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 Returning from Darkness  v Foreward  v

When I first met Esther nine years ago, she was publishing 
books that had been translated from English to Vietnamese. Then 
she attended our LittWorld 2004 conference in the Philippines 
and caught the vision for publishing Vietnamese writers, not just 
translations. She  could see a place for translating good Christian 
books from English or other languages. But what if she were to 
publish original material — stories and messages by Vietnamese 
writers, written in the heart language and rooted in the culture 
of her readers? Wouldn’t these works have a greater potential of 
connecting with readers and impacting hearts and lives?  

Esther set to work. She and a team of volunteers conceived 
the idea of starting a women’s magazine. They received train-
ing at an MAI writers’ workshop in 2008, and within weeks 
launched the inaugural issue of Hat Muoi (“Grain of Salt”). All 
2,000 copies of this Christmas 2008 issue quickly sold out, as did 
the 3,000 copies of the Easter 2009 issue. Seeing the demand, 
Esther raised the print run to 4,000 for the third issue, and to 
8,000 for the fourth. The magazine’s first-person testimonies al-
ways attracted lots of reader interest. 

Over the past few years, we sent gifted trainers Bernice Lee 
of Singapore and Ramon Rocha of the Philippines to help Esther 
and her team equip local writers and editors for the magazine. At 
one of these trainings, an idea was shared: What if we gathered 
some of the best testimonies from the magazine and published 
them as a book?

That is exactly what happened.  
This book, which you hold in your hands, shares story after 

story of God’s remarkable power to shine the light of hope in 
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the darkest circumstances. Writers tell in gritty detail their bat-
tles with depression, sickness, addiction, indebtedness, and even 
insanity; and how their personal encounter with Jesus Christ 
gloriously transformed everything. It is impossible to read these 
despair-to-joy stories and remain unmoved.   

After Jesus healed a man possessed with demons, the man 
wanted to do something. Jesus simply said, “Go home to your 
family and tell them how much the Lord has done for you 
and how he has had mercy on you”  (Mark 5:19, NCV). I am 
thankful that the writers in Out of the Dark Night have observed 
Jesus’ mandate and told of what He has done for them. I am 
especially thankful that with this English-language edition, non-
Vietnamese readers can now read and benefit from these stories.  

Might Esther have imagined that one day, instead of 
translating books from the West, she would see her material 
translated into English? Thank God it has indeed happened.

John Maust
President, 

Media Associates International       





Holding her hand, I 
thanked God for giving 
me this opportunity to 
know such a special 

individual.
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He Raised Me Up

“Iced tea! Iced tea, anyone?”
The cry of the little, dark-skinned girl was drowned 

by the noise of the bustling Cho-Lon Market. Weaving 
through the throngs of people each day with her tiny pitcher 
of iced tea, she tried to make a living at marketplaces and bus 
stations, not just to feed herself but also to make ends meet for 
her little siblings at home.

Every sunset after gathering all the tea cans, she continued 
to make her rounds through the fabric outlets with a basketful of 
tangerines. She was smart, agile, and hardworking, but all these 
qualities combined were not enough to help the girl rise above 
her unfortunate fate.

With the same set of old, faded clothes and a worn-out pair 
of flip-flops, barely held together with metal wires after falling 
apart several times, she fought her way through life day in and 
day out. She suppressed her craving to indulge in some cookies 
or sweet soup so that she could save money to feed her family.  
All that she was able to satiate herself with was a bowl of rice 
with some broth and soy sauce sprinkled on top. Once in a while, 
she built up the courage to ask the vendor for some extra broth 
but these requests were angrily rebuffed with:  “You always ask 
for more broth when you can only afford rice!” The world kept 
turning, life went on, and no one ever noticed the poor girl eating 
from her tear-filled bowl of rice.

When she was only six, she had to witness the separation 
of her parents. She and her younger siblings stayed with their 
mother but instead of being looked after, the children often 
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found themselves abandoned as their mother was constantly 
away, dabbling in sorcery and other dark arts.

At the age of seven, while all her peers were going to  
school, the girl found herself lost in the school of life, crying 
out to strangers in the marketplace in an attempt to sell various 
foodstuffs. After turning ten, she had to taste the harshness of 
being a housemaid so that she could provide for her family. Her 
poor childhood knew nothing of a decent meal or nice clothing 
and, because of the heavy load of responsibility on her shoulders, 
even a lunchtime nap was too much to hope for.

