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A Journey Worth Taking 

FOREWORD 
What do you turn to when it gets quiet? Do you take 

the time to catch your breath? Do you relax on the 
inside? Or does the silence make you uneasy and drive 
you into action? Do you work on tasks that have been 
put off  for far too long? Or are you like me and prefer 
to distract yourself  with something new?  

Life is so much more than what happens to us, but 
few of  us are capable of  finding the peace needed to 
look inside and realize: we do have a choice. We have 
the choice to simply accept life as it is, to be a victim of  
our circumstances, to run endlessly on the hamster 
wheel we call life, or we can choose to brave our story, 
to look straight into the grimacing faces of  our past, 
and to dare a fresh start and a new beginning. The 
previous chapters of  our lives do not have to determine 
how our story ends. Yet we only become active co-
writers of  our stories when we have the courage to look 
them in the eye.  

That’s exactly what Shiloh is doing in this book. She 
is allowing you to look back with her and immerse 
yourself  in her story; a very open and honest 
recounting of  it. Shiloh shares many insights, not only 
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into what happened, but into her innermost being. All 
the doubts, struggles, lies, weaknesses, fears, desires and 
hopes. It takes bravery to get “naked” like that, to show 
someone else the most honest version of  yourself. Not 
the polished and flawless, but the raw and vulnerable. 
So do you dare to listen? 

As Shiloh takes you through the chapters of  her life, 
the loneliness, pain, loss, failure, seeking, finding and 
healing, you too can take something away for yourself  
and learn from her life for your own personal growth. 
You will surely find, or may have already found, 
yourself  in her shoes at one point or another, maybe 
within a specific feeling, like the blame that she had 
experienced, or in one of  the many circumstances in 
which she found herself. Rather than allowing 
condemnation to take hold, let mercy speak to you. 
Allow yourself  to be taken on a journey that seemed so 
impossible; and even though I already knew much of  it, 
I kept shaking my head at how hopeless some chapters 
of  the story felt. How often can you fall, fail and beat 
your knees bloody? How often can you be rejected, 
condemned and forced into the dust by life? And yet 
still get back up again! I believe this book will help you 
do just that.  

I believe that this book can be a genuine gateway to 
finding your own inner peace and true self. Let Shiloh 
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FOREWORD

bring you alongside her, and fuel your courage to face 
your own story with the same honesty and grace – 
along with the hope of  the God Shiloh believes in: The 
God of  new beginnings. Remember, your final chapters 
have not yet been written. 

With love and esteem, 
Nina Strehl 
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When God’s ways  

Seem strange, mysterious and hard,  

Downing the desires that I have,  

Often in seas of worry, 

Does the day look dark and dull, 

Drenched in pain and agony,  

I will yet still focus on this one thing,  

That God never fails. 

German poem by Herbert Sack 
 Part 1 



Chapter 1 

EASTBOUND 
Behind the next bend, the sun came up. The first 

rays of  light caught my eye and bathed the world, my 
world, in a shade of  gold. It was 4:20 in the morning, 
and I was heading east on the N2 highway in my little 
VW Polo. Driving in the dark felt wrong, especially as a 
woman. I hadn’t asked anyone if  it was safe, I already 
knew the answer! I had left early in the morning 
because I was on a mission. My destination was five 
hours away, on the coast of  the Indian Ocean, and even 
more than the risk of  being robbed at night, or of  
having a drunken driver force me off  the road, I was 
afraid of  the agony in my heart. The frightening idea 
that I would never forget what had happened to me and 
that this dirty feeling could potentially remain with me 
forever was absolutely terrifying. But the hope of  
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CHAPTER 1

finding peace gave me courage. Courage to drive 
another 440 kilometres on the mostly single-lane 
highway from Cape Town to Wilderness once more, 
risking the dodgy overtaking maneuvers with the help 
of  the hard shoulder. In South Africa, it was 
commonplace for the slower vehicles to move onto the 
shoulder when its driver noticed that a faster car was 
eager to pass. This took some getting used to, but after 
five months of  being in this foreign country, I had 
become both a hard shoulder driver and a brave over-
taker. I was happy to adapt and wanted to show that I 
had started a new life in this new country. These 
overtaking maneuvers were dangerous in the early 
morning hours, as well as the evening, when people in 
the rural areas were running along the motorway to get 
to and from school or work in the city. That is what I 
had witnessed in the Durban area and I regularly held 
my breath when the road twisted, as vendors would set 
up their stalls right on the edge of  the shoulder to sell 
their fruits or handmade African ornaments and goods. 
There were no crash barriers along the Garden Route at 
that time in 2011.  

