
        
            
                
            
        

    Beauty for ashes Part 1
Introduction

So, where to start? At the beginning I guess is the best place. Hi I'm David and this is the story of how God "picked me up and turned me around, and placed my feet on solid ground". I will share with you some of the things I have experienced over the last few months especially and try to give advice and encouragement to you if you are going through something similar.
Some of the things that I will write in this book may seem unbelievable or you may draw different conclusions from them than I do. I'm am not forcing or telling you to believe what I believe. But I do promise throughout this book to tell the truth and as much of it as I can remember. This book is nothing more than my story, whether you believe me or not is entirely your choice, but what I write is the truth about the situations I experienced from my perspective.
It's hard to know what stories to write about, because I do not know how what I say may affect you in the future. If I wrote every story it would be a very long book, so as I'm writing this I'm just writing bits as they come to my mind and pray that god uses my experiences of him to help you on your journey with him or that things you read make you curious and ask questions. If there is anything that you don't understand or want explained better, post a review and I will try my best to answer your query as honestly and quickly as possible.
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This book is essentially my life story. I've split it into four sections which I've tried to weight the length depending on how important they have been to my life:
 The first section of this book is entitled growing up. This contains moments pre my trip to brazil and my eighteenth birthday. Some of these stories may not be in chronological order, but I will do my best to try and make the story flow.
 The second section is about my trip with Latin link to Brazil. This was for four months leaving in February 2009. this has its own section because quite a few things happened and I feel I learnt a lot from this trip
 The third section is about the first two and a half years at university.
  The biggest and most interesting part of the book is the final section which is everything that has happened since Christmas 2011. It brings me up to now mid May 2012, there is more to write, but I think that will become a part two.
 I haven't ever written anything other than letters to friends, so am not sure if the writing style will be to your liking, but I've written it as 



if I was writing a letter to a friend. People's names have been changed in this story to protect their privacy. I hope you enjoy
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 my story and that what I share with you helps you in your walk of life, or if not at least it's an interesting read. 



Growing Up
I was brought up in a Christian family. We went to church most Sundays. I think one of the first memories I have of church was when we had recently moved house and went to a different church and it just so happened to be my birthday. I remember telling someone and then being made to stand up while everyone sang happy birthday to me. I think that was before I became scared of standing up in front of large audiences. That feeling of being welcome has stuck with me ever since.
So from a young age I've always had this knowledge that there is a God. And for the majority of the time it has been based on my parents faith and not my own. There have been moments when things happen you are like "wow, that's an amazing coincidence" and then you think nothing more of it. here are a few of the stories that I remember from growing up.
Family life!

I have three brothers and one sister, and family means everything to me. Only recently have I began to realise just how amazing they are in their own rights and how much they care about me even though I do not deserve it. I think as I'm getting older I realise how amazing my family is and just how much I love them. I know it's said "you chose your friends, not your relatives", but I think I would chose
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them, all of them. Being a big family has been such a blessing to me over the years. It's meant there are always people to talk to about anything and each person has a different outlook on things. I think now that everyone including myself have moved out it's a shame that we only really get to see each other at Christmas and birthdays, but as everyone leads busy lives that is a hard thing to change.
Scripture union

Scripture union are a charity that organise summer and Easter vacations around the UK, with a Christian theme to them. I have been on several summer camps from about the age of 12. I think the majority of them have been at Greatwood, which is mentioned in more detail later. I think it was at one of these camps that I decided that I wanted to give my life to Jesus. I'm not really sure I knew what it meant, and was probably just following the crowd.
 I think I prayed something like;
 "I believe you died for my sins and I'm forgiven" 
I don't think back at that age I felt like I had done anything wrong that needed forgiving. I think I just wanted to be sure and cover all basis. You may think that I've been brainwashed from a young age. I don't know. Some of the things that have happened recently are
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 external to my mind, or are of things that couldn't happen with brainwashing, but that is much later, where was I? 
I think Greatwood was the place where I found my "spiritual" home. It was like every year I went my faith got refilled but then it leaked when I left until I ended up back at camp again. But stories about Greatwood are remembered later.
Moldova/Romania

Our church ran a few trips to Moldova and I went along on one of them. We were mainly helping out with things around the village. The people were so generous even though they had nothing. I used to have rather long hair, and I think for the trip I decided to get it cut for the trip to Moldova. I raised over £500, and got rid of a rather embarrassing hair cut. Two birds with one stone. The money went into buying out a stationary shop in one of the local towns. I think the woman almost had a heart attack when we went in and bought the entire shop and gave the things to the local school. I think it also provided the local school with some sports equipment.
Over the years the church has developed a link with Moldova and I think there have been plans to raise money to fund for a gym to be built at the school, that can be used not only by the children but also for local meetings and a community space to bring the people together.
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Baptism

I think I was 17 when I got baptized. I felt like it was the thing to do. And I think it was a sign of my faith to my friends. I brought my girlfriend at the time, Ellie, along. I think that it was a strange experience for her. People singing songs and dunking. She made an effort to sing along, pointing out that I didn't sing. I don't know why I haven't ever really sang in church. It's not because I can't sing. I can't really explain why not. Maybe I've just never been in the right place. I don't know.
Downhill Cycling in Switzerland.

We were on a family holiday in Switzerland. My parents have found an amazing little village called Murren, nearish to a town called lauterbrunnen. As its Switzerland, the village is in the mountains and requires either a cable car or a train that is almost as steep as a lift in order to get to it. And then from the top of the steep train section there is a short train ride to the village along the top of the valley, stopping off once at a ski hotel. We'd been on holiday here for a few days and it was sunny so we decided to go down into lauterbrunnen to see if we could find an open air swimming pool. I think I was about 14/15 at this point. We found the pool, but for some reason it was shut, and we ended up walking back past a building that had the international sign for medicine on it. As my dad is a GP I pointed it out and said something like "look there's a doctors surgery, now we know where it is in case someone needs it in the future", and then thought nothing more of it until later in the holiday.
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A few days later we decided to go cycling. As Murren is at the top of a mountain, and there is a very long downhill path that takes you to Lauterbrunnen and as you've got the cable car up its very little effort on your part. The journey from Murren to winteregg (the half way point) is quite flat and so we all managed to make this journey safely. From winteregg the downhill starts and after a pep talk from my dad about using your brakes and not going too fast we set off. After a few standard cycle past photos I decided it was time to go a bit faster and go tearing off down the mountain. I fall off. About 30 seconds later my dad comes round the corner to see a cloud of dust and me screaming, "I've broken my leg, I've broken my leg." I think he said something like "no you haven't, you've sliced your knee open," as he calmly pulls a bandage out of his bag and wraps my knee up. When I asked him why he had a bandage he simply said "David, I'm your father, and I knew someone was going to injure themselves, and I knew it was going to be you".
 At this point we are some distance downhill from winteregg and its obvious that I can't ride either uphill or walk or continue downhill to 
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Lauterbrunnen. So there we are, halfway down a mountain with a sliced open knee, wondering what our next move is. I'm pretty sure my dad is praying at this point because out of nowhere a woman turns up in a car, with a massive boot, big enough to fit my bike in. I don't think she spoke much English, but we gathered from her that she'd seen the dust and that she'd take me and my bike back up the hill to winteregg where we could get a train to Lauterbrunnen. She leaves me at the train station and I wait for my dad to come back up the hill. we then get the train to lauterbrunnen, something stirs in my memory from earlier in the week, I know where the doctors surgery is and they stitch my knee up.
 What to take from this story?
  God provides for you when you're in need
  You don't know how things you see today may help you in the future, so pay attention to what you see around you.

Hospitalized family members and cancelled holidays.

The next tales are about two family members being forced to spend extensive time in hospitals and the consequences this had. The first was my mother, I think it was just after my birthday or mid June time. She woke up in the middle of the night with a stabbing pain in her side, and my dad rushed her to hospital, where she was diagnosed with gall bladder stones. This was a relief for my dad as he had felt a lump and thought that it may have been cancer. She spent at least a week in hospital, I don't think she responded well to treatment as they ended up having to remove her gall bladder, using
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the optical fibre camera things that don't leave a big scar. Obviously during the whole time she was in hospital we were all praying that she would make a speedy recovery and that it wouldn't be serious. She made a full recovery. She is an amazing person and I love her completely.
The second was my brother James. He became very ill and was on medication for over a year, in and out of hospital. I don't know much about medicine but I think it got to a stage where he had to have his lower bowel removed or he would have died. I don't think at the time I understood how serious it was. I'm amazed at how calm and happy James was, throughout the whole time. I know that if it had happened to me, I would have spent all my time moaning "why me god". But I never heard him moan once. And it turns out that having James on the wards was bad news for all the non Christians in Gloucester hospital. Again during this time we were all praying that he'd be healed. And he was healed. Not in the limb growing back before your eyes way, but through the skill of the doctors who operated on him. That doesn't make it any less god influenced just different. It ended up that from this James plans changed and he was forced to take a gap year, but that is his story to share, not mine.
The reason for these two stories standing out as important to me over the years is for a few reasons. They both have things in common with each other; both involve someone in hospital being healed and both involved a cancelled holiday. I can't remember which way round they were, but the cancelled trips were going to be;
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 A family trip to the Dominican Republic, I think we were going to help with some church work out there and also have a week's holiday by the beach.
 A family trip to Kenya/Tanzania to go to the gora gora crater and go on safari and I think there may have been some help at a church involved as well.
We ended up being blessed with two different holidays but that were exactly what we as a family needed at the time. I think they were later than planned as neither were fit to travel for a while after their operations. The first trip ended up being a trip to Kenya a week on safari in the game parks and then a few days on an island called lamu. I remember my dad being annoyed because he "lost" his phone going through customs on the flight out, (turns out he left it in the car). Because we didn't have a phone, we were unable to phone and remind lamu we were coming, so when we turn up on the island they have completely forgotten to book us into their bed and breakfast.
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Instead as "compensation" the woman puts us into a five story manor house, with a chef amazing terraced areas and roof top views over the town. I think we ended up having our own floor, and James was on the floor below me, this was before his operation. And I remember being woken up in the middle of the night by what can only be described as depth charges, (sorry for the toilet references, but it's part of the story so yeah). At first I was like I don't want to hear this, roll over put a pillow over my head and try to go back to sleep. About ten minutes later, a thought randomly pops into my head, that he may need more loo paper. So I take him some. Turns out that James had run out and he'd been praying for about ten minutes that someone would bring him some. I know it probably seems like a massive coincidence, but I think I've learnt to realised that when prayer is involved there is no such thing as coincidence.
I think the second trip was a week in Switzerland in Murren again, getting some fresh mountain air in our lungs and enjoying the spectacular views over the lauterbrunnen valley. We went to the highest train station in Europe and walked on the glacier of the Jungfrau. I remember it being exactly what we needed at the time.
 What to take from this story? 
 God heals people, he doesn't heal everyone for reasons I know I am not meant to understand
  When plans are cancelled due to things beyond our control we become confused. at the time we didn't
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understand why the trips had been cancelled, we'd been planning to go and do gods work as a family. All I can say from this is that it wasn't meant to happen.
 We can't see the bigger picture at the time, and do not know what will happen around the corner, so we must just trust that God knows what he's doing, and he does.
Greatwood.

