of those were leading.  He had issues with my mum 

and was made to leave so he rented an apartment and I would visit to say sorry on 

my mum's behalf. Unknown to me, he had strategized some evil means of revenging 

whatever my mum had done to him.  

Like the biblical Tamar, I was made to visit him with food after he complained that 

he was sick and there and then it happened. He raped me with a knife in his hand 

while saying he was taking revenge for my mum's actions towards him.  

I screamed, shouted and beat him but not one soul came to my rescue.  It was either 

he had it all planned or that they couldn't dare to intervene. I later learnt he was a 

notorious rapist and many other girls had been his victims. I got home bruised and 

broken but could not tell anyone, not even my closest friend or sister. 
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After this happened, I left home for a UTME coaching and I discovered I was 

pregnant. I used to have a vision of becoming a medical doctor so I had familiarized 

myself with some medical students. I told one of them who happened to be one of my 

admirers and he promised to help me with whatever I decided to do.  

I couldn't go home to say I was raped and pregnant as a result and I couldn't keep it 

away from them because I was living with my eldest sister so I opted for an abortion. 

He (my admirer) promised to take me to his doctor friend the following day but said 

that he had to help me make it easy and less painful by sleeping with me.  The 

following day came and he slept with me before he took me to the hospital. It was 

painful, so I knew it was a lie. He used me. Through all these, I was still the innocent 

me in my parent's hearts.  

This phase passed and I discovered I could start a new life.  I gave my life to Christ 

and started living like a good girl. I didn't know my mind and sexuality had been 

deformed.  Many people who get raped hate sex and men but mine was the opposite. 

I didn't even know until I got really trapped in it. 

I got into a sane relationship. This guy was my church member and he was following 

the rules of no sex before marriage, but we kissed and did all sorts.  I was mad, I felt 

he didn't love me enough to sleep with me, I complained many times and he would 

say he wasn't ready and all.  I wouldn't break up with him because I was getting the 

love and validation I lacked from home. 

After 2 years and some months, we broke up and not long after, I got involved with 

someone else. He wouldn't sleep with me either but I pressured him into it and then I 

got pregnant again. This time I was already in the higher institution and I had 

attended an interview to be appointed as an executive in my fellowship. I confided in 
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my eldest sister and she knew we couldn't tell my parents, so she obliged to me 

having an abortion.  

She took me to the hospital and in split seconds, my baby was gone. This time I saw 

the baby in the bowl they kept it. I cried. When this happened, I was remorseful for 

weeks, if not months. I didn't tell my boyfriend I was pregnant if not he would have 

asked me to nurse it and that would have been an end to my education, or so I 

thought. 

This time I knew I was battling with something more powerful than I imagined. I told 

an older friend. At that time, he was my only solace. He promised to walk me 

through healing from the deformed sexuality but instead he would fondle me each 

time we were alone. I kept a distance from him 

My situation was getting worse. I could sleep with anyone once he professed his 

undying love for me. Once I was cared for, ask me for sex and I would jump at it. 

 Healing 

 

I was gradually regaining my sanity with all the messages I was hearing from Bowen 

chapel and I was made an executive. Indeed, I kept myself all through this time.  It 

was hard but the fear of what the chaplains would say kept me.  

In all, I was seeking for love and validations in wrong places. I sought for help from 

people but little did I know that they also had issues they were dealing with; shadows 

they were hiding from the world. 
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I met my mentor inFebruary 2013, via a cousin who shared his update on deformed 

sexuality. I immediately sent him a message that I needed help and he began to help 

me heal since then. 

 The Message 

 

 I'll be pointing out some lessons from this long story before I conclude. 

1. No one can love you like you.  Like I said, I was seeking love and validations 

from the wrong places and I got exploited. See, no one can love you like you. Once 

you have done your work on self awareness properly by giving yourself enough time 

to know you, you should embrace yourself having it at the back of your mind that no 

human can understand and love you like yourself. 

2. Beware of the entitlement mentality I was hoping that my parents would be 

responsible for me. I would say like the way I started the story that it was because my 

parents were too harsh/disciplined that I got myself messed up.  I'm sorry to burst 

your bubble but nobody is responsible for your actions, at least once you are a 

teenager and can decide what you want from life.  You are responsible for you.   

These two messages are what I stand for today! I won't be ending this without saying 

this. 

