
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Beautifully

	Broken

	Finding Purpose Through Pain

	Christina Mwaura

	



	


Beautifully Broken: Finding Purpose Through Pain Copyright ©2025 Christina Mwaura

	Published by:

	CLC Kenya Authors Collaboration

	P. O. Box 8289 00100 Nairobi, Kenya. Email: publishing@kenyaclc.org www.kenyaclc.org

	Printed and Bound in Kenya by:

	CLC Kenya, Print on Demand

	Tel: +254 734 446729

	Email: pod@kenyaclc.org

	ISBN: 978-9914-3605-5-4

	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form by any electronic or mechanical means including photocopy, recording or information storage and retrieval without permission in writing from the author. 

	All Scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version®, NIV®. Copyright ©1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc. ™ Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved worldwide. www.zondervan.com The “NIV” and “New International Version” are trademarks registered in the United States Patent and Trademark 

	Office by Biblica, Inc.™

	



	


Dedication

	To Bishop Dr. Paul Mwaura: 

	Your journey to salvation, consistency in the Word, and continual desire to grow have instilled in me discipline and paved the way for me to strive for the higher call. To you, my readers, who have grappled with life’s issues to understand God’s divine purpose for you.

	 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

	Dedication

	Acknowledgements

	Introduction: Confessions of a Tough Girl Transformed

	CHAPTER 1

	ISHMAEL - God Hears and Answers

	CHAPTER 2

	JEPHTHAH - Rising Above Rejection

	CHAPTER 3

	JEDIDIAH - Embraced by God’s Love

	CHAPTER 4

	JOSEPH - From Trials to Triumph

	CHAPTER 5

	BOAZ - Strength with Purpose

	CHAPTER 6

	JABEZ - Transforming Pain into Blessing

	CHAPTER 7

	PEREZ - Breaking Through into Destiny

	Conclusion: A Story Still Being Written

	Meet the Author

	

	



	


Acknowledgements

	Holy Spirit, you are an incredible Helper; without You, we are lost. Jesus, Your blood was a game changer. Father God, You amaze me—how simple reading of a Scripture can bring all this out. You are so much. 

	To my spouse, James; thank you for allowing me to shine in the areas God has called me to serve. God has used you to shape me into His vessel. 

	Bright and Brandon, parenting you is a gift that I don’t take for granted. You are the best boys a parent could pray for. Your love for God and His Word is quite admirable. 

	To my parents, Bishop Paul and Marita Mwaura, thank you for introducing us to Christ and modelling Him for us from a tender age. Daddy, your love for God and His people and your sacrificial giving enabled us to enjoy blessings without struggle. You paid the price for us; we are forever indebted. 

	To my beloved and only sister, mentor, my go-to person, my venting place, my very own life’s Google map, Pastor Cecilia: you know you are so many things to me. No one can handle the role of a first-born better than you. Together with your husband, Mr. Wilfred Kimani, thank you. 

	My brother Ben, I can’t wait to see what God has in store for you. Your journey is divinely orchestrated, and every step is part of a greater purpose. I’m cheering you on as Heaven unfolds its beautiful plan for your life.

	Bishop Mwangi, you planted this seed, life happened. Then others came and watered it. Now see the beautiful tree the seed has become. 

	Pastor Stanley Gachukia, I had to land in your hands. You held my hand, helped me grow, and pushed me to serve. You are a spiritual mentor, a father, and a big brother. Your big heart and love for God and the body of Christ are amazing. 

	Lilian Olimah, you’re God-sent. Our paths had to intersect for destiny to birth. I love you, Ma; you and Cardinal Caleb are dear to my heart. Thank you, Cardinal; God used you to bring me back to Church. 

	Apostle Felix, you gave me the boldness to open up about my struggles and heal from scars that prevented me from enjoying intimacy with the Father. Your assertiveness helped straighten me up. 

	To Bishop Mwithi and Dickson and Rev. Agnes and Rev. Pendo: thank you for the opportunity to serve, for your support, and for your encouragement.

	My co-labourers, under the leadership of Pastor Anne Ilunga, I am honoured to serve alongside you. 

	My heartfelt gratitude to my publisher, CLC Kenya, led by Dr. Muthoni Omukhango, Jackline Ingasian, and the entire team of editors and designers. Thank you for embracing every work that God entrusts to you and carrying it out with excellence, all for His glory. I am forever indebted. Your honest, loving critique has added immense value to this book. It is truly a blessing to work with you. I remain deeply grateful and profoundly obliged.

	To you, my readers, may this book draw you near to the Father’s heart.

	 


Introduction 

	Confessions of a Tough Girl Transformed

	I’ve had the privilege of hearing God’s Word since I was a child. But let me be honest: it’s one thing to hear it and quite another to live it.