I reflected on many things that morning, as the sun 
was dawning in front of  me, but most prominent were 
the newly formed memories of  the past few weeks. A 
friend whom I knew from my studies at a technical 
university had just visited me and was now on his way 
back to Germany. We had flown into Durban together, 
taken the classic tour, done a safari – of  course – and 
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EASTBOUND

then had driven along the east coast towards the south-
west. Cape Town was the starting point, and our 
ultimate destination, and our trip had been spontaneous 
and full of  excitement. I am convinced that the very 
best journeys do not actually require intensive planning. 
They can encompass all of  the small treasures, as well 
as the big adventures, that you never get to see while on 
a five-star all-inclusive holiday. For me, travelling was 
much more of  an expression of  my own personality: 
courageous to discover a wealth of  new things and 
openness to instantaneous changes in direction. Of  
course, we had a rough idea of  where we wanted to go 
and what exactly we wanted to see, but we hadn’t 
booked any accommodation months in advance and we 
didn’t know when we would move on once we arrived 
at a new place. 

It had been a great time with my visitor, and I had 
enjoyed showing him “my” new country. A country that 
I had originally only wanted to visit for six months but 
had quickly become what I considered my homeland! I 
had been looking forward to going on holiday with this 
friend, but at times, I was overcome by an eerie feeling 
when I thought of  travelling alone with a man as a 
single woman. Not that I was a prude or anything like 
that, actually not at all! But I did have a clear idea of  
how I wanted to live my life as a Christian and that it 
did not include spending time alone with any man who 
was not to be my husband. If  I was to meet a potential 
candidate, I had hoped to meet him in a public space, 
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CHAPTER 1

like a café. So, travelling and driving alone with my peer 
for weeks, and sharing a room with him, was not my 
idea of  good Christian behaviour. I was not old-
fashioned, but I longed for my following of  Jesus to 
make a visible impact on my environment. That others 
would be able to see the change that I had experienced 
since my conversion. 

One of  these changes was that I no longer wanted to 
put myself  in unpleasant situations, as I had often done 
as a young woman. I had met many men and had just 
wanted to be “nice”. I had listened to them and often 
tried to help them in some way or another or vice versa, 
they sometimes offered to help me in return. I usually 
went into such situations without any ulterior motives 
whatsoever, only to slip deeper and deeper into an 
unhealthy relationship, which often ended in a 
partnership that I did not want. Or a smooch that I 
later regretted. I fell in love far too quickly and often 
gave my heart to people so easily – for me, this was a 
sign of  my loyalty and faithfulness, others however, 
called it naivety. But what others said did not usually 
interest me very much. I had no friends in whom I 
could confide. The girl friends I had valued in my youth 
and as a young adult had deeply hurt and betrayed me; 
they had gossiped behind my back and shared the 
secrets I had told them in confidence. My best friend 
during my youth had slept with my ex-boyfriend one 
day and then flippantly responded, “So what?” when I 
confronted her, as if  it was the most normal thing in 
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EASTBOUND

the world to have done. 
These deep wounds had led me to seek friendships 

with men instead of  women. They all treated me well, 
or so I had thought – so I decided to put my trust in 
them instead. I realize now that I just didn’t know any 
better then. At a glance, male friendships just seemed 
less complicated and only became unpleasant when one 
party fell in love with the other. But after I decided at 
the age of  24 to live my life with and for God, this 
changed radically, and shortly thereafter, I found good 
girl friends whom I genuinely trusted and whose 
fellowship I appreciated very much. I reflected on many 
things that morning, as the sun was rising in front of  
me, especially the memories of  the last few weeks.  

