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Inside the mind of a wild child

How does a girl from a good family become a convicted
kidnapper and meth survivor? Well, the kidnapping was just a
misunderstanding. I was a good girl, guilty by association! Mostly.
I didn’t plan to blast meth into my arm for two years. I didn’t
plan to go out with a meth cook — he became one over the eleven
years we were together. It was just as well he wasn’t a murderer, or
an AIDS or Hepatitis victim. Plenty of others aren’t so lucky. I
didn’t plan to spend twenty years off my face to kill my pain. But
it was just as well that Jesus Christ turned out to be who He said
He was, or there would have been no happy ever-after.

In failing to plan, I’d planned to fail.
Still, sitting in jail on a raft of charges
including kidnapping, guns, drugs and
counterfeiting was a little disappointing.
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Why hadn’t I planned my life? Well, I’d given up on myself by
the time I had left school. I believed the lies they told about me,
those ones I called my friends. I was no good, unacceptable and
unaccepted.
If I turned my heart to stone and built a wall around it, it
wouldn’t hurt anymore because I didn’t care. Except when my
brother died. My stone-heart sure felt that, and another layer of
concrete went up.
I turned to the easy crowd. They weren’t hard to impress and
accepted me with open arms. After falling in love, I found out he
was married. By twenty-four I was a drug-addict and an adulteress.
A home-wrecker.
My extreme make-under was complete. From career-girl to
junkie. We were full-time outlaws. Meth addiction turned me into
a user. A user of people — just like it does to all addicts in the end.
You turn up at your mates’ door with the eyes of a predator. Have
they got any gear? No? Ok, let’s go. They’d turn up at ours with the
same look in their eyes.
I hadn’t liked the person I was before, but I detested the person
I’d become. My toxic relationship slowly squeezed the life out of
my close relationships until I was isolated from my support system.

The black spiritual doors that my
fascination with the occult and drug
use had opened really were something
else again. Psychotic and demonised,
malnourished and paranoid, I was
desperately unhappy and completely lost.
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By grace I saw God contend with the demonic as it sought to
contend with me while still in my sin. The demonic visitor that
possessed my partner one dark night at the tattoo studio where
we lived abhorred me. It saw that I was completely oblivious to
the angelic protection that held it at bay as an intercessor prayed
for me.
If this wasn’t rock bottom, it would certainly do until I got
there. But sadly, I still had a long way to go. In and out of jail,
eventually my partner’s drug-dealing morphed into cooking Meth
for two Auckland gangs. Inevitably things turned bad.

“Well, we can expect a visit,” Mark said
calmly one day. “I’ve got a loaded gun
under my pillow but I won’t use it because
I don’t care anymore.”
‘Neither do I,’ I thought to myself. Suddenly my one year-old
son and I both got sick. Very sick. Campylobacter. I fought as
long as I could but eventually we had to go to my parent’s place to
recuperate for a few days. So I thought. But God had tricked me
and we ended up never going back. Why? I surrendered my stoneheart to Jesus the living Christ. How on earth did it happen? Not
without one hell of a fight!
Back at my parents place, unable to walk unaided, I looked
at my reflection and saw the mask of death looking back at me.
I’d had no idea how close I was. A few days later I realised I was
blowing it; this thing called life, and cried out to God.
“God if you’re real you’d better show up now or I’ll go back!”
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He showed up a couple of days later with a terrible vision, with
my son’s eternal destiny hanging in the balance. He showed the
spiritual reality of my life without Him. It was ugly, and it was the
first time I’d been properly scared in my entire life. Terrified.
It was only then that I accepted an invitation to a prayer
meeting with my mother that night and there I accepted Christ.
My walk on the wild side had just begun.

