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I was born and grew up in the Middle-East where the eastern culture and mentality dominate, and according to this culture, men`s grieving periods have to be kept short, because grief manifestations are considered incompatible for a man. Even though a man goes through a tragedy, he must shake off his sorrows and grieves as soon as it possible. This tradition is considered one of the reasons why a sorrowful man cannot recover completely after he went through a tragedy.
Despite this reality, like all men, I also went through tragedies that generated seasons of grief in my life, maybe I did not live the fullness of the grief as it should to be, however I can say truly that those seasons played a key role in my spiritual formation.
In this paper I will detail two of the most prominent wounds that led me to seasons of grief, that made an impact on my spiritual formation for the Lord used them as tools to maturate me spiritually and psychologically as well.
Lord`s succeed in my failure
In 2005, I went through a critical period while I was preparing for high school final exams, Those exams would be a turning point that would direct my future and have an impact on my entire life, because the results would define the college which I would enter and the branch that I would study. As a young student, all my hopes and dreams were attached to those exams, my target was studying English literature to be a teacher and teach the language that I loved and related to since my childhood, that year I got very close to fulfilling my dream. 
There was a critical rule In the education system of my country which states that every student is obligated to score more than 50% in the subject of  Arabic language, otherwise the student will fail and he/she will be unable to enter the college. This was a tough challenge for me, because Arabic is not my native language, besides that it is considered one of the hardest languages to learn, In spite of this handicap, I worked hard to reach the required score in the exam, but in spite of those efforts and preparations, I could not reach the required score in the Arabic language exam and the feared scenario happened when I failed in the exam and I could not fulfill my dream.
I was just shocked after I received the results, this failure was a great disaster for me, for the first time I tasted the bitterness of the failure. I had no courage to look into my parents` eyes; I felt a heavy weight on my shoulders, I did not know how to manage this new feeling and the season that followed it, how to express myself to people? No reason to justify, no vision for the future, suddenly I felt that I was the most frivolous person in the world. Therefore I chose to escape from the reality while I was plunged into a severe sadness, so I was sleeping all the day and in the evenings I would go out and play network games till dawn, then I would come home and sleep until evening; this was the circle of my life for few months, until the situation lead me into depression that caused the first season of grief in my life, in fact I was so passionate to cry and lament for my poor situation, nevertheless I could not, because I was not use to crying, this handicap added fuel on the burning fire.
My self-esteem had been broken and the meaning of the life had started to gradually change, as I felt that my efforts, skills and strength were not be sufficient to lead me into a bright future, so in that period I began to search for a refuge where I can stand firm and feel safe. I was searching for a Friend who could listen to me and take all my weakness, who could reinforce me and protect me, because all the people who were surrounding me were unable to give me what I need.
For a year I bore the shame of the failure mixed with deep sadness inside, until the next year when I passed the exams and entered into college, a new phase in my life had just began and I was searching for the “One” in whom I could rest and have comfort in Him, the “one” who would heal my inner wounds and deliver me from the inferiority complex. For the first two years in the university, I was like a small boat that swings in the middle of a large ocean. At the same time, God was dealing with me through many ways He drag me to church every Sunday where I used to listen to sermons and I can say that every time I was listening to His Word there were many things shaken in my mind and conscious, I stayed for two years searching for this refuge till February of 2008, when finally I surrendered to God and repented before Him by accepting Jesus Christ as my personal Lord and savior over my life.
The mentioned season prepared the soil that received the seed of the Kingdom of God, whatever I searched for and I was in need of, I found them in God, although the inner healing season lasted for a few years after my repentance. However, those years were the time when I abided in Christ and grew in Him. I remember the first time that I heard the hymn “What a friend we have in Jesus,” I could not keep my tears and I felt the a different touch deep in my heart, a touch that comforted me and cleansed my soul from the ruins of the sadness and frustration, I realized that through this hymn God was responding to me and answering all the questions which I was bearing before, I have assured that without the failure which I went though and the grief season that follow it, I would not have recognized my need for God, and my pride would have been  an obstacle that stumbled the move of God in my life.
 The bridge of maturity
 	I spent most of my life in Syria, where the military service was mandatory, with every man obligated to serve in the army for a certain period. Unfortunately my turn came during the civil war that ignited in 2011, therefore the period has extended to 43 months till 2015. After being discharged, I returned to Aleppo my hometown after two years of separation. At that period the civil war was on fire, every day there were lot of  rockets were dropping  on my quarter, the city was half destroyed, the lack of the necessities of life (water, electricity, fuels, etc.,) was apparent. I was spending most of my time in the dark, and my main task was to provide water and food to survive. I was unemployed and alone, for my family has displaced to another city because of the war, I realized that I was in a big trouble, I have to make a decision for my future nevertheless, I did not know what to do and where to move.
	At that time, I descended to the bottom of the despair, I felt that no one is hearing or caring for me, and the feelings of the loneliness and frustration were enough to lead me into a season of grief. I  tried to sleep most of the time in order to avoid the pain, I cannot describe the deepness of the grief as I was walking alone down the street, staring at boys and girls enjoying their time together, I was like a lost suitcase in a an airport, with no one looking or considering, I realized that hopelessness is a severe pain for a human to experience.
	During this situation that last six months, there was a voice inside me telling: “Keep doing the right thing,” for a hopeless man can do anything even he can get rebellious against God. However, I stayed obedient to that voice and spent long hours in prayer and many days in fasting. I was seeking the face of God and His presence, I was like a seed that buried under the soil, and as we know that seed can not stay passive in its hour of darkness, for it will be subject to transformation; in the same way, I was subject to spiritual transformation in my hour of darkness; the Lord granted me the gift of tongues in that period, and the Lord enlightened my horizons with many prophetic words that defined my future. He gave me my calling to go and serve amidst the nations, and He opened a door before me to go to Lebanon to study Theology to serve Him. I can truly say that the Lord made that period a turning point that redirected my entire life, and that period was a fruitful field for me, as I learned how to trust in God, how to wait on God and how to move according to God`s will.
	Although still I cannot figure out why the Lord has been slow to respond to some prayers which I lift them up in that period, till now I cannot understand why I am still alone, and why He has not given me a clear vision for my request to start a family, however today when I look back to that period, I can truly see how God took care of me, how He delivered me, how He guided me.
My ministry today as a mission-worker in a trans-cultural field is the fruit of that buried seed. Today, if I have an endurance in the tough consequences and firmness before a difficult people, I can say truly that all the credit belongs to God and His dealings with me in that period, I had heard  that God is sovereign but in that season I saw the sovereignty of God: “I have heard of you by the hearing of the ear; but now my eye sees you.” (Job 42: 5 NASB.)
	That season was the bridge that took me from the chaos of uncertainty unto the rest in God`s will, and this bridge has been built by the faithfulness and sovereignty of God.
Conclusion
The Lord used those seasons to prune me off and humble me, and to make me be aware on how much I need Him in my life. Although I got hurt so much but I never complained against the Lord, I just figure out how good is our God in my tough times, and those seasons have built the confidence in me toward the Lord and prepared me for the coming decision that I made when I surrendered totally to the Lord and His holy will, by that I am today here serving Him and studying for Him and desiring to do more and more in His field, for His glory and for the spreading of His Kingdom here on earth.
To Him be all the glory
Amen.
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