The end of her unfortunate childhood was the start of even 
more difficult teenage years. She can never forget the days of 
“train hopping” at Binh Trieu station where every afternoon she 
would have to crawl through holes and wait for passing trains to 
jump onto. While hiding on top of the train, she had to withstand 
the blazing heat of day and cutting cold of night, always fighting 
to stay awake so she wouldn’t fall off or get smashed when the 
train moved through a tunnel. As she continued to grow, so 
too did the hardship in her life and she soon found herself the 
only female bus attendant at Long Khanh station, carrying and 
moving heavy loads like any of the other able-bodied working 
men. Her demeanour changed and she would often put on a 
mean and tough appearance in order to avoid being bullied and 
taken advantage of by others.

Life would be much better if the hardship just stopped there, 
but…

The girl had grown up like a strand of wild hay; no one cared 
for or taught her things, not even the very basics of femininity. 
And this naivety pushed her to the bottom of despair when she 
was tricked into giving her virginity to a porter, not knowing the 
things to come.

The day she started to notice her weight changing was also 
the day she lost contact with the porter, leaving her frightened 
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and with no one to turn to. With nothing to hide her growing 
belly, she soon became the topic of gossip. The trip to the market 
each morning grew harder and harder. Many times, she had to 
hold her breath to suppress the physical pain and aches. But even 
more unbearable was the shame she felt, the shame that forced 
her to finally leave.

That was the beginning of her sorrowful and lonesome days. 
The one she had hoped to rely on was long gone and the path ahead 
looked bleak and hopeless. No longer able to return to the market, 
she instead turned to weaving baskets to make a living. Every night 
in her little shack, as tears streamed down her face and through the 
threads in her hands, she wondered why life had to be so harsh.

Is it true that life is an endless series of difficult events? 
Looking back on her past, she couldn’t find a single happy day, 
only a broken fate. Now, to make things worse, she had to worry 
about the baby growing inside of her each day. Desperate and 
helpless, all she could do was cry out to a Higher Being she 
wasn’t even sure existed.

The unexpected but inevitable day eventually arrived. 
Struggling to get by without any relatives, experience, money, 
or even the basic necessities for childbirth, she had to beg for 
assistance all the way through the whole ordeal, and her little 
child made his first cry bathed in the tears of his mother.

Day after day, misery and poverty clung to her. No matter 
how hard she tried, she could never make enough to raise her 
child. Her vision was getting blurry, food was always little, and 
even requests to borrow a broom from her neighbours were met 
with disdainful looks. In the midst of her despair, she longed for 
a day when she could escape her current life, when she would 
no longer be alone and there would be someone to share and go 
through life with her.

Her longing appeared to be fulfilled when she met an 
honest-looking man who expressed feelings for her. She agreed 
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to live together with him in hopes of having someone to lean on. 
But contrary to what she thought, things continued to get worse 
after she gave birth to another two children. Her life had become 
caught up in a perpetual cycle of hunger, poverty, sickness, and 
debt no matter how much she struggled. Her husband was 
unemployed and the whole family relied on her small sandwich 
stall to survive. Often, she would have to stay up till three in the 
morning just to sell some bread to pay her debts. She sent her 
children to school without money to pay for their tuition, and 
the children would regularly witness their parents being cursed 
at and harassed by debt collectors. On days when the children 
fell ill, she would bring them to the hospital without a single cent 
in her pocket, begging for leftover food for them and waiting for 
them to get better before sneaking them out.

As time passed, the family’s debt continued to pile up, leav-
ing them in suffering, as if under an inescapable curse. She won-
dered why she had to live like a beggar when she hadn’t com-
mitted any bad deed in life. It broke her heart to hear her own 
daughter asking to be sold to Taiwan or Japan for some money 
to save the family. Even then, that plan failed – she had brought 
her daughter to the buyer, but her daughter was rejected because 
she was too young. On the long walk back home, she continued 
to be conflicted by the disappointment of not having any money 
and the joy of not losing a child. The mixed emotions built up in 
her chest and left her feeling like she was going to explode. She 
just wanted to shout out to the Higher Being, “Would death be 
the end of this?” She had thought about death many times in life, 
and now the idea was becoming stronger than ever.

However, she experienced a divine encounter which she only 
managed to recognise long after…

One afternoon while she was lost in a jumble of thoughts, an 
aunt of hers stopped by and brought her to church. In the midst 
of all her worries, she sat down, listened to people praising God 
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and thought to herself, “I’m as good as dead, how can I sing?” 
And then it struck her that God was the Higher Being she had 
been crying out to all these years.  That night, she bowed her 
head and invited God into her life, marking the beginning of a 
dramatic turnaround.