 Grace sustains me 

 

It has not been easy. In fact it is not easy holding on. It has been a struggle but what 

has been keeping me is the saving grace of God, and the fact that I know that I didn't 

go through all that to be worse but to be a better person.  



 

 

 

…stories of God’s hand in man’s race Laced with Grace 

72 

Many times after I had started my recovery process, I found myself back in the mess, 

even while I had understood that it wasn't worth it.  The struggles were getting to 

know myself, getting to love myself, and stopping the quest for the feeling sex brings. 

It was a huge struggle not to have the craving.  You know what they say about not 

being able to stop when you start sex?  It‟s true. 

I would do it and then go back to God, ask for forgiveness and pledge not to go back 

to it. I hadn't summoned enough courage to speak about it to anyone I was hiding too 

many things, I was even deceiving myself I had healed when I was still struggling 

But in all of these, God‟s grace did not let me go.  I have healed and I can stand 

boldly today to say I am a better person by His grace. 

You can also find healing and wholeness if you receive this gift of grace. 

Funmbi 
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 Growing Up 

I wouldn‟t describe my past as very awful but it wasn't a ride that pleased my Father. 

Born into a family with strong spiritual values and norms, I regularly engaged in 

religious activities like singing in the choir, partaking in sword drills, representing the 

church in Bible quiz amongst others.  

This upbringing transcended to my physical and academic life. I was a moralist who 

loved to adhere to life‟s principles. My passion for excellence also distinguished me 

academically as I often represented the school in quiz competitions and debates.  Due 

to my charismatic quality, I was also saddled with different leadership 

responsibilities. I was made a class captain and Assistant senior prefect during my 

secondary school days.  

Things were falling in place for me, and pride and overconfidence set in. I tried new 

things and dreamed of a beautiful future. I also I felt like exploring certain areas I felt 

I had been losing out on. Bowing to the forces of nature, I began playing games.  

 Exploration 

In my teenage years, I was a saint in the eyes of my parents when it came to matters 

of relationship but I kept ungodly relationships with guys though they were void of 

emotional commitment and sexual intimacy.  For example, after WAEC, I was sent 

to write NECO in a village in case I couldn‟t clear my WAEC in one sitting. While in 

the village, I chose to engage in a relationship with a fellow NECO candidate in the 

village to the extent that the villagers anticipated our marriage. The relationship 
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ended with that phase because I was only exploring.  My result ended being nothing 

to write home about. 

The NECO experience was only an eye opener as my horizon was broadened. I 

moved from the beginner‟s class to the intermediate class in the school of purposeless 

relationships as I explored being in a relationship with more than one guy at some 

points in time. These relationships never lasted because I would break up with the 

guys due to the sexual advances they were making at me. My morality wouldn't just 

let me succumb (this makes me believe so much in the power of training up a child 

just as it is emphasized in the book of proverbs). 

This reminds me of how I narrowly escaped rape while I was an undergraduate. I had 

jilted this guy for his friend. He planned to deflower me in revenge but for God's 

mercy. His mercy saved me in my days of ignorance so that His plan for my life will 

never be altered.  

In addition to my adventures in ungodly relationships, I could also lie like a trophy 

awaited me.  Watching movies and reading novels with romantic inclination caught 

my fancy too. These things looked fine to me but they were majorly distractions. I 

was losing out on what God had in store for me until grace found me, picked me and 

gave me the life God  

 Chased by Grace 

It all began when I failed an entrance examination into the higher institution. I 

thought it was fine to fail (I just desired to enjoy the pleasures the world) but like the 

lyrics of the song “Reckless love" says – 
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There's no shadow God won't light up 

Mountain He won't climb up.  

There's no wall He won't kick down 

Coming after me.  

All these were done for Grace to find me and God's grace found me right inside my 

room. I had series of encounters just like Jacob had with an Angel, and Paul had with 

Jesus on his road to Damascus. Grace revealed my identity, the reason for my 

existence and reward if I remained aligned to God's will and purpose. The word of 

salvation was sown in my life through a man and I gave my life to Christ totally in 

2013. 

I received understanding on the importance of right positioning and enrolled in a 

discipleship class. I grew to love God and know Him for myself. I was also blessed 

with the baptism of the Holy Spirit and I became a new man completely. I grew in 

love with God and would study His word and the lives of those who changed 

kingdom narratives like my life depended on it. I had this overwhelming joy, that 

kind that only the Father can give. Amazingly, the invitation to share His word 

popped and I accepted to be a vessel. 