The years had gone by in a heartbeat and life had 
once more turned against me. Even though I was a 
Christian, and believed that God was protecting me, I 
painstakingly realized again and again how I was no 
longer living out many of  my so-called “values”. As a 
young believer, I had enjoyed my “new beginning”. I 
had learned about the way Christians ought to live, not 
out of  duty and bold religion, but out of  love for God 
and genuine conviction. Though somehow, the woman 
I had become on the outside was very different in her 
behaviour from the woman that I wanted to be – and 
that saddened me deeply! It also seemed that this had 
actually been the case for quite some time. Still, I hoped 
to wake up one morning and suddenly be authentic! 
The woman who went through with what she said and 
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who did what she set out to do. Time after time, I 
would take a moment to reflect on my actions, but I 
often did it so half-heartedly and therefore ended up 
going round and round in circles! I was able to name 
the emotional pain that had brought me into my 
dilemma, however, I could not find practical steps to 
change my behaviour. I did not want to return to my 
old self, the self  I had been before my conversion, but 
the new one did not seem to reach me either. And this 
became doubly painful for me to see. Germany was like 
the old self  I had left behind, Africa was meant to be 
my new beginning, but I found myself  sitting on the 
fence, between the two, overlooking the life I longed 
for. 

Of  course I wanted to do what I said, but instead, I 
found myself  acting spontaneously and situationally, 
overflowing with bubbling ideas, an emotional energy-
pack that rubbed off  on people and who liked to let 
herself  be carried away by others. These qualities had 
also often led to the fact that it was challenging for me 
to say no. I was too curious to find out what was on the 
other side; I always imagined it was a great adventure 
not to be missed! I wondered whether this weakness in 
my character would lead me into trouble for the rest of  
my life. After all, it had been the reason why I had gone 
travelling with my university friend in the first place. I 
considered myself  to be a strong person, so how could 
it be so difficult for me to set limits? Why did I 
continually put myself  in these oppressive situations? 
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EASTBOUND

Was it because of  this that bad things had happened to 
me, the kind of  things that one usually only ever reads 
about in newspapers, which have such far-reaching 
consequences – all because I just couldn’t say “no”? I 
would have liked to have known the answer to that!  

While my college friend and I had been travelling 
together for the last two weeks, my uneasiness about 
acting against my own beliefs had increased day by day. 
It was almost frightening how loud my heart became 
when I noticed that I was willingly living in opposition 
to my inner convictions. For nearly ten days, I had 
managed to silence my conscience, but as soon as we 
reached Wilderness, my soul had mercilessly screamed 
at me. I was reminded of  how I had been there before, 
just a few months prior; I had found myself  in 
Wilderness with a different man – a stranger, against 
these very same convictions I wanted to uphold. 

He had caught my eye on a red tour bus in Cape 
Town. I had followed my unfiltered thirst for adventure 
and had left the bus spontaneously at the same station 
as him. I had strategically seated myself  in the sand at a 
safe distance away from him. Searching for reasons to 
speak to him, I decided to start smoking again so that I 
could ask him for a cigarette – smoking had been my 
vice for more than ten years, but when my life had 
taken such a dramatic turn in my mid-20s, I didn’t feel 
like smoking anymore. Not surprisingly, my thirst was 
quenched. This stranger and I quickly got into a 
conversation. He was an Englishman and was travelling 
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around the world – a world tour! I had found a real 
adventurer! My English skills had unfortunately been so 
limited at the time, that I understood only about fifty 
percent of  our conversation. Attempting desperately to 
conceal this fact, in many instances I would just say 
“yes” to whatever he said and carried on in agreement 
as he continued speaking. I had said “yes” again the 
following evening after a few beers in a pub when he 
asked if  he could kiss me. I didn’t hear the question 
correctly and felt very uncomfortable after this 
unexpected kiss, so I ordered another beer because I 
had learned that you could drink away the shame! 