Greatwood is a place in Somerset, near tauton. It's a field in a forest where log cabins have been built and it is used every summer by scripture union to experience god in a week of activities that include orienteering, camping, bivouacking, building fires, crazy sports and evening meetings about god. I'd been going since I was 12 and really enjoyed it. It is where I felt at home and alive with god for the majority of my growing up. Everyone loved me there, and found me hilarious and where my sense of humour developed to the stage where I got given an Oscar (from camp when it was Hollywood themed) for being me. It became the highlight of my year with regards to my faith, nothing really magical happened at Greatwood, but the people there made me feel so at home that it was hard to imagine things without god there. There are many fantastic stories that I can tell about Greatwood but I think I will only share a few stories.
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GWX

I think Greatwood is where I have made many friends. The summer is split into several camps for different age groups. And they do different things. GWX (Greatwood experience), is ten days, 10-12 boys, and we did manly things, like building our own campfires, chopping wood with axes, and building our own shelter in the forest and staying a night, after passing safety tests of course. (as a senior camper I may have failed my fire lighting test because I may have used a small amount of deodorant to get it going, but that is a different story). I think most of my memories of this camp are as a senior camper, This was helping as a senior camper, when I wasn't old enough to be a leader, but too old to be a camper. So help out in the kitchen, in charge of entertainment and keeping campers in order with morning exercise and things like that.
 I had selected myself a nice comfy hammock from the store cupboard at the start of the week so that when we went bivouacking 
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I wouldn't have to sleep on the floor among all the ants nests. I had hidden it in the top of my bag and was pretty sure no one had seen me. So we spend the day helping the children build their shelters out of bracken and sticks and making sure they are water tight. And it's getting dark and I go to get my hammock from my bag and it's not there. One of my friends and a leader Joel says that he saw the package in the back of the trailer that brought up some food for us, and that it had gone back to camp. So I'm left with nowhere to sleep and I hastily put together a shelter and spend a very uncomfortable night under it. When I wake up in the morning, I'm greeted with the site of Joel, casually stretched out in my hammock. "Good night's sleep?" he asks. ( I think I tipped him out and have got him back since, but that is the kind of atmosphere there is at camp). Everyone is fair game, and its brilliant
As a senior camper you are also responsible for building the camp fire at the end. These can be any size, upwards of about 6ft. This may be where my fascination with fire comes from, it may have come before this. Each camp we come up with more elaborate ways of lighting the fire. I think at its peak, one was lit by a flaming toilet seat from the top of the zip wire down to the top of the fire. I don't think anything has equalled that yet.
The Real Thing

The best camp was when I was a senior camper on the real thing. There was a group of 8 of us I think. We were led, by Chris and Gen , who are amazing people. Chris has been amazing to me over the years. Praying for me, writing me letters, coming to visit, when I am
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down, even though he lives like two hour drive away. And basically it was just amazing how well everyone fitted together as a team and how we all felt something from god during that week. I can't remember what it was now, but I know at the time it felt amazing. That was my favourite camp, because we were old enough to be trusted with things, but we also got to have fun. We were in charge of pranks on cabins who misbehaved and I remember pitching a tent inside their cabin while they were asleep. At the time it seemed like a good idea.
On the real thing there is a track across Exmoor. It's amazing, carrying tents and food with you and spending two days walking through the moors with friends, camping in fields, building fires, and ending up at the village of lynmouth with sore feet and shattered, ready for the standard sleep on the bus on the way back to camp.
This year was special, because we were sort of in charge, but also not. We basically were a group of 17/18 year olds on a walking trip over two days. It was brilliant. Although there was a large storm we felt like it was a brilliant idea to try and get a fire going. For about half an hour Chris wouldn't let us use anything other than wood to get it going. So I sat there for ages blowing at the embers till my voice was all croaky with the smoke, not getting a fire going. Eventually it was decided to cheat, and within 30 seconds we had a nice little campfire going and sat around chatting and toasting marshmallows.
 Being a senior camper having grown up on camp was a weird experience at first because you were allowed to go places that as a 
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camper you would never have been allowed. And although you were doing tasks like, peeling potatoes, washing up, it was fun because you made everything into a game or were just trying to come up with the next best prank or brilliant idea. I think the best was playing the table tennis final at breakfast on a table covered in cups and bowls and plates, completely nullifying any skill and allowing the underdog to win.
Anyway from camp other than Chris, I think two people stand out who will be mentioned briefly later. The first is Hannah, she was on the team above, she has been my friend for a long time, but I feel like I don't know her that well, recently we've had a few chats, but that comes later in the story. One story about her involves her sister and my sister, randomly meeting in the middle of Africa, (as strangely tends to happen in Christian circles). Her sister was wearing a shirt with camps logo on it, and my sister was like is that Greatwood, and asked if she knew me and she did. The second is someone called Liz, who's sister I ended up living next door to when we went to brazil, just thought I'd add this in as a little link to later events.
Camp also has a week for over 18's. This is for anyone who wants to spend a week at Greatwood just hanging out and having fun. Its brilliant just to relax in the setting of a forest and log cabins. Over the years since being 18 I've really felt part of the community there and have a great many friends. It doesn't have the same panicky atmosphere of the other camps, making sure all the campers are having fun, because everyone is over 18 and therefore can think for
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themselves. It's just a really lazy week, hanging out with friends, adventurous people maybe take a bike ride into the hills. There were talks about useful things, relevant to us because they were spoken from people who were either going through similar things or had been through similar things.
 what to take from this story? 
 You will meet people in the most unlikely places imaginable
  God will surprise you and make you smile when you least expect it.
  There are places in this world which feel like a hint of what heaven will be, and Greatwood camp in Somerset is one of them.
That brings me to the end of the growing up stories. There are far more stories that I could share with you about how god has blessed my family over the past 22 years. But I think it's time to start telling you about how god has worked through my life since leaving home and coming to university as that is where I feel God has most revealed himself to me.



Brazil
 After finishing A levels, (3b's, Geography, Physics, Chemistry), I had decided that I would take a Gap year, before heading to Manchester 
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University to study chemistry. I'm not really sure where I heard of Latin Link from, I think maybe some family friends who'd been involved with them before. They are a Christian charity, based in reading who send teams/individuals out to south America to be involved with local churches, mainly with building tasks but there was some children's work involved to. I decided to apply to go for four months to brazil leaving in February. I managed to earn the £3000 that the trip cost through work at Tesco and McDonalds, (and more, but back then being a 18 year old who has two jobs and has just discovered that debit cards allow you to purchase things online I regret to say I spent all of it).
Roulette

This is an embarrassing story about me being stupid and irresponsible. I almost felt like I should leave it out, but it was an answer to prayer and had an effect on me. Also my friends from university would tell you the second I met you anyway, as they have done with every person I've met since I told them. I fell for an online make money trick. I read an article about betting on online casinos on roulette. It claimed that, betting on black and if you lose, doubling up on black till black turns up is a guaranteed way of making money. It made sense to me, stupidly, and I decided to try it. I think I put in about £100, it got doubled to £200 with their bonuses. Things were going well. I think I made about £50, but then the inevitable happened. a long chain of blacks in a row, when I was betting on red. I was only betting £1 at a time, but I think a chain of 7 blacks happened, and I ended up betting £128 to win £1. I lost. And then in
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a moment of madness, I decided to put £400 in, in order to get the double money, and withdraw it. Turns out you can't do that. And I ended up losing the money on the roulette table. I was rather upset, as this was money that was meant to go towards brazil, and after crying it out with my parents they suggested that I pray about it, and write the gambling site an email asking for the money back. I did both. And a day later, I had an email from the gambling site saying they were refunding the money to my account immediately.
 What to take from this story? 
 Don't gamble, you will lose, if not money, your reputation  God answers prayers, in ways you do not expect. When I wrote that email there was no way I was expecting to have the money refunded and I was expecting to have to pull out of the brazil trip.
  You can talk to your parents about anything, and they will not judge you or look down on you because they are your parents and they love you.
Brazil team
 My team was made up for five boys and four girls. Jeremy, Pete, Charlie, Phil, Me, Tasha, Ellie, Rachael and Emily. I first met them at 
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the step orientation weekend in Watford, London. I arrived late because I got confused between stations, and thought I was meant to go to the train station, but turned out it was a tube station and they weren't connected and required a long walk between the two. In summary, read instructions and you will arrive on time.
The weekend was good fun, and we all got on really well. This sounds stupid now, but looking back I think it fits with how I was back then. I'd only ever had one girlfriend before, Ellie (different person), it lasted about six months, I basically became far too obsessive and she couldn't cope, which is completely understandable. I was heartbroken and it took me a long time to heal, mainly I think because, through school I'd never really had many friends, just a few close ones, and during our time together, she'd obviously become a close friend, and I relied on her. So when she left it was upsetting. I am going somewhere with this, don't worry. I think finishing GCSE's and going to a new place to do A levels helped me to heal as I no longer saw her, time is also one of these things that heals most wounds.
So basically by the time I came to go to brazil I'd been single for 2ish years, and thought, "maybe a girl on my team will like me". I'd never really had much experience talking to girls, maybe I was nervous, or didn't know what to say or basically all my friends had girlfriends, and no single friends who were girls hung out with us. This turned out to be a stupid thought. It's fair to say that as a team we jelled together really well, we all got on together straight away and no one was left out.
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Project one Recife

