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A Human Trafficking Advent Guide 
 

It may seem odd to have an advent guide that focuses on human trafficking. Many times, when 
we focus on human trafficking, we focus on the horror and tragedy that the victims and 
survivors have suffered. And yes, those stories must be told. But we also need to look to the 
after. After they have been rescued and to the future they have. To the restoration many 
survivors find. To the hope, peace, joy and love they find in Jesus Christ. To the power of 
redemption that those working with survivors see and experience. If we don’t look for the 
positives, then it is easy to get discouraged and believe there is no way to end this tragedy. But 
we know this is wrong. We know there is hope through Jesus Christ, not just for us, but for 
every person. For the trafficked and for the trafficker. For the after-care worker and for the 
buyer. It is our prayer that in using this guide you will find that hope, not just for you, but for all 
individuals.   
 
This advent guide will look at four topics: hope, peace, joy and love and will be highlighted with 
a story from survivors of trafficking on how they found them in Jesus Christ.  
 
Our Hope 
FAAST hopes that this guide will bring you closer to Christ during this advent season. We desire 
that you will have a better understanding of what Christ’s birth meant for each one of us. We 
hope that you will find encouragement from the stories, that we can suffer through tragedy and 
hardship, but, through Jesus Christ, we can come become stronger. We hope that you learn 
more about God’s restoring work for each of us through survivors of trafficking. And we hope 
that this will serve as a start for discussion for your church and your family. 
 
How to Use this Guide 
Each week there will be a different topic for study for each Sunday of Advent. For each Sunday 
you will find a verse that highlights the theme for the week to be read, a story from a survivor 
of human trafficking, and suggested songs to be incorporated into your worship. We realize 
that each church uses different translations; we have used the NIV translation here. Please feel 
free to use whichever translation you or your church prefers. We have put the lyrics to the 
songs we are suggesting, as well as links to where you can access the instrumental 
accompaniment. Some of the songs we suggest are in the public domain, while others may not 
be. Please be cognizant of your church’s worship rules and pay for any rights when required. 
While Advent is typically only in December, some years like 2020, have the Advent season 
extending into November. Please plan accordingly. 
 
Included in this guide are stories from survivors and those working in fighting human trafficking 
to help highlight each theme for the week. Our vision is that these stories would be read to the 
congregation, along with the prayer, or in your home, if you are using this individually. You can 
also print out the stories and place them in your bulletins. We are thankful for those who were 
willing to share their stories with us, and the world. We hope you find their stories to be 
educational, moving and enlightening. Know that some survivors have asked for their names to 
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be changed for their protection, which we have done. These have been noted throughout the 
guide when done. 
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The Advent Candles 
 

First Sunday of Advent/First Candle: Light of Hope   
 

Bible Passage:  
Isaiah 9:6-7 - “For to us a child is born, to us a son is given, and the government will be on his 
shoulders. And he will be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of 
Peace. Of the greatness of his government and peace there will be no end. He will reign on 
David’s throne and over his kingdom, establishing it with justice and righteousness from that 
time on and forever. The zeal of the Lord Almighty will accomplish this.” 
 

Story of Hope from a person working with survivors: 
We are thankful for Kim Berry Jones, Director of Center for Justice & Reconciliation at Point Loma 
Nazarene University for sharing this story with us.  

 
I spend a lot of time in the middle places - those spaces that don’t quite fit either in the “what 
was” or the “not yet”. And, it’s in those places that I am most likely to find hope. Hope does not 
live in the absence of difficulty or fear or doubt. Hope lives in that in-between space - the places 
where we do not know if we can go on. 
 
In my work in anti-trafficking I find myself regularly holding both hope and pain in the same 
hands. It is in that dissonance that I see God’s beautiful handiwork. I interact with women and 
men who have been exploited through the commercial sex industry, their trauma so deep I 
cannot imagine how they have continued to surface each morning to face a new day. But in 
these faces I see resilience that rivals that in anyone else I have ever known; this sense deep 
down that there is something to get up and fight for today. That there is a shadow that is 
passing and a new day coming. It’s hope. Pure. Unexplainable. Contradictory to everything 
around us. But real. Present. 
 
The exploitation of another human is denigrating the image of God, since each one of us is 
made in God’s image - fully and completely beautiful in the eyes of God. And when we exploit 
an image bearer we throw an arrow at the heart of God. Being image bearers makes our 
humanity distinct and profoundly significant and of inexpressible value. 
 
And yet, in this very broken world we so often miss this truth. Somehow, to me, that is what 
hope is all about. It is understanding that this, here, is all wrong. That a shadow covers us, and 
yet, a new day will dawn. Just as God promises that mercies are new each morning, the sun will 
rise and all things will be made new. Not yet, not back then, but yet, ahead. 
 