Although I hadn’t wanted it this way, it had turned 
out to be a phenomenal night. If  the whole thing had 
started out so crazy, maybe it had the potential to 
become a story worth telling, or so I had thought. The 
beer loosened up my mood, and when the old pianist 
started playing “Hallelujah” in that rustic Irish Pub, I 
cheekily remarked that I could play it just as well. So we 
fetched my guitar and walked towards Signal Hill – the 
viewpoint of  the city. On the way, we had jumped on a 
passing bakkie, a South African pickup truck, and 
played music on the back of  the car. It was a starry 
summer night, and even after midnight, the weather 
allowed us to enjoy a cold beer while watching the lights 
flicker across the city of  Cape Town. There was 
something bittersweet about it because the next 
morning his trip around the world would continue. I 
knew that he was travelling with friends, though I had 
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EASTBOUND

not met them, and that they had planned their trip 
without any intention of  entertaining a change; but 
something about that night awakened the spirit of  
adventure in my heart, and I had no obligations holding 
me back. I could not bear the thought of  being left 
alone in my boredom, so that same night I wrote him a 
note and begged him to travel with me instead of  his 
friends – not around the world, of  course, but along the 
east coast of  South Africa. I painted him a colorful 
picture of  what we could experience together and even 
offered to pay for the rental car. We met for breakfast 
the next morning, just a few hours before his departure. 
Over a cup of  coffee I asked him what he thought of  
my proposal, but he reacted soberly and declined my 
offer. He said it was very tempting but he could not let 
his friends travel on alone; to which I replied, “Really? 
They will not be alone, after all, there are three of  you.” 
Once I knew what I wanted, I fought for it. Still, I was 
surprised when a few minutes later, he said: “Okay, let’s 
do it!” 

There were still no other cars on the N2, but in a 
few minutes, I knew that the first cars would be coming 
towards me. Even though there were no big cities on 
my route, there were some trucks that drove between 
the small towns to deliver goods, as well as many gas 
stations, in the semi-desert, that had to get supplies. On 
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my journey with the Englishman, I had seen many 
things I was unable to forget. I had enjoyed getting to 
know the unique rhythm of  the country. We had driven 
to the most remote places. We even spent the night in a 
camper in that semi-desert place, far away from the 
cities and the hustle and bustle of  everyday life. Our 
only neighbors had been the peacocks that lived on the 
campsite and they had only come to our caravan to steal 
meat from the grill. I had imagined travelling even 
further with him, as far as the eye can see. One day we 
were on a road that seemed to lead to nowhere, only 
the horizon and the reflection of  the flickering asphalt 
had been visible in the heat. We had stopped to get out 
– and for the very first time in my life, I had 
experienced what it means to hear absolute silence. 
There was not a single chirping cricket, not one engine 
noise – no wind blowing through to break the stillness. 
For a moment, time had stopped, and I tried to catch 
up with myself. I had been living my life in the fast-lane 
for far too many years, and I finally wanted to know 
who I was again. It was quiet. So very, very quiet.  

I only realized much later that I had gone on this 
journey with this stranger out of  pure loneliness. Of  
course, I had told him proudly about my values, my 
ethical Christian ones which were meant to protect me 
from premarital sex, and thus, from the disappointment 
that I already knew far too well. The disappointment of  
sleeping with someone who didn’t love me was 
something I knew all too well and I never wanted to go 
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through that again. However, I had gone travelling 
alone with someone I hardly knew and whose language 
I did not know very well either, sharing a car and 
accommodation, as well as a love of  travel and 
spontaneous change in direction. And I did not want to 
face the cold hard fact that you cannot possibly find the 
man of  your dreams this way, unless maybe you play 
the lead role in a Hollywood tearjerker. So, I relented to 
alcohol to escape the truth, as my globetrotter clearly 
did not nearly felt the same way about me that I was 
feeling about him, and at the end of  each night, I would 
mourn my unfaithfulness to myself. 