This was the first two months of the trip. We were based in the seaside city of Recife, we had an amazing apartment overlooking the beach and the sea. I was in charge of writing the weekly updates back home so people could see what we were doing, and I was told that I made it sound like we were on holiday rather than on a mission trip. Stories of BBQ's and sitting on the beach in the boiling hot sun and playing volleyball.
The first part of the project was helping a church prepare to be opened. This mainly involved site clearance and painting and odd jobs. The church had a sand football field that wasn't level and had become a bit of a rubbish tip, so the first few weeks were spent levelling it and filling in the holes which were in some places 3ft deep. There were no real tools, so we had to improvise, we found a door and some rope, and the girls sat on the door and we towed them across the pitch, levelling it. The painting did involve a friendly paint fight, in which we realised that it was strongly acidic/ removed layers of skin from my leg, there were no more paint fights after that.
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The other church that we were partnered with were a much richer church in a more affluent area of the city. In brazil the rich poor divide is so much greater than it is in England. They ran a youth club called PlanoB which attracted probably 400 people every week, and then during some afternoons we did projects with them. These seamed to vary quite a lot which was good. We helped at an old people's home, painting and clearing out a few rooms for people to move into. We helped build a bathroom for a woman's house who lived with her five children and needed a bathroom. At this persons house a few people decided to take part in some children's work on the street near her house and had prepared a sketch to show the word of the gospel. It was really weird, as soon as they started talking dogs started barking and cars decided to drive down the middle of the street forcing people to get out of the way. I don't think I registered this at the time, but looking back afterwards it seems things like this happened every time we tried to talk, something would happen to try and make us be quiet.
Our work with both churches continued until our two months were up and it was time to go to the next project. the last week was really good as we got involved going around inviting people to the opening of the church. And we got people from the richer church to come around with us and get involved and in the end the church was packed on the opening night.
 The project work was really good. I think what let brazil down for me as a whole, wasn't the hard work that was needed to put in, it was 
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the bible studies. and this wasn't because they were bad in any way at all. I think it was just that I wasn't really in a place with God where I would study the bible and so therefore didn't really pay much attention and just sat there each evening waiting for it to be over. There was one night, where I felt like I needed to escape. So I ran away and sat on a beach. I think being around the Brazilian girls and finding that they liked me brought back memories of Ellie and I couldn't cope, so I went and sat alone staring out to sea for a while. After a while Phil and Charlie came and found me and we had a chat and I shared with them what was going through my head and they prayed for me. I can't remember why, but I remember being annoyed at Phil, possibly because he kept interrupting me when I was trying to tell my story and making me get confused. Anyway we headed back to our house, and there had been a power cut, and Pete had been in the lift and got stuck between two floors and kicked his way out of the lift, which we all thought was hilarious, until it turned out it was going to cost a lot of money to fix and wasn't going to be covered by insurance. I remember praying a lot about it and I think in the end the insurance company agreed to cover it.
Project two fonto no deserto, (fountain in the desert)

The second project was six hours drive inland. we lived in a retreat centre that had been made within a community for the use of the church. It had a swimming pool, and chickens and was just an amazing place to stay for two months. The project was to extend the
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kitchen and make a roof over an area of seating and to convert a chicken run into extra accommodation for the site. Most of the days were spent at the site (where we lived) doing things like clearing areas ready for the work to start. We needed a lot of sand to level part of the site, so one day we drove off into the middle of the countryside and the pastor stopped his truck, and indicated that we should start to shovel the sand from the centre of the road into the massive truck. The truck was so old and huge. most evenings when there was a meeting on in the local town, the local village would climb into the van and off we'd go.
There was one moment I think that sticks out most about things that happened in brazil. This was when we'd got news that someone close to the church was put into a comma from a traffic collision. I think he was pronounced brain dead, but people in the church believed that god would bring him back. At the time I was praying that god would bring him back too. the pastor and someone close to this man, I think his fiancé, both were just reading the bible and got given the same verse at the same time about Lazarus and him rising from the dead. And everyone got really excited that god would bring him back. In the end he died. At the time although I didn't know him I felt devastated and almost let down by God. But looking back I realise that I don't know what god had planned. The fact that god didn't bring him back doesn't in anyway lessen his power. It just like, why do some people get healed and others don't? It's not something we are meant to know, or decide.
Phil
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Now during the Brazil trip, I think the person I had the most trouble with, was phil. I think it might have been that I didn't understand him, but most of the time he just scared me and annoyed me. This upset me because I knew that I was meant to love him like a brother, and I found this very difficult. There was one evening when we were talking about parents naming their children after old girlfriends or boyfriends. Now, my mum had told me something about Phil before I left for brazil. She said that his surname was the same as her old boyfriend and as its quite a uncommon surname it could have been the same person. I'd completely forgotten this until about 3 months in when this conversation comes up. And Phil says something about his sister being called Judith. And I said "my mum is called Judith", and then the story comes out about what she shared with me, and Phil confirms it by saying, she was a nurse, and they lived in London. And then we both share a look of WOW. It turns out that we have like a connection that almost makes us brothers, with the person that I found it most difficult to get on with.
The last few weeks in brazil were amazing. The team pulled together and we managed to finish the outdoor roofed area and the house on the day that we had to as they'd organised a meeting of everyone to celebrate what had been achieved. So I left brazil and came home. Not having been dramatically changed by the experience, like I'd been expecting, but having done quite a lot of growing up and learnt something's about myself during the process. I came back at the end of July and had planned to work back at Tesco and McDonalds until I started at Manchester in the September. This wasn't to be as Tesco had stopped employing because the whole financial system was on
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the brink of collapse and McDonalds had changed their employment system so that it was all done online and the computer decided whether you were appropriate to work at the restaurant, by asking loads of questions like "when growing up I never told my parents a lie" with the options to strongly agree/disagree. Unfortunately every time I applied it decided I wasn't meant to work there. even though it was at a restaurant I'd worked at before, could start immediately, work any hours for the next three months it wouldn't accept me. Over the last three years I've applied about 60 times, so I'm pretty sure I've filled out every possible combination of questions. I even phoned up McDonalds head office and complained, but they said that the employment was down to the local restaurants managers and as it's a franchise they have no control over it. So I think I've come to the decision that it's been made pretty clear that I never have to work for McDonalds again.
 What to take from this story? 
I think the main things I learnt from brazil was that everyone was so much more welcoming and friendly than they are here. It may have been because we were obviously foreign, but I don't think it was as they were that way to everyone. I think also alcohol is seen in a different light in south America. There are a lot more people struggling with alcohol addiction and the churches that we visited took the stance of steering clear of alcohol completely. I think this may have influenced me when I came to uni and assumed that everyone who drank was an alcoholic. I think that on some levels this is a good thing, to clearly difference the church from society and
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allow people to see that you are different. But I also think that over the past two years I've learnt that there is nothing wrong with a pint every now and then, and that at least in England, the local drinking establishment seems to be where a lot of deep chats about life happen.



First year at university of Manchester
Why Manchester?

This is something that I've been thinking about recently and there were a few reasons why I came here. The first was that during secondary school we did a project working up here on hydrogen fuel cells for a week, and we ended up presenting some of the work that we did at the royal society summer science expedition in London. So we spent a week up here working with a professor from the university and I think that might have been what inspired me to come here, and possibly lit the fuse for chemistry. The project was really interesting as at the time I had been really interested in what would happen when petrol runs out and climate change and the way to solve both problems with one solution. I don't think that hydrogen is the way forward anymore, but I don't know what is.
Anyway, when I was applying for universities I applied here and got accepted. I also applied to other places such as Cardiff and Sheffield, but decided to come here.
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Whitworth Park Halls

When I came up for an open day they showed us whitworth park halls, they are really close the university and they are shaped like toblerones. I think the story goes that the council offered to pay for the roof of the building, so the architect designed it so they were all roof. I thought they were pretty cool so decided to apply there and got everything sorted for when I moved in, in September.