My eyes became clear. Every ungodly relationship was abandoned. The guys I used 

to date gave their lives to Christ through me and the room where we stayed to chat 

unnecessarily is now a center for cell meetings.  

I am not better than anyone else; a heart full of pride can never walk with God. There 

is more to being just moral, Jesus has to take His place.  
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My life is restored. The wasted years have become my lessons on which I now thrive. 

Glory!!!  

I can't help but agree with this verse – 

"For by grace I am saved through faith, and that not of myself. It is the gift of God" 

(Ephesians 2:8). 

Oyindamola 
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Some years ago, I was on a journey alone with my dad and we began one of our 

father-daughter talks. He began by saying that life is a game of choices, chances and 

changes. I do not remember details of whatever he said afterwards but since then, I‟ve 

held on to his opening line, trying to make sense of it each time it comes to mind. 

As I write this, I perceive grace as God giving man second chances over and again, to 

come out of the cage of the wrong choices he has made, and to embrace the changes he 

requires for becoming all that God would have him be. This is my self coined 

definition of grace in light of what I am about to share. I do hope you can make some 

sense of it. 

 The Fear Battle 

Growing up, my shadow followed me everywhere I went. I nursed different kinds of 

fears- the fear of people, school, failure, death, not meeting up to expectations- 

different kinds. I was fear personified.  

I remember there were mornings I did not want go school because I felt one 

classmate somewhere was staring at me somehow and could swallow me if I moved 

anywhere near them. Realistically, these people never even possessed any qualities 

that should scare me.  

Most of my experiences of failure were fed by fear. During my days as an 

undergraduate, there were times I wanted to study and I practically froze at the sight 

of the books before me, not because they were many or exams were near but because 

at some point, I felt some things were too complex for me to slot in my brain. Each 

time I wanted to study, I would have my heart in my mouth because I did not want 

to fail. So, I tried to run from them. How much sense does that make?  
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I know that as a student, there is a tolerable level of fear one needs to accommodate 

which restrains one from being overconfident but allowing a fear organize study 

sessions is definitely not a way to aid understanding and  retention. I‟ve learnt in my 

most recent academic sojourn that I need to relax and understand that I have to write 

exams when I have to, and that the phase is a passing one. 

Another thing that made me afraid was my feeling of not being too good as a person. 

This stemmed from my attitude in my early years. I do not know if any one perceived 

me as an amazing child but looking back in sincerity, I can‟t remember being 

amazing. Maybe no one bothered much because I was a child but honestly, I had 

attitude problems. Let me share a bit of this so you have an idea. 

At one time, my brother was sick and hospitalized. We had a schedule for doing the 

dishes and I remember how when it was his turn that week, I insisted I wasn‟t going 

to do the dishes. Mum was shocked because this was someone who could go the 

extra mile for me. I didn‟t bother. That‟s just a sneak peek into one of my many bad 

attitudes then. 

When I realized the need for a change in attitude, I thought the next step was to start 

pleasing everyone. Trouble began there.  I wanted to please people but I failed, and 

woefully at that. In my fear of displeasing people, I wanted to say the right words and 

do the right things but I was obviously missing it. I was battling with identity crisis. I 

was trying to live based on what people expected of me or what I thought they 

expected of me. 

I was also afraid of God. He was, to me, the one being the whole world had to revere; 

the one who was ready to deal with me at the slightest provocation. I only said with 

my mouth and knew in my head that God loves me. It was never real. That‟s just a 

bit of my story of romance with fear. 
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Here‟s where I‟m going. Fear can ruin with rage when you allow it drive you in the 

wrong direction. It cripples your mind. You make the wrong choices and decisions 

just like I did. 

 Choices 

God has given man a kind of power that allows him to exercise freely without 

interference from God. It is the power of choice.  

…then choose today whom you will serve Joshua 24:15 (NLT) 

In life, we have to make choices, a handful of them. The choices we make steer the 

courses of our lives. We always bear the consequences of our choices even though 

this may be in differing measures.  

When I was in Junior Secondary School Three (3), I wrote the exams that would 

qualify me to move to the Senior Secondary School. I made all A‟s and being a jack 

of all trades, deciding what career path to walk became a dicey deal. 