Also, on my second journey a few days before I had 
drunk against my inner thirst. First, one beer, then 
another. I thought that this was normal. In South Africa 
people like to drink and enjoyed it with ease. That’s the 
way Europeans did it when they were travelling – after 
all, drinking was also part of  the German culture. It had 
been a quiet evening, and the barkeeper of  our hostel 
had challenged me to a game of  billiards. I knew that I 
could play well and although I didn’t feel like it, I 
agreed. He wanted to play for drinks he said. I was 
afraid of  what would happen if  he won. I didn’t want 
to drink so much that I would lose face, but I didn’t 
want to look like a coward either! So I drank myself  up 
a little courage and after one final sip, carried on. My 
friend went to bed around midnight which was all right 
with me. I didn’t want to be alone with two men. I felt 
like they were always watching me. 
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Another 300 kilometres until I would finally be 
there! My thoughts went back to all that I had 
experienced while I chose a song on my playlist that I 
could loudly sing along to. This journey, as difficult as it 
was, did have a healing element to it. For the first time 
since my arrival in Cape Town, I was travelling alone. 
The songs that resounded from the speakers only 
reminded me of  days and months gone by and the 
many new experiences that lay dormant in my heart. It 
felt good to be alone! It was necessary in order for me 
to process all the many feelings I had, as I didn’t know 
which of  them were good and which were wrong. 

Could I still trust my own heart? Was I still a new 
creature, even after all that had happened, or was I 
completely broken? Tears welled up inside of  me. I was 
only 29 years old, but it felt as if  I had reached the end 
of  my life. I was tired, so infinitely tired! My father’s 
words echoed in my mind: “Take care of  yourself !” 
How often he had said that! And I hated it! The words 
seemed to want to bind me in chains. To forbid me to 
experiment, to play, to live, to breathe; and even though 
that probably exposed my life for what it was, a single 
act of  defiance, I knew in my heart that my father was 
right: I had failed. I had not taken care of  myself, and I 
vowed that no one was going to find that out!  
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The shame overwhelmed me. I knew who he was 
and I couldn’t stand not to look him in the eye once 
more. I was going back to find my rapist. Two and a 
half  hours later, I arrived at the place that for me, held 
very different emotions than those many other 
travellers from around the world had experienced; like 
its beauty and its freedom: Wilderness. 
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When the heart runs over 

With many questions – all unresolved 

Questioning God’s love once again 

And reasoning steals trust and faith: 

Then I’ll lay all my tired longing 

Gently into Gods right hand 

And will speak softly through tears 

God never makes mistakes. 

German poem by Herbert Sack 
Part 2 
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Chapter 2 

WILDERNESS 
The barkeeper had won the billiards, at least the 

games I could remember, and then there was the 
blackout. The thing I was most afraid of  had actually 
happened: A complete loss of  self-control! I had been 
taught as a child that I was responsible for my own life, 
not God, or anyone else. Losing control meant that 
someone else took over and determined what would 
happen next. I had not learned that anything good 
could ever come from losing control – things like 
teamwork, or trust in a loved one. I only associated 
losing control with horrible and terrible things. And 
what happened that night was proof  of  just that. I had 
found myself  in a small dark room in an attic, on top 
of  me was the man who’d won the game. I screamed 
and pushed him away from me, in which I succeeded 
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surprisingly quickly. Apparently, he was also drunk. In a 
panic, I looked for my clothes; scattered all over the 
floor and lying on the bed next to me. Then I staggered 
towards my room. My steps were cumbersome, heavier 
than I expected. I knew a lot about drugs and alcohol, 
and I realized frighteningly: I had more than just 
alcohol in my blood! The way to my room seemed 
endless, and the stairs moved before my eyes, as if  
evading my footsteps. My legs did not obey the 
commands I gave them. When I finally stood in front 
of  my room door, I tried to push the key into the lock 
as quietly as possible, so as not to wake up my visitor. 
The next day I did not tell him what had happened. I 
didn’t tell anyone. 