Hebrews 11:1 says, “Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we 
do not see.” It’s not fact-based, justifiable, argue-proof logic. It’s confidence in the “Not Yet” in 
the midst of the “what” we face right now. And I see this every time I get to partner in my work 
with survivors of trafficking. Even on the days when the loss is stifling, and the future is 
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clouded. It’s there underneath, and I believe it is the image of God in that beautiful human 
body. 
 
In J.R.R. Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings trilogy, Sam and Frodo embark on a journey that is fraught 
with danger, terror, and, many times throughout their journey, hopelessness. The absence of 
any evidence that hope makes any sense at all. But they know, somewhere down deep, that 
there is more to this story than what they see in front of them. Frodo says to Sam, “I can't do 
this, Sam.” 

And Sam responds, “I know. It's all wrong. By rights we shouldn't even be here. But we are. It's 
like in the great stories Mr. Frodo. The ones that really mattered. Full of darkness and danger 
they were, and sometimes you didn't want to know the end. Because how could the end be 
happy? How could the world go back to the way it was when so much bad happened? But in 
the end, it's only a passing thing, this shadow.” 

Even darkness must pass. 

A new day will come. And when the sun shines it will shine out the clearer. Those were the 
stories that stayed with you. That meant something. Even if you were too small to understand 
why. But I think, Mr. Frodo, I do understand. I know now. Folk in those stories had lots of 
chances of turning back only they didn’t. Because they were holding on to something.” So, 
Frodo responds, “What are we holding on to, Sam?” 

And Sam says, “That there’s some good in this world, Mr. Frodo. And it’s worth   
 fighting for.” (Tolkien, The Two Towers) 

So, we fight for hope. 
 

Suggested Songs: 
O Come, O Come Emmanuel 
 
O come, O come, Emmanuel 
And ransom captive Israel 
That mourns in lonely exile here 
Until the Son of God appear 
   
Chorus 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to thee O Israel 
 
O come, Thou Day-Spring, come and cheer 
Our spirits by Thine advent here; 
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night 
And death's dark shadows put to flight 
 

O come thou Wisdom from on high 
And order all things far and nigh 
To us the path of knowledge show 
And cause us in her ways to go 
  
O come thou Key of David come 
And open wide our heavenly home 
Make safe the way that leads on high 
And close the path to misery 
  
O come Thou Rod of Jesse free 
Thine own from Satan's tyranny 
From depths of hell Thy people save 
And give them victory o'er the grave 

about:blank
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Hope was Born this Night – Sidewalk Prophets 
 
Verse 1 
Tonight I can see a star shine and its 
splendor fills up the sky 
It’s the same that appeared and the wise 
men revered 
When hope was born this night 
Out upon the snowy fields, there’s a silent 
peace that heals 
And it echoes the grace of our Savior’s 
embrace 
Because hope was born this night 
 
Chorus: 
Glory to God in the highest 
Peace on Earth, goodwill toward men 
Let all of the world sing the chorus of joy 
Because hope was born this night 
 

Verse 2: 
I can hear the Christmas bells ringing as 
softly a church choir sings 
It’s the song used to praise the ancient of 
days 
When hope was born this night 
There are angels in this place and my heart 
resounded the praise 
Like a shepherd so scared, I’ll rejoice and 
declare 
That hope was born this night 
 
Chorus 
Bridge: 
Gloria, Gloria (x4) 
 
Chorus x2

Suggested Prayer: 
Gracious Father, you are the source of hope.   You proclaimed to Adam and Eve hope of 
deliverance from sin.  You give hope by blessing all the nations through giving Abraham and 
Sarah a son though they were too old to have children.  You gave hope to Joseph, as he was 
sold into the Pharaoh’s service.  You were the source of Israel’s hope in slavery, the desert, 
their kingdom, in Babylon, and in returning to Jerusalem. 
 
Mighty Son, you are the source of hope.  We have hope because you are the promised Messiah.  
We have hope because you lived a sinless life.  We were dead in our sins when you died for us.  
It is because of your death and resurrection that we have hope that we will be saved.  We have 
hope because you sit at the right hand of the Father. 
 
Omniscient Spirit, you are the source of hope.   You rightly guided the Apostles in spread of the 
Gospel to Jews and Greeks, Roman slaves and citizens, and men and women.  You showed hope 
to martyrs who did not see this life as precious and sold it for a greater reward.  You revealed 
hope to the whole world through missionaries spreading the Gospel to the ends of the earth.   
 