Prior to that time, I had no plan. I think the only thing I had seen myself becoming 

was a banker when I was much younger. And then as I grew, I nursed the desire to 

become a gospel artiste and that to me didn‟t look like a career path. I later outgrew 

whatever career path I had desired as a child. I became clueless but a choice had to be 

made. And without making necessary considerations, I chose.  

I decided that the sciences was the way to go and honestly, I struggled to admit this 

for years but the truth was that I was bound by the false mindset that „smart kids‟ 

should always be in the sciences and I was too proud not to associate with the so 

called „smart kids‟. I was also afraid that I would not be regarded with respect by 

people who were looking up to me as a „smart kid‟. I didn‟t want to disappoint them. 
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I was afraid that my classmates who were not as brilliant as I was would turn out 

better by being in the sciences. How shallow my mind was! 

Let me take you back a little. I started writing songs and articles in primary school. I 

cherished pieces of papers and jotters a lot. I constructed crossword puzzles. I wrote 

articles that appealed to my childish sense as awesome. I also loved singing and 

silently nursed the dream of being a gospel artiste someday as I said earlier. So from 

the start, what I was wired for was obvious. 

Let‟s get back to my story. I cannot say I didn‟t enjoy the science classes. I did at the 

beginning except for Physics and that was just one subject out of many. My first 

Chemistry teacher taught pretty well, so I loved the subject. In fact, it was my 

favourite. Memories of my first Biology test flash through my mind. I was behaving 

like a dumb person at home just because I had memorized most of what I had read 

and didn‟t want to forget. I did pretty well in that test. So, I had the coping 

mechanism but something was missing and I paid no attention. 

In my final year at secondary school, I wrote all the necessary exams and cleared my 

papers but not with the desired grades. If you get a hold of my results, you would 

commend my efforts but I know that was not my best. I think I was slowly wearied 

by the sciences but I ignored whatever signs I saw. 

When it was time to fill the post UTME form, I filled in Medicine and Pharmacy. I 

took the post UTME exams and passed. I chose Medicine and Pharmacy not because 

I had a passion for them but because they just looked like the best fields I could ever 

find myself in. That was far from the truth, right?  And in all of these, I never 

consulted God about what He‟d have me do. If I did, I did for formality sake, not 

because I was expecting Him to say anything that would change my mind. 
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My first real experience of failure was when I wrote the post UTME exams for 

Obafemi Awolowo University. I had about six marks below the cut off. My ego was 

crushed. I also did not meet up with the cut off for Medicine in University of Ibadan 

and Pharmacy was not feasible at that time because I made it my second choice. I 

had to change my course and I was advised to choose Chemistry as it would be easy 

for me to cross to Medicine that I originally wanted.. I gladly opted for that. I still 

have not developed any passion for this Medicine I speak of. I was only driven by the 

prestige it would give me. 

I started my sojourn in Chemistry and discovered crossing to Medicine required that I 

took some other courses. That was like a heavy load on me so I opted out, deciding 

to finish Chemistry and then to go for Medicine later on. My sojourn to becoming a 

Chemist began. 

It was not a totally bad journey but it wasn‟t smooth either. In my first year, I failed 

some courses. It was terrible. I didn‟t believe I could fail. My pride was wounded 

again. I was devastated. It took a while to get out of what that experience of failure 

drew me into. The Devil sold me lies and I bought them. I exchanged them for my 

joy and peace of mind. It took a while to come out. But I did, by God‟s grace through 

His love as expressed by my parents, brother and some friends. I will be forever 

grateful to and for them.  

They rallied round me and encouraged me. They made me see where I was weak and 

wrong, but in love. I never really knew anyone loved me, like I never really 

understood what love meant till I saw people standing in the gap and coming around 

me in that season. And they were the ones who really made me understand God's 

love. When I came out, I came out gradually into real life, my life, the life for which I 

was wired. 
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I reaffirmed my faith in Christ that year. Let me tell you a bit about this. I gave my 

life to Christ at a tender age. I realized for the first time in my life I was not behaving 

right towards others and God was not happy. I felt bad and I just wanted to make 

God happy. I wanted to do right.  

I went to my children's pastor then and explained what was going on to her and then 

she took me through Romans 7 where Paul talked about struggling to do good. She 

prayed with me that day. But, that one experience is what I mark as the day I gave 

my life to Christ because that was the day I knew I realised that I was not living right 

and I desired to live right; to make God happy.  