Now I regretted having left so early. Although the 
roads were free of  traffic. I was not a morning person. 
Instead, I liked to stay up late and sleep in the next 
morning; something I had retained from my years as a 
student. The morning air was cool and refreshing. I 
assumed that I would have to wait for hours until he 
would finally get up. His job did not start until the late 
afternoon, so there was no work for him to do in the 
early mornings. Could one even call what he was doing 
a real job? He had looked after the bar and the guests, 
but he could also have been a friend of  the family who 
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was just looking for shelter and may have offered to 
help them in return. I wondered if  he was selling drugs 
to the travelers, as was customary with many 
backpackers along the coast. I wouldn’t have been 
surprised. He was the type of  guy who would: He was 
rarely sober, you could tell from his face. I didn’t know 
anything about the drug scene in South Africa. I had 
not come into contact with synthetic drugs there. Still, I 
had experienced that the young people who worked as 
reception staff  in many hostels dealt marijuana. For the 
many tourists who came mainly from Europe, America 
and Australia, it was an easy way to get some weed to 
relax around a campfire night after night. It was not 
uncommon to see a self-rolled joint wandering around 
these circles. Strangers, sitting together under the starry 
sky, sharing a peaceful moment where you were 
welcome, but didn’t have to, take part in the exchange. 
Everyone came with their own story – and some 
brought along the pot, too. And if  you felt like it, you 
could talk about your travels and home life. There was 
something magical about diving into the life stories of  
others, and I often enjoyed these cozy evenings by the 
fireside. 

There were very few places on my first trip along the 
east coast that I had not found peaceful, but rather 
disturbing. Many times, these had been small coastal 
villages where people had celebrated with wild parties 
and consumed a lot of  alcohol. In those places, I 
myself  had smoked pot or drunk one over the thirst to 
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feel more comfortable, and to be able to bear the noise. 
After all, one has to adapt to their surroundings, right? 
It was tough for me to be in a place that I couldn’t just 
leave if  I didn’t like it. Back then, I was driving several 
hundred kilometres a day, and I was grateful when we 
arrived someplace. This longing to reach my destination 
was not just something I had when I was traveling – it 
applied to my entire life. As spontaneous and 
adventurous as I envisioned myself  to be, I found the 
lifestyle very exhausting at the same time – just like my 
travels through South Africa. The 1700-kilometre-long 
journey had taken me over bumpy passes and through 
the semi-desert. The nighttime always came around as 
if  to remind me to be responsible and rest. Many roads 
were unlit by streetlights and the dark endless motorway 
become dangerous as the need for sleep caught up with 
me. But then again, wasn’t this my way of  life? 
Sometimes bumpy, sometimes steep, often lonely and 
generally very fast paced? In the dark places I wished 
that lights would come on and illuminate my way so 
that I could get through them as quickly as possible. My 
headlights and the moon weren’t nearly enough to guide 
me in these moments. 

A little over 100 kilometres more and I’d be there. A 
coffee would be great right now, I thought to myself. 
Wilderness – for me, it was a place of  hopelessness, of  
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wrong decisions, of  naivety and shame. How could it 
have come to this? Was it all my fault? Of  course, it 
was! I had done nothing of  what my father had told 
me. He had taught me to take care of  myself. And if  I 
made a mistake, then I had to live with the 
consequences. It was that simple! Wouldn’t God the 
Father say the same?  

I was struggling with thoughts of  all kinds. I wanted 
to be positive and hopeful, but something in me was 
trying to be realistic, rational, and down-to-earth – all 
the things you need in a situation like this. I didn’t want 
to be emotional! And certainly not a victim! I wouldn’t 
allow myself  to become a victim. I was strong and yet 
at the same time I was confused, as if  I was wandering 
around in a thick cloud of  fog. I wasn’t sure which 
thoughts were my own and which ones belonged to 
someone else: If  God has given us free will, then we 
have a choice, right? I just didn’t seem to have chosen 
well, my choices not befitting a child of  God. I had 
made the wrong choices, I had drunk myself  to a place 
where I had stumbled across the boundary that was set 
there to protect me. Now I had to live with the 
consequences! Right?! If  only I had chosen a better 
lifestyle! I knew I was to blame. It wouldn’t have 
happened at all had I not been so reckless! There I was 
again: thinking I could control everything! Was that all 
life came down to – rewards and punishments? That we 
always get what we deserve? “You are entirely 
responsible for your own fate. If  you live a happy life, it 
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is because you deserve it; but if  you suddenly find 
yourself  poor, sick or lonely, you must be the reason 
you ended up there!” 