First year at Uni wasn't the greatest. It was so hard to adjust from living in a village to suddenly being in a city and I think the first six months or so were spent in my room too scared to leave other than for lectures. I think this was because I was terrified of alcohol and what I thought it did to people. Basically I had it in my head that alcohol was bad and that alcohol being a student and being a Christian do not mix. And as everyone all they seemed to do was
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 drink, I didn't get involved in this and instead spent my time in my room playing call of duty. 
I went along to church, I didn't really enjoy it, but it was where most of my friends were. I also know now, although at the time I wouldn't have admitted it to myself, but I went along to try and find a girlfriend. This didn't happen, and I became increasingly more annoyed with church and eventually stopped going. My flat mates weren't the most sociable people in the world. They mainly spent the time locked in their rooms, only coming out to moan that the washing up was left in the sink. The only friend I had in halls was a guy called Simon. He spent quite a lot of time sat in his room drinking beer, but also played call of duty with me. We didn't go out much, and when we did, I didn't drink and Simon did, becoming more angry normally.
The routine of eating, drinking, sleeping, lectures, got dull pretty quickly. But I didn't know how to fix it. I went along to CU, but didn't enjoy it because everyone was already in their friendship groups that seemed to have formed within the first week of uni and were inseparable and impossible to try and join. I went along on the weekend away but felt left out and didn't really know where I belonged. This was so different from church community that I had experienced in Brazil. The same thing happened when I tried to get to know people on my course, they'd already formed groups and I ended up sitting alone and getting ever more lonely.
 I really didn't understand what I was doing wrong. I'm not a horrible or unfriendly person in anyway. It's hard to explain, but I'd always 
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had this sort of ability to talk to people about anything. I know that makes no sense, because everyone has this, but I think it was more than that. Working in Tesco I had regulars who came back to my till just to talk to me. And one of the customers was so impressed by my friendliness he went to customer services and filled in a massive positive comment card about me, which got shown to my manager. It wasn't just in work situations though, it was everywhere I went, I just found it easy to strike up conversations with people. I was that annoying person on the train who you sit next to and just won't stop talking. But from my perspective people were always friendly and shared a lot. I mean this was only people that I met on the train or where ever so didn't ever see them again, but still. When I went to brazil, I felt this ability growing, becoming stronger. I couldn't speak the language much, but was able to make friends really easily. Something happened when I came to Manchester. I was back to shy me again, the one who sat in the corner and once every half an hour cracked a joke, people would laugh, showing that I existed, and then I went back to being ignored. I don't really know what happened. I think it may have been a combination of the new setting, being away from home, but I think the main reason was my aversion to alcohol. This isolated me and so I couldn't join in with peoples discussions of the night before because I wasn't there, and so this feeling of isolation deepened.
Friends
 I'd been praying for at least six months that I would make some friends who would accept me for who I am and who I could be 
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myself around. Then in the second semester of first year, I'd chosen a module called chemistry in industry and there was a group project part to it. Fortunately the groups were assigned by a questionnaire that somehow told you what your personality was, so it didn't end up like being picked for sport in school again (me getting picked last, or thrown in as a "you can have him"). I got put in a group of six people, two of which are my best friends now, Stuart and Aleks. We had several meetings as a group to work on our project about the chemical company Pfizer, but most of them ended up just deciding where to go for a curry. This was my sort of group. We made the presentation last minute, and talked our way to a first in that module, (highest mark of my degree, apart from a multiple choice maths paper, which I don't think really counts).
Things were getting better. People invited me to a few things, and I went, because I didn't want to spend my life shut in my room. I still didn't drink, but I found out that that wasn't an issue like I thought it would have been. I think it was my birthday 2010, halls organised a trip to Alton towers. I went along and found out that there were a few people doing chemistry, in my halls, in my year that I hadn't met yet, and spent the day with them. I love theme parks, and so when the chance to go back the next day for £5 was offered to me I took it. It didn't matter than I was going alone. I got the train and bumped into some other university students from somewhere else and within five minutes had joined their group for the day. They were all really nice and I think this showed me that my ability to talk to strangers was back.
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Grandpa

I spent the summer back home, trying to get a job, and failing. It turns out that after the first two weeks of doing nothing, it gets rather dull. My grandpa had pity on me and let me build him two paths in his back garden. I did an ok job of it, having done similar things in brazil. It wasn't to the highest standard but it does the job it was intended for. I spent a lot of that summer around his house, chatting about chemistry, engineering and things like that. Over the next year we made several things which show off his ability to make amazing things. Speaker and projector stands, that come apart into small pieces so that they can be carried to uni easily, and a screen that hangs over the window and rolls down, that fitted into pieces that could be carried on the train, yet is big enough to cover the entire wall.
My grandpa is an amazing person. I love when I am home just sitting and chatting for hours about things. Or just having a project that helps improve someone's quality of life.
Scotland

This is a place that we've been on the past two family holidays. It would have been 3 but apparently when I was in brazil my parents asked me if I wanted to go and I said no. I do not remember saying this, but anyway I wasn't booked on. It's an amazing place, a big house in the middle of the country where they do retreats and activities that range from archery to canoeing down a river to
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jumping off big rocks into the sea. During the summer they have a family week where families gather and relax for a week and then there are evening meetings where people talk about god and worship and things like that.
It's really good fun, although from where we live it is a bit of a track, as in nearly a day on the train, but definitely worth it. We met some amazing people there, some who live quite close and I've been over for the day a few times since. Everyone was really welcoming and amazingly friendly.



Second Year
Second year started a lot better than first year, I had a few friends and knew what to expect. I'd signed for a house with people I didn't really know but I basically emailed a landlord that someone at church had suggested and got put with three people, Steve, Phil and Dave. At first I tried my hardest to be friends with them. I cooked every night for them, baked cakes, sometimes did the washing up. But mostly they just took their food and sat in their rooms, maybe uttering the odd "thanks". After a month of cooking and cleaning for them and not really having a proper conversation with them. I put my foot down. I made us eat a meal together each evening with a rota of people cooking and washing up. I wouldn't say we were friends, but it was nice to chat to people in my house again and live in a friendly environment. They couldn't really cook, but I tried to teach Dave some of my creative ways, and ended up with curries
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 with every spice we own mixed into it. But it was better than cooking every night and eating my food alone in my bedroom. 
Around November time, stu and Aleks asked me to join them in the pub on Friday and I met Nathan one of their friends, he became one of my best friends also. Friday night pub sessions became a standard event, although I still didn't drink, I'd try their ales and decide that I didn't like them, but there was no pressure on me to start drinking, just talking about things with people again was nice. At a birthday party I missed, Anna, Charlotte and Rachael were added to our group and suddenly I had the friendship group that I had craved all my life. I was no longer just sat in the corner but a valued member of the group who's opinion on things counted. And what's more the social events seemed to orient themselves around my house. Mainly because I offered to cook for them and baked a lot of cakes and have a projector which improves movie nights quite massively.
Steve dropped out of Uni at Christmas. It wasn't that I wasn't friendly to him, just that he kept himself to himself as much as possible. He'd most evenings avoid the "eat with us" suggestion and take his food to his room. He was an awkward person to be around so most nights I just let it happen. I didn't even know what he studied, not that I hadn't tried to get to know him. When he dropped out he had decided to stay in the house for the rest of the year and get a job here in Manchester. But ended up becoming nocturnal and spending his time locked in his room. This scared me, as the only reason I knew he was still alive was because the light under his bedroom door, and the smell of microwave curry wafting under my door at 3am. We still
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provided him with evening meals, although he normally forgot when he was cooking for us and didn't do the washing up. We asked him time and time again to do it, he said he would, but never did. This got a bit ridiculous so I decided to take action. I turned the internet off one night, telling him he could have the cable back when he'd done the washing up. Got a knock on my door at 6am asking for me to inspect the washing up and giving the cable back, which I did.
I don't know why I felt like it was my business to sort out his sleeping pattern and make him more friendly. I'd been praying a lot about him and asking god to help me fix it. I eventually phoned his parents because it scared me. To live with someone you wouldn't see for a week, to not even be sure if he was alive. And they said that they'd talk to him and that he'd been like that his whole life and that they were equally as scared. For a week things seemed to have massively improved. He'd eat with us, and appeared to be awake during the day, although I think he hadn't sorted out his sleeping pattern, was just drinking tonnes of energy drinks and not sleeping. Then during summer exam revision time, he started singing, really loudly at 3 am. We asked him every day for at least a week to stop singing. He didn't, so we gave him the ultimatum of stopping singing or moving back home. He chose to move back home halfway through May. I think the strain of Steve on our house effected friendship development with the other two and I ended up just giving up. I signed on for another year, but mainly cooked for myself and ate in my room. I wasn't lonely though because my friends were over most evenings.
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Third year doing chemistry is where most people do their year abroad or in industry if they are staying for four years. Aleks, Anna and Charlotte were all going away for a year. This had a shift in our group. Rachael and Nathan had also started dating, and Nathan lived with stu, so social meetings happened at their house instead of here. At first this didn't annoy me too much as it was a slow and subtle change. I'd also met a girl at this point who became my whole reason for existing (chapter on her coming up), so I saw them less, mainly only at uni, but this wasn't too bad. I missed the three who went away. Anna went to America and I wrote her a few letters. I decided that I wanted to be around in Manchester for a fourth year, to stay as a student and be friends with them for another year. So I changed my course and decided with Aleks that we'd live together and started looking for other people to live with. The change to four years helped me massively. Although due to reasons explained later I've decided to graduate this year, the group project over the year pulled me through and gave me another group of friends who made me smile.
I would say that this was the beginning of my "non Christian" phase. I was happy. Although sometimes I'd feel lost and upset, not sure what about, but I'd put it to the back of my mind. I went along to church once a term to keep my parents happy, but didn't ever commit to a church and get involved as I wasn't feeling it.
 What to take from this story? 
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I think from this I learnt that not everyone will like you no matter how friendly you are. I think at first this annoyed me but then I realised that I should focus my effort on my friends.