But years down the line I was faced with the battle of pinning down the particular 

date. I never knew the importance of taking note of dates then so I began to doubt the 

experience. But the truth is that the effect of the experience I had then never left me. 

Apart from that, I had certain weaknesses that I allowed to rule me. I also wasn't 

serious with walking with God so there was no love lost between me and God.  

I finally consciously seized the chance to rededicate my life to Christ in March, 2013 

after my failure episode. It was around that time I began to understand that there‟s a 

specific purpose for which each man is created and I sought to find out mine. 

I began to express myself in writing. I said earlier that I used to write songs and other 

stuff as a child but everything just died because I was never open to anyone about it. I 

was a 'me' person. The day I wrote my first poem (not first in my life but first after 

rediscovering myself) I showed my dad and he said it was good. You needed to see 

how happy I was. So I pressed. I started with poems, then articles, then stories and 

went on. I also started writing songs. 
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I began to thrive in my new found life. Somehow, I knew that sooner or later, I had 

to find my way to where I belonged or at least, somewhere close. 

 Chances 

In cases where we make the wrong choices, when grace gets a hold of us, it hugs us 

so tightly and gently drags us in the right direction, if we cooperate.  We may face 

grave or mild consequences but whatever the case, God‟s grace is massive and kind 

enough to make something good out of the whole situation. Isn‟t it beautiful to know 

that we get second chances over and again? 

I scaled through Chemistry and contemplated doing a second degree in an area of 

Chemistry but during service year the interest for Chemistry dwindled. I tried to 

convince myself that I could still do it to no avail.  

I spoke to God about it. I told Him that if He wanted me to stay there I would but I 

was struggling. I decided I wasn‟t going to do my masters immediately after service. I 

needed time to think, pray and re-strategize. I was not going to live a frustrated life. 

Life is too short to wear clothes made with iron fabrics. 

In a bid to do something related to the arts, I found out by divine providence, the 

course I‟m currently studying. I didn‟t choose without talking to Him.  I was offered 

admission for a master‟s degree in Library and Information Studies. Each time I think 

about it, it is one of the best choices I‟ve made in my entire life. I am fulfilled. When 

people ask why I moved to another field, I answer them with all excitement and 

gusto. The grace of a second chance is something I will forever be grateful for.  
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 Changes 

I believe God used the experience to make me humble in a way because right now, it 

is so set in my subconscious that all that I am and will be is only by God's grace and 

mercy. If you read in between the lines, you would have seen that I had issues of 

pride. A big brother of mine then in teens' church once called my attention to it but I 

felt bad. I found it difficult to agree that I was proud until years later. 

Pride is what will make you think you don't need God. I took several decisions 

without God. It will push you to think that you don't need men too. That I can handle 

it and I'm in control of the situation' mentality is a killer. I usually never liked any group 

reading or discussion. I made everyone look at me as the perfect person even when I 

had issues I needed to voice out.  I was in charge of the situation but not in charge in 

the real sense of it. 

You know that awakening you get when God puts you in your place and shows you 

that you cannot do anything outside of Him, I got it. My life became tied to Him. I 

realized that life should not be lived outside of Him; that all of life is designed to be 

worship to Him alone. 

God also made my story a strong means of encouraging others. That in a way makes 

me rejoice that I‟ve been through what I went through despite the fact that it was not 

a pleasurable experience. 

Do I still have things I‟m afraid of? Yes, I do. But it‟s entirely a different ball game 

now. My mind has been and is still undergoing a thorough makeover, first by the 

word of God and by the lessons that I‟ve learnt from the instances in which I allowed 

fear cripple me.  So now I still have fears but more than before, I speak God‟s word 

and tell myself that fear is not worth the attention.  
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Do I still have issues with certain attitudes? Yes. I am a masterpiece that‟s a work in 

progress.  The difference now is that I‟ve learnt to admit to myself and God that I 

need a change and to work on various things as he shines the light on them. 

Do I always make the right choices? Certainly not! I slip but I‟ve learnt not to allow 

the Devil keep me down with the numerous lies he sells and guilt trip business he‟s 

good at. 

 Points to Note 

Let me extract a few points I believe you should note from this story 

 Fear is a mirage; it is what you make of it. Wherever you choose to go is 

where it will drive you. 

 None of life‟s choices should be made outside of God.  

 When you make a wrong choice, don‟t wallow in the frustration it brings. 

Go back to the cross and ask for a second chance. 

 Pride is a silent killer.  