I had learned that as a child and believed it well into 
my adulthood. It had not been unusual for me to 
receive punishment for bad grades or for being sassy. 
Negative consequences were something very natural for 
me, and therefore, the direct answer to my failure. As a 
teenager my father had offered me money to stop 
smoking, however, this had been to no avail as I had 
reached the point of  not being interested in these 
tradeoffs. I wondered if  my view of  reward and 
punishment was contrary to the character of  God, after 
all, He is a father who loves unconditionally and 
continually gives us second chances. He is just and yet 
does not punish us as we deserve; He who did not 
consider Himself  too good to come down to earth in 
the form of  a human being in order to be with us, 
Emmanuel! The One who forgives, protects and helps 
us.  

My thoughts raced at the speed of  light, echoing in 
my mind as I silently screamed: God, help me! Why 
won’t You help me? Why did everything feel so ugly? 
Why did I feel so dirty? Did I deserve to feel this way? 
Is that how all rape victims feel? And was I really a 
victim? I couldn’t be. It had after all been my own 
decision to go there, to drink beer and to play the game 
of  pool. I should have taken better care of  myself! 
Instead, I entertained a game of  billiards, very much 
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aware it wasn’t the only game I was engaged in. Still, the 
dark twisted thoughts haunted me, where was God that 
night? I decided not to let my thoughts wander too far. 
It was simple, if  I forgave myself, I would feel better. I 
had learned that it was important to be gracious to 
myself, and as if  it was a universal formula, I prayed: 
“Father, I did not take care of  myself. And for that I 
am sorry. Please forgive me. And I, I forgive myself, 
too. Amen.” I called God my Father because He was 
the One who created me. Fathers. Could my earthly 
father forgive me as well? If  only I could make up for 
everything! Then it would be as if  it never even 
happened. Then it would be a testimony of  the 
goodness of  God, that He restores everything. But did 
God really need me to make things right? And wasn’t I 
just on my way to take everything into my own hands 
anyway?  

I just so desperately wanted to be radical again. 
Radically healthy, radically loved, and completely free. I 
wanted to be me and to be whole! But was I really on 
the right track? Was I doing the right thing? How had it 
come this far? When I had come to South Africa six 
months earlier, my plan had included an internship with 
an organization in Durban that worked with street 
children. Officially, I needed this internship for my 
second study of  Social Work. Unofficially, I just wanted 
to get away from Germany! Away from the depression, 
the lack of  perspective and my recent past. What had 
happened to my plan? In Durban, I had quickly 
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discovered that language and cultural barriers made a 
professional internship in this kind of  organization 
impossible. At least according to my German 
understanding of  professionalism. Moreover, I was a 
young woman and most of  the kids were boys 
approaching puberty. These homeless children were 
also generally drug addicts and so they were no longer 
children in their own minds – I had realized that 
straight away! The things they see and experience every 
day make them grow up way faster than is considered 
healthy. I knew only too well what effect I had on 
young men, and therefore, I was determined to keep my 
relationships with these young people as distant as 
possible. I was in South Africa for a training course that 
was recognized by the university and so I had to 
demonstrate that I was learning something that was 
directly related to my field. My majors were a mixture 
of  politics and management, and I wanted to receive 
training in the areas of  administration and also social 
management – my expectations, as it turned out, were 
very unrealistic! Also, I only saw my advisor once 
during my first weeks in Durban: when she picked me 
up from the airport and dropped me off  at the 
organization in town.  