The following day, a random stranger from her neighbour-
hood brought her 300,000 Dong to buy gifts for her children so 
they could celebrate the upcoming Lunar New Year. Holding 
the money in her hands, she trembled and thought to herself, 
“God is so amazing!” Never before in her life had she such an 
amount of money, but more significantly, never before had she 
entertained the hope that her life would improve. Instead of cry-
ing out to a vague Higher Being, she now prayed to God for help 
and intervention in her life, particularly with the gangsters who 
would harass her every day to repay the debts she owed. And the 
things God did amazed her; there seemed to be a divine hand at 
work. Soon, not only did thugs no longer harangue her, but even 
the harsh letters from the local authority asking her to repay her 
debts stopped coming. Surely tens of debtors letting her slide 
could not be a coincidence. From then on, she genuinely sought 
God out and found the amazing truth of “how He loves her so”.  
Although there were debts that still needed to be paid, she was 
overcome by an immense peace.

The closer she got to God, the more she realised that her 
quality of life had improved in extraordinary ways one could 
never explain. One day, her husband came home and told her he 
had met an old friend who promised to lend him a motorcycle 
so he could ferry people for money. This encounter was a 
dream come true for them because they had longed for such an 
opportunity but never had enough money to rent a motorcycle. 
Now, her husband had a job and they could send the children 
to school without having to worry about affording the tuition 
fees. Her eldest daughter managed to find a job and was helping 
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the family, too. She was overwhelmed by the grace of God 
and extremely grateful to Him for restoring her eyesight after 
spending a period of time praying and fasting (her eyesight had 
diminished in earlier years as a result of her constant crying and 
overworking at night under dim light).

Sitting next to me now, she wipes her tears and says, “God 
loves me very much! He has made up for all my days of hardship in 
such amazing ways. Within less than a year, He has transformed 
my life.” She continues telling me about the blessings she 
experienced through the marriage between her eldest daughter 
and a Vietnamese American. Her second daughter married a 
Christian minister, and her two little daughters are very well 
behaved even though they are growing up in a bad community 
(her own brothers had joined a gang, working as pimps at 
brothels and becoming addicted to drugs). It’s certainly clear 
that God not only brought her out of her dark and harsh life, but 
also continues to cover her family in the light of His protection.

Today, she is no longer indebted to anyone but she joyfully 
acknowledges her debt of love to the people around her.

Holding her hand, I thanked God for giving me this 
opportunity to know such a special individual. I realised that 
God had a plan when He placed her in such difficult life 
situations, and it is no surprise to see her becoming a comfort 
to many who are going through tough times. Just as Paul said 
in 2 Corinthians 1:4, “[God] comforts us in all our troubles, so 
that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we 
ourselves receive from God.”

Because of her life’s testimony, all the relatives on both her 
and her husband’s sides came to know God. From being a poor, 
illiterate girl, she eventually found God and dedicated her life to 
Him and today has become a minister of God’s Word to more 
than five people in District 7 (some of whom are more educated 
than her). She is also a very effective intercessor and prayer warrior.
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She smiles as she reads me her favourite Bible verse, Psalm 
40:2, “He lifted me out of the slimy pit, out of the mud and mire; 
He set my feet on a rock and gave me a firm place to stand.”

Praise be to God. For more than two thousand years, He  
continues to work through the lives of many simple people who 
give themselves to Him.



I was so happy, 
I got out of bed and tried to stand on my 

feet. I could stand!
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I am Healed

I am a single mum of six children, five girls and a boy.  Since 
the day my husband passed away our family has been living 
in extreme poverty in the Ha Tay area in North Vietnam. 

My husband passed away when my son was only six, and he is 
now eleven. I have been suffering from sciatica, which causes 
me excruciating pain when I walk, and a few years ago, I was 
diagnosed with a leprosy-like disease. My health grew worse, till 
I was no longer able to go to work and support my family. My 
older children, who had shouldered much of the responsibilities 
at home, now had to do my share of work in the planting field. 
My oldest daughter was 18 at that time. 

I soon started to notice cracks on my heel, and they grew larger 
each day, eventually forming two deep holes. I was in unbearable 
pain, and the holes grew so big that they could fit an egg inside. I 
could no longer walk or do anything except crawl and cry out in 
pain. Although I was taken to many different doctors and hospitals, 
there was no cure. They could only advise me to take painkillers.

About a year ago, my brother-in-law started to share with 
me about Jesus. I scoffed and told him not to follow such a 
strange religion, because no one in the whole village had ever 
heard of it or followed it.  He didn’t continue further but told 
me that I would be healed if I believed in Jesus. I did not believe 
because I thought I was dying from my disease. I figured that if 
the doctors were not able to cure me then no one else can. At 
that moment, Jesus meant nothing to me. What I really needed 
was money, food, and many other things, and the Jesus I was told 
about seemed so far away and unrealistic. 

Cao Nguyen, based on the testimony of Khanh Thi H.