Talking to Girls on the internet
I think about Christmas 2010 the issue of being single really started to annoy me. And I made the really bad decision to go on to online dating sites. I spent a lot of time chatting to girls on there, most of them were around my age, but just as I felt like I was starting to get to know them well enough to meet them, they would suddenly give up on me and stop talking. Quite a lot of them were only interested in messing about online. I was in a pretty bad state. And my Christian
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 faith was crumbling. I hadn't been to church in ages, but saw no reason why I should go back. 
Easter 2011 I met up with a girl called Katie who lived in a nearby town. We'd been chatting for a while and decided to meet. I liked her, but I know that it wouldn't have worked. We got some food and sat in a park and ate it and chatted away the afternoon and I went home. I think her mum found out that she'd met a guy off the internet and got really annoyed. But basically I wanted to see her again, but she refused to see me. We still talked most evenings.
I think in June, the fact that I hadn't kissed anyone in 7 years was starting to eat away at me. So I met up with someone for "fun". I couldn't go through with it, as I've never been that sort of person. I think it was out of sheer desperation that I even considered it. I'd been praying for the last 7 years most days that god would bring someone amazing into my life. Someone I could love and would love me for who I am. And it clearly wasn't this girl I met with, so I left and went back home.
 And then the next day out of nowhere Cayte arrives in my life. But that is a whole book in itself the effects that girl has had on my life.
 What to take from this? 
 Dating sites are the not the place to meet girls worth building a relationship with
  Patience
  God listens to your prayers
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Cayte
 Where to begin? 
I met her on the same dating site I met the other girls from. I know I said above that this isn't a good idea, and I stand by that. But that is looking back on the situation from hindsight. She was different to the other girls on there. Most of them would say hi, and that was about it and conversation with them would be almost impossible, or they'd ignore me. With her, the conversation was amazing, and flowed so naturally and I think she gave me her number on the Wednesday and we were chatting continually until we met on the Friday. I took her out to dinner and we spent the evening chatting and it was amazing. She came over on the Saturday, and kissed me. This was a turning point in my life. I was in love with her. I know this sounds stupid, you can't just fall in love with someone for a kiss, but I did. And she told me she loved me too.
She works in town and spent most afternoons here as I'd finished uni for the summer and she lives quite a way out so my house was easiest place to hang out. The days when she wasn't here she phoned me and we had long chats into the evenings. I was very happy. It didn't matter what we talked about. Someone was talking to me and wanted to know my opinion on things. She rang me because she genuinely wanted to talk to me. I know I had this with my friends, but they never phoned me and also they weren't someone I could call my own and kiss.
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I stayed in Manchester until the first week of July, this was because I was doing a teaching placement called Student Associates Scheme. We did three weeks paid work as an assistant in a local school. This worked out well because it meant I had another excuse to stay in Manchester and I was also getting paid, which as I had very limited funds was good. Once that finished I went back home for the summer. Cayte had begun a habit of writing me a post it note every time she came over and they formed a collage on my notice board. Over the summer these built up as she wrote me a letter every day and continued to phone me every day and tell me she loved me, every day. I decided that writing a letter and posting it every day was a nice idea, but instead I was going to write a notebook over the summer and fill it with photos and writings of things that happened and give it to her as a present at the end when I moved back to Manchester to start 3rd year.
I came back to Manchester a few times over the summer. The first was when I went to Greatwood camp, via Manchester (it's in completely the wrong direction but was worth it). So I came up here the weekend before and then got a direct train back down to camp from here. That was the first night that cayte stayed over. I think the other time I came back was when we were going to holiday in Scotland and again I decided to come up early and go via Manchester again. I think it was this time that she bought the subject of sex up. I loved her completely and although I knew it would go against everything I believed in, I wanted it. I told her that I wanted it but that I thought sex should be saved for within marriage, and she agreed with me that we should wait.
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Then I moved back to Manchester. Things happened here which I don't fully understand and can't explain but I think I will tell what happened next from the perspective that I now know from hindsight. This is because hopefully it will make a bit more sense than it did to me at the time. A lot of things happened at the same time;
 She started a new job, within the same company  I found out that she'd lied to me about not having facebook, because she'd still been going out with someone else when she had been telling me she loved
me
  He found out that we were together and went a bit
 crazy, said something about death threats.
  Katie (the girl I met) texted me, and I replied, Cayte
 found out and got really annoyed and I had to explain
 that and promise never to do it again
  Me moving back here, so we spent more time together,
 she stayed over most nights now.
  She stopped phoning me on a nightly basis and started
 hanging out with her friends more.
I wasn't mad at her for not telling me about the guy, he still phoned her most days, and before she'd covered it up by saying that it was one of her friends who'd annoyed her. She told me that he'd become a stalker and he'd wait outside her house for her, and follow her to work and all the phone calls. I felt nothing but pity for her. I didn't ask the questions that I should have done. Do you still love him? Do you see him at all within your friendship group? But I didn't, I didn't
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even tell her not to see him again, because I assumed she was mad at him and didn't want anything to do with him. But something had happened. She changed. From me moving back to Manchester things were different. It was like suddenly she had a second personality. And this person was annoyed with me for everything I did. Here is a small list of the things she complained about:
 I walk too loudly  I dress stupidly  I'm boring
  I'm ugly
  I'm fat
At one point she brought me to tears over eating a bowl of cereal too loudly. She'd fallen out with my friends too. Because I had hardly any money and was spending all of my time with her, one of my friends, Nathan, asked on facebook if I was coming out or if my ball and chain wouldn't let me. she didn't like this, and refused to talk to them again afterwards, even though Nathan offered to apologise. I explained to them that it wasn't her that was keeping me in but lack of money. I eventually chose her over my friends. I know above I said that she was becoming a horrible person, she was, but there were moments when the old cayte surfaced. The one who loved teddies and writing letters and making me a pillowcase, and I couldn't help but love her. These moments became less and less frequent, but they became what I clung to, because I had to believe that she loved me.
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My older brother Jonathan got married to Sarah Featherstone in September 2011. She is an amazing person and as far as I'm concerned she'd been family for years and we'd all been waiting for them to get married. I bought Cayte along, and she met all my family.


I thought she got along really well with them, at least with Matthew and tam. this bought up the topic of marriage again, and over the next few weeks I all but told her that I wanted to marry her. I'm aware that we'd only been going out for 4 months, but I loved her with all my soul, she said she felt the same way. This was amazing, because ever since I've been old enough to think I've wanted to get married and have a family and that is exactly what she told me that she wanted. And not only did she want what I want, she loved me, I love her, she is beautiful, not that that should be part of the reason but still. She had a nice personality, (at times when the cayte that I love was in charge) and she made me happy and smile.
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Over the summer we'd been up in Scotland for a week on a family holiday. To a place mentioned earlier called Abernethy. Talking to people up there it was hard not to talk about her, in fact I believe she was probably all I spoke about. How amazing she was, how much I loved her. One of the men I was talking to as we drove towards the coast for jumping off cliffs, asked me if she was a Christian. I said I thought so, because she had told me that she believed in God but hadn't been to church in a while, but that she was looking to start to go again. He gave me a piece of advice, which I didn't listen to, he said "tell her that either she comes to church or you break up with her". I thought this was a stupid thing to do, as I personally didn't go to church, but still believed in god. And breaking up with her was something I couldn't even think of. My life without her didn't exist.
When I moved back in September I went along to church once, I think it was becoming a once a term thing. kind of just checking if things had changed or if there was a church that I liked. I think I enjoyed the service and met up with a few people for coffee in the following weeks. I think I would have got back involved if Cayte hadn't told me that church stays on a Sunday and that is it. I didn't really feel that that's the case, because how do you get to know people if you only see them once a week. But I loved her and listened to her. I tried to get her to come along, but Sundays were her day with mummy, and she was always busy doing something and wouldn't come along. So after about two weeks I stopped going and gave up on the friendships I'd started to grow.
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Her annoyance towards me continued to grow stronger, and the moments when the cayte that I love appeared became rare. One sunny Saturday we went for a trip to the lake district. We'd been there on a family holiday a few years before and I thought it was amazing and would make a good trip. Unfortunately it wasn't as sunny as I thought and the lake Windermere was really cold and we couldn't go swimming. We took a boat out on the lake. It was a nice day overall, and I think that is one of the last happy memories I have of her.
This brings us up to towards the end of October. I think the stress of effectively living with someone who spent the time telling you you're worthless must have shown to my friends, who I only saw at Uni. I was speaking to Rachael and I think I told her that we weren't having sex. Because that's what most people at uni talk about, that and alcohol. And she said that it was obvious because I never spoke about it. And I explained my views to her, she didn't agree but she understood my point of view. She also told me to get rid of Cayte because she was destroying me. I told her I loved her and I couldn't do that because my life without her would be terrible.
Cayte had taken to hanging out with her friends a lot more. And one evening I was really lonely so I phoned her. And she practically bit my head off, How dare I phone her when she's with her friends (who I never even met). She had a massive go at me and put the phone down on me. I was rather upset. I was lonely. My friends probably would have spoken to me if I'd rang them, but instead I texted Katie. I knew it was wrong, and I regretted it instantly and told Cayte
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straight away. I built her a teddies, flowers, chocolates, a massive "I'm sorry and I love you" card. but that was pretty much the end of our relationship. The following week when she came over, she didn't speak to me. She was annoyed at me far more often than she used to be. I think one evening I snapped. I was sat there wondering what to do when I pretty much cried at her "talk to me" and burst into tears. She said she was mad at me for talking to the girl, and I promised her it would never happen again. I went into shut down mode. Scared of talking because I would upset her. So I became a robot, not doing anything except what she told me to, and trying so hard to make it perfect so she didn't have a go at me, unhealthy I know, but I loved her.
She then spent a week here, not talking to me at all, other than moaning when things weren't perfect which was all the time. Then she ignored me for a week. And the following week broke up with me saying that she didn't get on with my friends (who she hadn't spoken to in 3 months), that we had nothing in common, and that she couldn't trust me and that I was too obsessive. This was a week before our six month anniversary which is when in the back of my head planning to ask her to marry me. I know again that sounds stupid, but I loved her.
I was pretty heartbroken. I think my eyes flooded with tears for at least half an hour, before I even spoke. Sorry, this is becoming more like a diary than telling you about how god healed me and brought me back to church, but that is coming.