After two weeks of relentless battery
from hell I got the message. The enemy
of my soul was not pleased. I learned the
power of the name of Jesus and the power
of His blood. I learned the power of praise
and worship; and kept my eyes on Jesus,
not Satan and his antics.
I began to experience true repentance and forgiveness. I had
an insatiable hunger for the things of God; His word, prayer and
worship.
Over time, God healed my heart and over two years, did
many miracles restoring my shambolic affairs, including erasing a
$26,000 tax bill. I learned who God is and who I was, at an intense
six-month residential Certificate of Evangelism course at Lifeway
College in New Zealand. This was extreme bible college with army
flavour... boot-camp, parade, drill and PT.
I petitioned God for many years to bring me a husband and
then He gave me a prophetic word.
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“Nothing will happen for you in this area until you accept Jesus as
your husband. Then you will be like royalty to Me.”
I didn’t care about finding a husband anymore in light of the
promise that I would be like royalty to Him. What more could
be better than that? But I didn’t know what it meant to accept
Jesus as my husband and decided to find out what it meant, or
how to do it, and so I asked God to show me. He led me on a
journey of discovery and by the time I had fully accepted Him as
my husband I didn’t want a natural husband anymore. I was now
free from my own humanness, my own agenda, free to do His will
and I set about writing my memoir, Take a Walk on the Wild Side.
A few years later I visited my home church one weekend. There
just happened to be a visiting team from a large US prophetic
ministry at the tiny country church. They pointed me out and
said,

“This day is for you. Jesus is here to see
you. He is your husband. He is coming
down the aisle to see you. You need to dream
bigger” [abridged version]
I was completely overcome with Jesus’ glory and His love.
Finally, after thirteen years of being single and celibate God has
brought me a husband. He is the son of Youth for Christ NZ’s first
evangelist, George Curle. He is one of the founding members of
Promise Keepers in New Zealand and was campaign manager for
international evangelist Bill Subritzky for thirteen years. I think
he is royalty in Gods’ kingdom.
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When I realised who Ray was, I totally freaked. But I heard
God say to my heart, “Hey, remember what I said? When you have
accepted Jesus as your husband, you will be like royalty to me.”
I clearly saw how God led his blind child by ways she had not
known, and He’s never stopped surprising me. He is taking me
from platform to platform for His glory, speaking and ministering
in healing and deliverance (exorcism) together with Ray. Together
we are seeing people set free from addictions and other bondages,
and bringing hope to the hopeless.

If he can do this for me, he can do it
for you, your friends and your family. We
need to dream bigger.
One of those platforms God has given me is writing for Christian
Life news magazine. You are reading the first compilation of these
true stories stories, and the second book in the series, Radical
Lives Vol II is in the pipeline. I have another book to write as well,
unpacking The Wild Side for those who want to know more. My
re-titled memoir, The Wild Side, is available wherever books are
sold.
You can contact Janet via janet@wildsidepublishing.com and
visit wildsidepublishing.com. Janet is on Facebook.

Behold, I give you the authority to trample on serpents and
scorpions, and over all the power of the enemy, and nothing
shall by any means hurt you.
Luke 10:19 (NKJV)
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EXCERPT FROM THE WILD SIDE
I gloomily watched our place in Symonds Street pass by through the paddy
wagon portal and arrived at my new home, Mount Eden Prison, still in my
best dress and high heels. The butch old guard gave me the once-over. “Well,
you can’t wear that in here!” she said, shaking her head. The things some
people wear to jail these days. No idea.
“Oh sorry, shall I go home and get changed?” I asked. I’d love to go home.
And stay home. I wanted to undo this whole thing. Undo, undo, undo, undo!
Oh how I wished Mark had done the delivery that day and not me. I wish, I
wish, if only this, if only that. I wished my stupid life away.
My clothes and shoes stored away in a brown paper bag, I was treated to
a bath with parasite shampoo, lest I contaminate the prisoners. Dressed in
a clean set of prison couture, I clutched my small bag of creature comforts;
toothbrush, toothpaste, comb and soap. I was ready to meet my new mates.
“Follow me!” Butch barked. Heart thumping loudly, I followed the sheman into a new realm. Progress was slow, stopping every few metres to unlock
and lock gates on the way to the remand wing. My internal critic offered harsh
narrative and rarely paused for breath. The ‘girls’ didn’t acknowledge me as
I was let into their cage. My cell nestled underneath spaghetti junction. The
city’s aorta pumped people about their business twenty-four seven as my
world shrank around me like plastic wrap. A gate clanging in the distance had
the last word. There was nothing I could do that I needed to do. No one to
see that I wanted to see. I ventured out of my cell, preferring the possibility of
being torn to shreds by rabid inmates than my own company.
“Hi,” I said, mustering a sheepish smile. Nobody smiled back; nobody
spoke. Well, clearly behaviour like that wasn’t tolerated. I decided to drink a
cup of concrete and harden up. My esteemed company included an arsonist,
a dope-grower from up north, and a heroin addict punk with a large tattoo
around her neck that screamed ALEX in neo-Nazi script. ALEX had no
trouble getting gear in the big house.
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