	I knew God was real. I genuinely loved Him. But the truth is, I loved the world more. I longed to be accepted, to be loved, to fit in. So I chased whatever promised to fill the emptiness inside.

	While Daddy was fully devoted to serving God and His people, I was drawn to the thrill of secular music and entertainment. Church was not satisfying enough for me. So I drifted deeper into the world, trying to patch my insecurities with a tough, arrogant, and sarcastically mean exterior. Being the middle child, I often felt invisible: unloved and unseen.

	High school was a storm. I was bright, one of the top academic performers, but always in trouble. Suspensions and punishments became routine. I didn’t respect authority and found myself constantly at odds with teachers and prefects. I gravitated toward friends from broken homes, maybe because I saw parts of myself in them. It reminded me of David and the ragtag crew he gathered at the cave of Adullam—wounded souls searching for refuge.

	I remember leading the charge in a chaotic fight between our girls’ school and a nearby boys’ school. Seven of us were suspended, and I was one of them.

	Even at home, I was fiery. Any game with neighbourhood kids ended in complaints or bruised egos. Most children would rather be on my team than against me, because my team had to win, by any means necessary.

	I was easily irritated. I kept grudges. I judged harshly. I didn’t trust easily, and relationships didn’t stand a chance. If a boyfriend missed my call, that was it: I mentally deleted him and returned to single status. I always expected the worst. I built walls to protect myself, and yet I could spot pain in others, especially children. Their pain tugged at my heart like a magnet, and I longed to help them, even as I struggled myself.

	But then… God.

	He found me. He reached out and began walking with me—patiently, lovingly, powerfully. And then came marriage, a rude awakening, but a necessary one. It taught me what real love looks like. Not the movies-and-music kind, but Christ’s kind: patient, forgiving, vulnerable. It pushed me to unlearn my anger and choose healing.

	Ecclesiastes 7:9 says “anger rests in the bosom of fools” and I was not ready to be anyone’s fool. I wanted better. I needed better.

	That’s when I began to see it: grace. Unmatched. Unearned. Undeserved. Yet freely given. The very thing I had spent years chasing in all the wrong places… was Christ Himself.

	I found joy in solitude. Not the lonely kind, but the kind where I knew God was right there with me.

	Working with teens and children became my joy. I saw difficult kids transformed: angry hearts turning soft, restless spirits finding peace. I witnessed what love can do when it’s Christlike and patient. When a child discovers a safe space to speak without fear, without labels, my heart sings. That’s the power of love. That’s the power of God.

	Now, nothing brings me more joy than walking this same path with my own children. Being honest with them. Teaching them the Word at home. Exploring stories of Bible families and how those families shaped their children’s lives. 

	I love hearing my kids’ thoughts: their innocent, fearless honesty. Through their eyes, I see Scripture come alive.

	I’ve learned that it’s not perfection they need from me. It’s presence. It’s not lectures, but conversations. When we sit around the table, or lay side by side at bedtime, and talk about David’s broken family, Joseph’s dreams, or Timothy’s spiritual upbringing, something beautiful happens: the Bible becomes real. It becomes ours. 

	They see themselves in those stories. And in their questions, I see their hearts. In their innocence, I hear their longing to be guided. These moments are sacred: our little altar of discipleship, where seeds of faith are sown, watered, and prayed over with hope.

	I believe we’ll see the Gen Z1 label transformed, not by scolding or lecturing, but by walking with them, loving them as Christ does, and speaking life over them.

	So come with me... 

	Let’s journey through the Bible. Let’s sit with the stories. Let’s look through the eyes of the overlooked, the rejected, the ordinary. I hope that we’ll see our own lives more clearly too.

	 


Dear Reader,

	If God didn’t let go of the broken men and women in this book, He won’t let go of you and me.

	Maybe you’re the Ishmael: pushed aside and misunderstood.

	Maybe you’re the Jephthah: fighting battles alone, longing to be accepted.

	Maybe you’re Jabez: wearing a name you never asked for, trying to rise above what people expect of you.

	Or maybe you’re like Tamar: left to pick up the pieces after a life-altering betrayal.

	This book is for you.

	To remind you that God still sees.

	God still heals.

	God still restores.

	And He still calls you by name.

	You are not what they say about you.

	You are not the pain you were born into.

	You are not disqualified because of where you come from.

	As you read through, embrace this: a willingness to let God guide the next chapter of your life...

	 

	 

	
Notes

		[←1]
	 In the Kenyan context, Gen Z, born roughly between 1997 and 2012, is often viewed through a critical lens, labelled as emotionally fragile, rebellious toward authority, overly influenced by Western ideologies, addicted to social media, disinterested in traditional faith structures, and entitled to success without hard work. While these labels may be exaggerated or misunderstood, they reflect the growing generational disconnect and the urgent need for compassionate mentorship and Christ-like discipleship.
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