46
This was two weeks before Christmas. I did quite well at not contacting her. I went a week, and then ended up sending her a few texts, nothing horrible, just I love you, I miss you, I need you. It was hard to adjust because for six months I'd spoken to her every day. I ran away back home. and spent Christmas locked in my room crying my eyes out. I think I scared my parents quite massively over this period. I only got one text from her after I asked her if she ever cared about me. she said "you can't and never will be able to make me happy". I came back to Manchester early January, she'd left a Christmas tree here and I was hoping that she'd come and get it and realise she still loved me. That didn't happen.
I don't think she is a horrible person. I don't think anyone is. I think she just wanted something/someone else but never told me. That doesn't make her a bad person, or make me hate her. Some people would hate someone if they had been treated like I was, but not me. I don't hate anyone. I don't think it's part of who I am. I've come to realise that her leaving was the best thing that has happened to me in a long time.
Over the next two weeks, I kept asking her to come and tell me that she didn't love me, to my face. She said no, that she didn't have to or want to. She then told me she had a new boyfriend, and I snapped. I sent her the most horrible text I've ever sent anyone and I instantly regretted it, but I can't take that back. Then she said "it's my ex, who I loved the entire time." That broke my heart even more, if that possible, because I realised that
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I said goodbye and tried my hardest not to text her again. I deleted her number, but unfortunately I'd memorised it. So I wouldn't text her for two weeks, but then something would set me off and I'd send her a torrent of texts, never getting a reply. Revelations of the reasons behind some of the things that happened come later in my story. but next comes the part where god fixes my life and brings me back to life.



Emily and bringing me back to church
So, there I was at the beginning of January. Back in Manchester, with a group of friends who I'd barely spoken to in six months, someone I loved who didn't even care about my existence. Although I should have spent the time revising for exams, I didn't. Chemistry no longer held any enjoyment for me and so I spent most of my days sat in my room, moaning to people on facebook about how unfair life is. I think one evening at the beginning of January, I ended up moaning to a girl called Emily (not from my brazil team), and she basically dragged me out to have coffee with her.
Now Emily is an amazing person. She's so happy all the time and so easy to talk to about anything. I met her the year before at my sisters church in London. And Sarah pointed out that she was moving to Manchester and that we should hang out. so, when she came up to look around I met up with her and I think we had milkshakes and sat in a park. When she actually came up to Manchester I didn't see much of her. I bumped into her occasionally but never more than a, "hi how's life,". At our coffee session, I told her what I was feeling
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and she told me to go to church the next day. Her exact words were "David go back to church or I will beat you up". She told me about a church meeting in the comedy store in town the next day and promised to meet me there. She made me smile again, which is something that hadn't happened in a while. I was really not sure what to do. I'd been pleading with god to find me a girlfriend again, (I didn't see Emily in that way), but it occurred to me that there are a lot of single Christian girls at churches.
So I went along, and thoroughly enjoyed it. During the worship I found myself flooding in tears and afterwards explained it to someone and he prayed for me. There was lunch afterwards and got chatting to loads of people and really liked them. I stayed there until everyone left and then went with Emily to a church that she went to in the evenings. Again I enjoyed it as well, but for some reason it didn't feel as much like home as the other church did.
Two weeks in the comedy store church had their weekend away, which I went on and again enjoyed it, I met a lot of people. I met a guy called Phil, who runs another church called vine life and he invited me to go along to the evening service which was aimed at students just around the corner from my house. When I came back I went straight along to the evening service and met some wonderful people there. got invited to the pub afterwards and had some interesting chats with everyone there. Although I'd met loads of new people, I was still yet to meet the girl of my dreams, (probably because I still dreamed about cayte), but also because most of the
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girls I met were either married/engaged or lacked the spark. I think this started to annoy me, but I kept going to church. And I kept meeting more girls.



Sunset
I went to church on the 12th February evening, and a lot of things were said and amazing things happened. It was the service from Reach church, but they were doing something called reach on the road, which happens once a term where they go to kings church. As I was walking to church I realised, the 2 main reasons I had started going to church again.
 1. to make new friends.
 2. to find a girlfriend. 
I know this sounds pretty bad, and it is. And I thought to myself, if I went tonight, and met some beautiful girl, who loved me for who I am, would I go back. And the answer came back as no. So I prayed that I would meet god at church rather than girls. And basically from the moment the service started it was so different to anything I'd ever experienced before. There were songs about being free, and about how much god loves me. and then someone had a vision, that fitted my life so perfectly my eyes flooded.
"A beach at sunset, the tide is out and the beach is empty of people. On the beach there are sand castles, deep holes and litter everywhere. As they watched the tide turned and started to come in.
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First it came to the rubbish, and picked the rubbish up and washed it out to sea, out of sight out of mind. Next it slowly and inevitably came in and filled in all the holes, that represented things that were making us feel empty; mine were a feeling of loneliness, unloved and a lack of direction for the future. And finally it came to the sand castles; Barriers we'd put in place to defend ourselves from the ocean of god's love. And it destroyed them, the way the tide washes everything clean at the end of the day and leaves the beach perfectly flat and clean."
And then someone got up to talk, and she was talking about how she had never really known who she was till she found herself in god. And how we shouldn't just accept to be average. Because we are not, and god has only the best plans for you. For some reason people started laughing, and I was like, this is a bit weird. Then her husband did another talk and it was about animal noises in church and how sometimes to understand god you have to be childlike. The first story was about a guy roaring like a lion in church. And at first people were sceptical, like, what is going on her, but then the story behind it made it make sense.
It was a Chinese guy, and he'd been brought up under the symbol of the dragon, being all powerful and in control and dominating. And while at this church they'd been worshipping and he'd seen this dragon descending and trying to control his life. But then a lion, from the tribe of juda came and started roaring, and with every roar the
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dragons power crumbled, so he started roaring. And felt god say, this is going to happen in china. And so you go from "this guy is a bit weird, roaring in church, to wow," and it made me feel a bit, why was I so sceptical about the laughing. who am I to say what it means.
There were two other stories. one about someone who felt compelled to stand up and make a cockerel noise. and some of the people in the church were a bit like, it's becoming a farm yard in here. but the children got what he meant. why do cockerels crow? because it's a new day, and what is easier to say, " god has shown me that from this day hence forth it shall be a new day" or "cockidoodle do"
The final story had the biggest impact on me. because I was just sat there thinking, and out of nowhere I was in the sound of music. and they were singing the song with the cuckoo in it. and I heard the cuckoo go "cuckoo, cuckoo" and immediately understood that it meant "it's time". and then the talker said there was one more about a woman who started cuckooing like a cuckoo, and explained, "why do cuckoo's cuckoo, because its time" and I was a bit like woah.
Anyway, to summarise, it wasn't about making animal noises or laughing or anything like that, I haven't started going to some strange church where it's like a farmyard. it was just about being childlike and not letting your brain make you to sceptical or intellectual to allow god to talk to you in strange ways.
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 Putting the two together leads to "Its time to let god's love wash over your heart and heal it"

This was the first life changing event. 
After this God really healed me. I'd started to keep a diary of all the things that I prayed about and for three weeks or so they had all been "please give me a girlfriend" or to that effect. I made friends and got invited to things as they shifted to "thank you for this" or wow this was amazing. I think a hope had been born in me, that although I haven't met her yet the girl of my dreams is out there and I will meet her when I am meant to.
 In my diary I wrote: 
"I now understand that the whole cayte thing was to get me to a point where I would go back to church but that is on the verge of collapse as I still just feel so isolated from everything. No one
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 understands me. People at just are just polite and feel compelled to talk to me."
 Then
 " I TRUST YOU! Seek first the kingdom of god and all other things will fall into place."
 And then I remember as I was writing this, it wasn't as if I was writing it, it was more like god was telling me what to write. 
"All other things, Every issue, Girlfriend, loneliness, acceptance, happiness, being loved, understand people, Uni. Everything will be fine, Seek God, and only he can truly satisfy you. Things don't happen overnight, they take time. Whets worth having is worth working for. The lord is my shepherd He makes me lie down in pastures green. He never turns away a broken heart, he fixes them and makes you into the person that you were always meant to be. All you have to do is give everything to him. STOP HOLDING THINGS BACK. Let go of everything. Stop leaving little islands of security that you can turn to if God fails you, because in doing that you are not trusting him with what he promises you. Give everything to go and let him heal you. "
 The next day March 17th, the next life changing event happened. 
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Thunder
I hadn't ever really properly doubted the existence of God. But being a scientist I like to have things that I can explain. Like this happened because of this... And so far all the experiences of God that I'd had could be explained by something else. Like coincidences or just it was a generic story that you manipulated so that it fitted your situation. So I'd never had an experience from God that I couldn't explain. I'd been praying for a few days about this, and this is when I went back to kings church.
It was for an event called the gathering. which is a collection of churches meeting and praying over the city and the universities and asking that gods will comes through us within the city. there were about 150 people there and on the floor they had a huge map of the area of greater Manchester that people could pray over. I think I ended up praying for Caytes home area "Urmston", that god would bless her and her home and reveal himself to her in a way that she couldn't ignore.
 We started worship and about ten minutes in someone stood up and said: 
"when god comes there will be the sound of thunder and the mountains will tremble and people of the earth will be terrified." and then he sat back down.
 A minute later he stood up again, this time there was a massive ring of authority and power in his voice and he said: 