Apart from me, there were a few other young people 
from Germany and the Netherlands at the Drop-In 
Center who were there for a year of  volunteering. The 
general mood was depressing, we were all disillusioned 
and agreed that our organization was not good for 
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anything. In addition, we had to live in a very confined 
space with an intrusion of  cockroaches. There was 
nothing in our room that was beautiful to look at. The 
cupboards were extremely run down and the only 
mirror was broken. The tiny little refrigerator cooled 
our belongings but also offered the disgusting bugs a 
place to hide. We were four volunteers, three men and 
myself, but there were only three beds – so the fourth 
slept on a mattress on the floor. I was just glad it hadn’t 
been me. After my arrival, I was offered the option to 
move into my own space. This “space” was an attic, 
which was easily accessible from the community room 
and thus not very private. In the attic were several 
computers from the 80s covered in dust that I imagined 
had also been then from the very same decade. Since 
the only “bathroom” was located in the small annex 
where the men slept – and since we were in the middle 
of  a red-light district – I soon realized that I would 
rather live with the men and the cockroaches than be 
left alone. The bathroom had two toilet stalls and a tiny 
shower without a curtain. When the street children 
stopped by they used the same restrooms, therefore, 
cleansing was an adventurous undertaking. If  you didn’t 
want to have spectators around you had to plan your 
showers well. Besides this, it was not clear who was 
responsible for cleaning the facilities. So before using 
them, it was essential to close your eyes upon entering!  

The property was surrounded by a high wall and 
barbed wire. There was a lovely courtyard, which was 
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laid out like a small amphitheater. Tall trees provided 
shade and invited you to stay. But after only a few days, 
the surroundings felt more and more like a prison. Less 
than a month after my arrival, I had had enough of  the 
situation. I had also given up hope that the supervision 
offered to me would improve. I had left this place one 
morning with a heavy heart and without many words. I 
had rented a place for the weekend in a safe residential 
area and booked a flight to Cape Town. I had also 
found a local organization on the internet, which it 
seemed, would help me to find a new job for my 
internship.  

This change of  plan had not been an easy decision. 
The field organization in Germany, which had helped 
me to find the internship in the first place, encouraged 
me to return home. Their rational and conclusion was 
that I simply must have lost my motivation! I seldom 
lost motivation, and in my first weeks in Durban, I had 
witnessed other outreach organizations from Europe 
that were very active in taking care of  their volunteers. 
A Dutch Non-Profit-Organization (NPO), which had 
sent one of  my roommates to South Africa for 
volunteer service, invited me one evening to have 
dinner with them. We were a big, colorful group and 
had eaten like kings! It was incredible. The dinner had 
given me hope that the NPO in Cape Town would 
work more professionally than the one in Germany, and 
I was positive that they would help me find a suitable 
training position. My family had wanted me to come 
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back home and just forget about the whole thing. But I 
did not want to leave this beautiful country, which 
despite the challenging starting conditions, fascinated 
me deeply. I also knew that I would lose the money I 
had invested into the trip if  I chose to return. And an 
internship wouldn’t have been waiting for me that side 
either. So, I decided to stay, and my love for South 
Africa grew daily.  

One positive that I was able to take away from 
Durban, was the warmth of  the Zulus. Two young men, 
who were once street children, had lived with us in the 
center. They were helping to look after the new street 
children, and I had the privilege of  telling one of  them 
about Jesus and leading him to the Lord. Another 
beautiful memory was a unique trip to the “Valley of  a 
Thousand Hills” with an African social worker and one 
other intern. Our driver regularly visited the children, 
who had returned to their villages or poverty-stricken 
areas after successful drug rehabilitation. She inquired 
about the condition of  the young people and provided 
them with the most necessary foods, such as corn flour, 
salt and sugar. On our journey through the hilly 
landscape of  Durban’s suburbs, I learned a valuable 
lesson from her: It doesn’t matter what we go through 
in life – no matter how hard it is – it is ultimately our 
decision whether we choose to truly live. And if  we do 
choose life, then every day deserves a smile. That we are 
to be strong, and that we shouldn’t take ourselves too 
seriously. That the ability to laugh at ourselves is a gift, 
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and those who can do this, despite tragedy and 
suffering, are advanced in utilizing said gift. 

I decided to drive to the accommodation as soon as I 
arrived in Wilderness. Only 15 more minutes and I’d be 
there. I wanted to wait for him, to see him and to 
confront him. I hoped this would give me deep inner 
satisfaction – peace! And there it was again:… 
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Let’s keep in touch 

I would be happy to meet you. Please visit my blog and 
sign up for my newsletter or follow me on Instagram.  

Blog:   www.seeking-beauty.com 
Instagram:  @she_findsbeauty 
  @shilohzache 

See you soon.  

Yours truly, 
Shiloh
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