 God‟s love is real, raw and practical.  

 Your identity and approval is found in Christ alone. Nobody has to validate 

you.  
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 Conclusion 

I‟ve shared with you how grace saves us from the hold of wrong choices. Now we 

won‟t receive this salvation unless we receive the grace that brings it. This grace 

doesn‟t jump at us. It has to be embraced.  

The grace of God that bringeth salvation hath appeared to all men...  Titus 2:11 (KJV) 

I was thinking about Peter and Judas recently in a Sunday school class. I was initially 

trying to query why God would design Judas for such a purpose as betraying Jesus 

but as I thought of raising the question in public, the Holy Spirit brought Peter to 

mind. Both Peter and Judas made wrong choices, one denied Him and the other 

betrayed Him. But grace was available and they had to make a choice again to accept 

or reject it.  

Friend, even if you have made choices of career, friendships, schools to attend or 

whether or not to follow Christ, etc, that are making you travel the path of frustration 

today, it‟s not over. All you need do is embrace grace.  

And when you do, please cherish and relish it. Do not take it for granted (Galatians 

2:21)  

Working together with Him, then, we appeal to you not to receive the grace of God in vain. 

Corinthians 6:1 (ESV) 

This, my dear friends is because despite the fact that grace abounds, there are some 

wrong choices which give no room for a second chance. I earnestly pray that the 

grace of God keeps you and me from making such choices. Amen!  

Oluwatoosin 
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CLOSING NOTES 

Dear friend, I believe you‟ve been greatly blessed by these stories.  I hope you have 

learnt from them too. Now, you know that you are not alone on the battlefield of 

unfavourable situations and circumstances, imprisoning mindsets and thoughts, or 

besetting faults and flaws. Now you know you can win the battle, not by your 

strength but by God‟s grace. 

Whatever you‟re going through, whatever weaknesses you may be struggling with, 

they do not define you. There‟s more to you than you can see at the moment.  All 

you need to do is accept the life that God gives. Embrace the grace He has bestowed 

on the human race and cherish it dearly. 

If you‟ve never invited Jesus to be Lord of your life and you want to, please say this 

prayer: 

Lord Jesus, I’m grateful for Your love and the grace that You have 

bestowed upon me. Today, I realise that I was made to live for You alone 

and I desire to do that. I know I cannot achieve this by my strength and 

so I come to the cross and embrace the grace that has been made available 

for me to live my life for your glory alone. Teach me to love You indeed. 

Help me not to take Your grace for granted. Thank You because You’re 

moulding me into all that You would have me be to the glory and praise 

of Your name. Amen! 

If you said this prayer, welcome to the family! I pray that the Lord preserves us to the 

end. You should not stop here. Get a Bible and begin to study. You could start from 
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the Book of John. You should also join a bible believing church to strengthen your 

faith.  

I would like to get feedback from you regarding how this book blessed you, 

suggestions and any other comments. Also, if you need someone to talk to, feel free 

to reach out to me! 

You can reach me via any of these channels: 

Email: oladejooluwatoosin@gmail.com 

            lacedwithgrace19@gmail.com 

Facebook: Oluwatoosin Oladejo  

Instagram: toosin_worshipper  

Twitter: tosinworshipper 

Blog: lipsandlives.wordpress.com 

Now, I commit you to God and to the word of His grace, which can build you up and give you 

an inheritance among all those who are sanctified. 

(Acts 20:32) 

Keep Soaring on the Wings of Grace! 
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 ABOUT THE BOOK 

The inspiration to put this book together came from my 
encounters with the superabundant grace of God which I’ve seen 
at work in my life and the lives of many others at different points 
in time. 

This book is a collection of different true life stories of real people 
who have encountered and still encounter God’s grace in its 
diverse forms.  As you flip through the pages of this book, some 
stories might make you cry, sigh or laugh but in all God desires to 
speak to you as you read. 

ABOUT OLUWATOOSIN 

Oluwatoosin is a creative writer who is inspired greatly by God 
through everyday ordinary occurrences. She sees writing as one of 
the tools God has given her to relay to the world that all of life is 
worship. She writes fiction, non fiction and poetry and shares her 
works via social media. She blogs at  lipsandlives.wordpress.com  

She is also a budding Information professional, a minstrel and an 
entrepreneur who loves creative ventures. ‘Toosin has a passion to 
reach out to people of all ages but most especially, young people.   

 

 