55
 "I god am coming like the sound of thunder, the mountains will tremble and people of the earth will be terrified." 
And then there was the sound coming from within the stage. I think thunder is the best description of it, but it wasn't thunder. It wasn't a sound I'd ever heard before, it was like the idea of thunder. or if you described the sound of thunder to someone who'd never heard it how they'd imagine it. But it was coming from within the building it lasted at least five minutes. The whole time I was terrified because I know I am a bad person. But then something reminded me that I do not need to fear to be in god's presence as I am forgiven. And that God loves me for who I am and he made me the way that I am.
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And the feeling of being unlovable that I'd felt since she broke up with me dissolved as I realised that God loved me. All the songs suddenly were about how god loved us, even though I hadn't mentioned what I felt to anyone else. Something shifted in me after this. every time I had doubts about god existing I referred my mind back to this event. and as I could find no way of explaining it any other way, god had to exist.
That brings me to march 19th. I'd finally decided to let go of Cayte. I know that it had taken ages but I loved her. I didn't want to hate her because I knew that wouldn't help. I didn't want to forget the good times either, I just wanted to not think about her all the time as it was driving me insane. In my diary, I wrote "my prayer for this week, to finally accept that she is not coming back and for me to stop thinking about her all the time." I'd accepted that she loved him and not me, and that she was happy and that all that mattered.
The next day I get a message from him on facebook, saying that they've split up and that they argue a lot. I'm not friends with him, for obvious reasons, I think I had my security set up so that anyone could message me. I told him to leave me alone and that I didn't care, but the damage to my resolve was already done. I'd accepted she was happy with him, and that she wasn't single. The thought that she would be single again never entered my thought process. I did the stupid thing of sending her a letter saying I was sorry and that I still loved her. I didn't get a reply. And then the not talking/texting her winding down process started all over again. This time though it was quicker because I'd already accepted that she wasn't mine
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 anymore. I mean I couldn't sleep for a few nights, but after that things went back to how they'd been before I'd found out. 
I went home for Easter and had an amazing time with my family and seeing them again when I was myself. I know that over Christmas I had scared them massively and that they were so glad to see a cheerful me again. I think though being home and away from the church here in Manchester I slipped back into old habits. I still went along to church but I started talking to girls on the internet again. I knew this was bad, and tried to stop. I deleted the account, I ended up going back. In the end I ended up changing the password to the email account to something random and not writing it down (as for some reason you can't delete email accounts).
I came back to Manchester and had just had an amazing two days, went to a surprise party for charlotte as she was back from France and just spent two days hanging out with my friends. Then I got hit by another Cayte bomb. It was from the same guy (I've since blocked him). It turns out that while me and her were together she was cheating on me. I don't know for how long but by looking back I've assumed it was probably from September. Making the majority of my relationship with her meaningless to her and the other half of it, I was at home writing her letters. I honestly felt like I was going to collapse into a mental breakdown, far worse than when she'd ended it. I felt it about to happen and just thought "NO!" this is not happening, I'm not going to shed another tear over this girl. Please god release me from her control."
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I think since then things have got far better, I've thought about her a lot less and when I do it's no longer in an admiring way. I don't hate her, I forgive her completely and I told her this. When I was told, I sent her a letter with details of the previous two events and how god had healed me. I didn't get a reply. I also apologised in the letter for being not a great Christian towards her and wished her all the best in the future. And I think that is the last I will say to her.
Since then I've been really focused about what I am going to do with my future. We hadn't sorted out a house to live in next year and I was starting to have doubts about whether or not I should stay in Manchester and do four years. I set myself a date and prayed, if I'm meant to stay in Manchester, we will have signed for a house by this date. All the way up to this date people were telling me that there is no point doing a 4th year if you are not 100% behind it. The date came up and we hadn't signed for a house so I took that as the sign that I'm meant to graduate this year.
And since making that decision things have fallen into place. It was simply filling in one form to change back to three years. I told my parents and they were very supportive and I'm moving back home towards the end of June. I've sorted out something to do with my summer, as I've felt for a while that I was meant to do something with my summer instead of just staying at home.
Since about Easter I'd been applying for things to do with my summer, not knowing that I would be graduating. First I applied to do some volunteer work over the summer in Scotland at the retreat centre mentioned earlier. A week later I got a reply saying that they
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couldn't accept me because they were already fully staffed for the summer. Next I applied to a Christian charity called Oak Hall on the suggestion of someone from church. They rejected me because they felt that I hadn't been involved in a local church long enough, but invited me to an event towards the end of July where they would meet me and see how things went. I felt quite upset after this because I really felt like I was meant to do something this summer and both places rejecting me.
A few weeks past and I was browsing the internet and ended up on Latin links website, and decided to apply to be part of one of their summer teams, knowing full well I couldn't afford it but that if I was meant to go money wouldn't be an issue. I applied and phoned my parents. My mum had felt since Easter that I should apply to Latin link but hadn't said anything, and it turns out that they had some money that would pay for me to go. So I think that is a sign that I am meant to go and I can't wait to see what will happen. I think we leave towards the end of July.



Harry Potter and the 6th of May
Today has been one of those faith changing days that seem to be happening far too frequently for me currently. :) As you know I currently go to two churches, not the best plan, but not going to change as I'm only in Manchester for a few more weeks. The other two faith changing days have happened at a different church, a place



60
called kings church. The first was the vision of the sea, and the cuckoo, saying it's time to let god's love heal you. The second was the noise of thunder from the stage which gave me something I can't explain with science and an overwhelming sense of the fact that god loves me. The first was when reach went to kings church for the evening service (as they do once a term) and the second was called the gathering. So when I found out earlier this week that reach was meeting at kings this evening, I was expecting something to happen.
This morning I went along to the church at the comedy store, and my head was full of this vision. That I'll write below. I haven't ever shared anything in church as I've been two embarrassed or not sure it's from god. So I decided to write it down and keep it and see what happened. (I'm writing this from memory as I no longer have the paper):
"You're wandering through a maze. Like the one in harry potter, with high hedges. You know where you are heading, the centre of the maze and eternal glory. but you have no idea how to get there. the maze keeps changing around you, you're path is guided through the maze. Later in the maze creatures attack you, but the armour of god and his angels will protect you"



61


"Can you see the vastness of gods plans? NO! Then how do you know how things will work out? You have no idea what god is going to do in the future. Do not worry, for the future, for you know that "he makes all things work together for my good"
Spent the afternoon in the library, and then went to kings church this evening. During worship, which was amazing there were two people playing violin with call and response and it was just incredible, someone said "someone here has never given a vision before, and they have it, and it will be confirmed by testimony." And at this point, I was listening. haha. he then went on to say:
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 "you know it's you, you're heart beat is quickening, and you know in your heart that it's you". 
There were about 500 people gathered. Then they started praying for healing. And as the above vision didn't have much to do with healing, I thought I shouldn't share it yet (I'm scared of talking in front of 500 people). I'll wait, if I'm meant to share it, it will be obvious. The guy talking will say my name, I mean king David is talked about a lot. So anyway through the service this growing sense that I needed to share it, but I did nothing about it, it stayed on a piece of paper in my pocket. At the end of the service I told a few people, " I felt like the person meant to share was me, but I chickened out," they all told me to keep it in my pocket as it may come in handy later. :) So I leave kings church, not with an emptiness, but a bit of a disappointment as I felt as though I needed it to be confirmed in order to make my day and add it to the list of amazing things.
Standard after church pub trip :) its getting quite late and I'm tired, and thinking about going home. Some people leave and I end up sat next to a girl called dayna. We start with the standard, what do you study questions, and I end up telling her all about how god has brought me back to him, and how the last two times I've been to kings church things have happened. She'd been there both times, and remembered the events I was referring to. And how I'd gone to church that evening expecting something amazing to happen. I then said " I think the person who was meant to share something tonight
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 was meant to be me, I wrote this down this morning, handing her the piece of paper" 
She read it and said "this is meant for me, I love harry potter and everything about it, and the line, "he makes all things work together for my good" has been going around in my head all day. She'd also felt at the church that she was meant to hear something from god this evening. so, yeah! WOW!
 I don't really know how to end this other than WOW!

Stories which are encouraging but not part of the main narrative.

Next are a few more stories which were interesting of smallish things that have stuck in my mind over the past few months, but somehow didn't fit into the narrative of the rest of the stories.
The first is of a man called Dave, I met on the comedy store weekend away all the way back in January. I'd shared some of my story with him at the weekend away and we'd met up for a pint later and it turned out that he'd lived next door to me for about six months. He felt really convicted by God about living next to me and not having invited me to church. A few days ago, on Sunday in fact we had lunch together and he was telling me about how because of living next to me for a year and not inviting me to church it had changed how he saw the commandment to "love your neighbour", to meaning immediate neighbour. He is also getting married to Emily (the girl who got me back to church), and although they hadn't known each other at the time he felt how amazing it was that god had used his
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future wife to "correct" his non acting. I told him about the previous two times of heading to kings church and how I was expecting to see something of god. And he said it's amazing what happens when we meet with god with expectations.
My friend Laura has developed a talent for showing up just when I'm about to feel down, when I haven't seen her for ages, and then suddenly she'll appear for a few minutes and cheer me up. I shared with her what I'd been going through during the breakup and she sent me a book which helped a lot. It was about waiting on god and being patient and believing that he had a plan for me, but it was mainly focused on marriage and as that was the thing that I was worried about, it was amazing. But in general randomly bumping into me and putting a smile on my face is what she does
One day a few weeks ago I decided that I wanted to go shopping to get some food. It was raining so I took an umbrella and headed out the bus stop to get the bus towards the shop. I crossed the road and saw a man pushing a broken down van, I stopped myself debating whether or not I should go and help him. I remembered that what annoyed me most about living in England is that no one helps anyone anymore. So I ran across the road and helped push their van around the corner. I then walked back to the bus stop and went food shopping. When I came back I'd almost forgotten about it. But I passed their car on the way home. I felt like I should stop and offer them a cup of tea because my house was just around the corner. But it got silenced by don't be stupid, keep walking. I stopped again about 100m down the road because the feeling became so strong I
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couldn't ignore it. But then I carried on walking. I felt so bad after that as I knew that I should have offered. But I think from this experience I have learnt that I should listen to feelings like that.
Before Easter sat in the pub after church with martin. It was getting late and everyone else had left. We were about to leave when a really drunk man came up and sat with us. Both of us were too polite to tell him to go away, so he sat down and started talking to us. He started drawing on a till receipt, sketching martin. It didn't look anything like martin, but we kept talking to him. Then a woman who he was with came over and told him to stop bothering us. And we ended up chatting to them. I told them that we'd just come from church around the corner. She told us that they had just moved to the area and she was looking to get back into church so we invited her along, gave her the address and time and said that we would pray for her. As far as I'm aware she didn't turn up. But I've been praying for both of them since, so that a good start.
6-14th May

From the Sunday I realised that God really understood me. He knew I wasn't going to stand up in front of 500 people. He could have made me stand up and share but he knew that wasn't the way things work for me. He knows that I love to tell stories and then when I tell stories people listen. in fact it almost feels like it's more than that, like they can't not listen. And if I had been made to stand up in front of all the people I wouldn't have realised that story telling is my gift. That is when and why I decided to write this out as a story because I felt like I was meant to.
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 since then, I've been much more confident in myself and feel like my talent at talking to people is back. 
On the Monday morning I decided that although I had to do revision for exams, I would start to type up my story. Next thing I know is that I've written 16000 words by the Tuesday evening. I decided to put it up on the kindle for a download and see what happens. By the Friday 140 people had downloaded it. This was amazing.
At one of the churches I go to, I'm involved in a small group which meet once a week at someone's house. They are all really nice people and made me feel welcome from the very beginning. It's all really open and people share things that have been happening in the last week and I shared what had happened on the Sunday. Everyone was really encouraged to see god working in my life.
On the way back, its literally a ten minute walk, but I decided to get a bus. It was a bus that had come from the airport, and it was crowded with people with suitcases. One person clearly didn't know where she was going, I overheard her asking the driver where something was, and I knew the place she was going to, so I offered to take her to it. It wasn't far from my house so I took one of her suitcases and guided her to the door. She told me she was from Spain and had come to England looking for work. I mentioned that I am going to south America in the summer and would be good to learn some Spanish. So we exchanged numbers and agreed to exchange Spanish lessons for English lessons.
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Friday morning I couldn't sleep. On the Wednesday at life group we'd been talking about Abraham and how he'd been so sure that god was real and all powerful, that he'd been willing to sacrifice his own son. God had promised him many descendants and that they would all come from his son Isaac. This showed that he had so much faith, trusting that God could have brought him back from the dead if he'd needed to. And because of this faith God made him a promise, that his decedents would outnumber the stars in the sky and that through his descendants the whole world would be blessed, and they were with Jesus.
But anyway, after the experience on the Sunday, I was pretty sure that god existed. And I basically wanted him to promise me something and give me a similar faith to that of Abraham. Knowing that he has power over all things and that things happen in the time that they are meant to. So I prayed to God, asking him to promise me things. And I started writing. I think I wrote three pages. It was like I was being told what to write. It was a bit strange, but the voice in my head told me what to write at the speed that I could write. So I had no idea where the sentences were going, but they were forming before my very eyes.
 I sealed away what I'd written feeling that it was meant to be opened a year from now and I tried to go back to sleep.
 I couldn't.
 I felt this urge to write a letter to my dad, something urgent. So I got out a pad of paper and a pen and started to write. It was strange, It 
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was like I was being told what to write, not that the thoughts were coming from my head. I wrote that change was coming and that he would have to make a choice. I labelled the envelope and tried to go back to sleep. I couldn't until I'd posted it. So I walked all the way to the post box in my pyjamas and put it in. And tried to go back to sleep.
Next I felt like I should write another letter, this would have been about 3am. I didn't know who it was to. I got given a name, and then Google auto completed an address and postcode for me, one that I had never searched for before. I'd had £5 in my wallet that I'd been meaning to give to a homeless person who "lives" near here. But for some reason I hadn't seen him, so I still had it in my wallet. I felt like I was meant to send the money and write a letter saying God will help you through this. Again I couldn't sleep until I'd posted it.
After sleep had evaded me again, I thought this was getting a bit ridiculous. This time I was given a name again. This person I felt was meant to be on my team to South America, or was somehow connected with the trip. So again I wrote what I was told. This time I wasn't given an address I was just given a sense that I would hand deliver it at some point in the near future. I read through what I'd written and I got really excited because I felt like when I met this person it would fulfil everything that I had been thinking and praying about since I started going back to church.
There was one more vision that I was given which has been sealed away. I'm hoping that one day I will have the guts to give it to the person its intended for and that it will strengthen/create their faith.
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On the Friday, I decided to take the book down because people pointed out that I had named people without their permission and that I should edit it to make it make more sense. So that's what I'm doing as well and have also decided to add more to the story of what has happened in the last week.
Sunday

I went to the comedy story as usual on a Sunday morning. We got invited to someone's house for lunch. They were so generous and welcoming and showed us such kindness. We spent all afternoon there and didn't end up leaving till about half six. I really want to repay them for their open house, and would love to be able to raise funds to pay for their kitchen to be decorated.
In the evening I went to a prayer meeting from the comedy store church. It was about students and the vision of two groups of people, pillars, people who stay within the church in England and build it up and arrows, people who are fired from this place to somewhere new and take what they have learnt here with them and spread the gospel of God.
I shared my story of what had happened to me over the previous week and told them what I'd been through and that the visions were not all confirmed. The one for my dad had been, when I phoned him the previous day. But that the other two were yet to be confirmed.
 There was a lot of prayer about the future and how we don't need to worry and that God works for the good of those who love him. And 
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 that gods timing is perfect. Someone also pointed out that we are the leaders of today's church not tomorrow.
 "God will multiply the students within the church" 
Late Sunday evening I had a talk with one of my online friends called Danni. she lives in America and was lonely and we chatted for like two hours. I told her all about what had happened over the past week and she shared things about how she's been pushed away from church. Just the feeling of being told you're going to hell doesn't really make her want to go to church. This makes so much sense to me and I think that people need to stop shouting with a megaphone and meet people where they are and show love and compassion.
God isn't about condemning people, he's about forgiving them completely and showing them so much love. more that they could ever earn or deserve. And I think showing people that they can't help but want to come back to church. That's what I've found from my experience anyway.
On the Monday I found out that the person I wrote a letter for who was meant to be on my trip to south America wasn't. I really felt like it was meant to be so got quite upset. I phoned my parents and they were very comforting. My dad gave me two verses:
Jeremiah 29 :11 For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future
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proverbs 3 v 5-6 - Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways submit to him, and he will make your paths straight.
Both these verses were very encouraging and meant that I had to trust that god knows what he's doing and that his timing will be perfect. My mum also shared with me that she'd had a vision for her and my dad back in February that said the same thing as what I had sent him. This was encouraging for both of us.
On Monday I realised that I hadn't thought about cayte in almost two weeks. This was such a relief because over the past six months on average ever other thought had been about her. And to finally be free was such a blessing.
The main story stops now and I'll try to sum up the future, and will write a second book when I come back from south America. This vision that someone had at the church meeting sums up how I feel at the moment.
"A little child walking with father in the darkness. not knowing where they are going but trusting that god knows where he's going and can see further ahead than you."



72
The future

What does the future hold for me? I do not know the answer to that question. I mean no one does, but they have a general idea of the direction they want to head with in their life. I have no plans for the distant future at current. I'm going to south America for 4 weeks over the summer with potential for staying out there if I feel like I'm meant to. But other than that I don't know what is going to happen. I trust God completely and the way that he has guided me over the past 22 years shows that my faith is put in the right place.
During the service on Sunday, the preacher kept saying that he felt like the north as a region, Manchester in particular was going to see the birth of a new industry and that we as the people of god in Manchester were going to be the creators of it. And he kept saying the word Download, Download, Download. And he made people stand up who wanted to be involved in this and he prayed for us. I stood up because this sounded exciting.
On Sunday evening when I realised that my gift was for telling stories, I felt like I should write down my story of how god has looked after and protected my and that I should put it on Amazon kindle download. And so over the past two weeks I have written over 20000 words of my story. And once I have finished I will put it on there and see what happens. If the feeling is from God then something amazing might happen from it. If it's not then a few people may read my story and be inspired by what god is doing in my life.
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I hope that you have enjoyed reading my story and that you can take something from my experiences of God and that they strengthen your walk with him. If you haven't ever experienced god for yourself and want to my best advice is to go to church. I know churches have a reputation for being boring and out of touch with the world, but if you go expecting to meet with god he will not disappoint you.
I will write a follow up short story of what God does in south America and if I meet her. I really hope that this book has been a pleasant read and that things I've said have resonated with your life.
 God Bless David 
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