Lord God, thank you for being the source of hope, and we pray that you give hope to trafficking 
survivors; that they see you, feel your presence, and understand how true and great hope in 
You is and can be.  Amen. 

about:blank
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Second Candle/Sunday of Advent – Light of Peace 
 

Bible Passage: 
Luke 4:18-19 – “The Spirit of the Lord is on me, because he has anointed me to proclaim good 
news to the poor. He has sent me to proclaim freedom for the prisoners and recovery of sight 
for the blind, to set the oppressed free, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.” 
 

Story of Peace from a Survivor: 
We are thankful for our member Global Center for Women and Justice of Vanguard University for 
providing this story of Harmony Grillo, founder of Treasures; an outreach and support group for women 
in the sex industry and survivors of exploitation and trafficking. Harmony provided a slightly longer 
version of her story that you can find at the end of the advent guide. Please feel free to print this out and 
include it in your bulletin. 

 
One of my earliest memories is of a male relative watching porn in the bed next to me. I 
couldn’t have been older than 3 or 4. In the years that followed, I was sexually abused by 
multiple people throughout my life, both men and women. The abuse left me filled with shame 
and anger towards myself.  
 
One of my abusers was my mother’s boyfriend. Fed up, at thirteen, I finally ran away from 
home to escape him. Realizing I was serious about wanting her boyfriend gone, my mother 
asked him to leave. When he decided to head back to Canada, she followed him there, leaving 
me, at 13, alone with my 8-year-old brother for three months to fend for ourselves. She left us 
with $20 and a book of food stamps. 
 
After the money and food stamps ran out, I started stealing from the liquor store to feed my 
brother and myself. I would have my little brother wait outside on the corner so he wouldn’t 
get in trouble if I got caught. 
 
The summer my mom left, I also began a friendship with a boy from my neighborhood. When 
he was around, I didn’t have to worry about stealing because he would buy us food. Wise to the 
streets with several older siblings in “the life”, he made me feel protected in our gang-ridden 
neighborhood.  
 
Over time, I came to believe that I needed him. That I would die without him. He had convinced 
me of this. Even as the relationship became increasingly abusive and controlling, I stayed, 
believing all relationships were like this. A deep-rooted sense of shame left me believing I didn’t 
deserve better anyway. 
 
At 15, I was giving him whatever money I made from my job at the beach. By 17, I was fully 
supporting him by stealing from the cash register at work.   
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By the time I was 19 years old, I was working in a strip club and giving him all of my money. He 
told me I would only have to do it for a couple of months. Then, I could return to a “normal” 
life. Instead, I found myself trapped and saw no way out.  
 
In essence, my boyfriend became my pimp.  
 
The idea of having a normal life seemed further and further away. At first, I led a double life; I 
was a quiet, conservative college student by day, and someone else’s fantasy by night. 
Gradually, I began to lose sight of who I was, and became lost in make-up, stilettos, and the 
glare of stage lights. I felt fragmented and compartmentalized. 
 
Fear of rejection and judgment kept me isolated from the outside world, until all of the people I 
had contact with were other strippers, customers, and my abusive boyfriend. The isolation 
made it easier for him to control me. He dictated my every move. And it seemed like anything 
could set him off. Not enough ice in his Mountain Dew. Too much ice in his Mountain Dew. Cold 
French fries. If the house wasn’t clean enough. If I made too much noise while I cleaned it. 
In my brokenness, there seemed to be no limit to what I would tolerate. The emptiness I felt 
inside seemed infinite, and my self-image continued to decline. Over the course of the next 3 
years, being a stripper became my identity. My already tainted view of men seemed 
permanently damaged. I developed the notion that all men were inherently perverted and sick.  
In retrospect, I can see that God’s heart was deeply pained by my brokenness. He wanted 
nothing more than to extend his hand to me and show me my beauty and worth—to help me 
see the value I never saw in myself. 
 
My journey to freedom began with a friendship. A twenty-something college student who 
showed me the unconditional love of God and inspired me to know Him for myself. I began to 
discover the truths that I am loved, valued and purposed. One night, I was standing in the 
middle of the strip club when it really hit me. “If I have been created with a purpose, this can’t 
be it.” 
 
The more I learned about God and who He created me to be, the more impossible it because to 
live in a way that contradicted it. I discovered that the pain of staying the same is far greater 
than the pain of change. 
 
In 2003, after several years of recovery, I founded Treasures, an outreach and support group for 
women in the sex industry and survivors of exploitation and trafficking. We equip and empower 
women to live healthy, flourishing lives, and train others to do the same around the globe. 
In 2009, I published my memoir, Scars and Stilettos in hopes of helping people understand the 
realities of sexual exploitation and inspiring them that freedom and healing are possible.  
God took the hollow and empty pit inside me that had been carved out by a lifetime of abuse 
and despair, and He filled it with hope and love. I am here to tell you that He is able to heal us 
from the pain and brokenness of our past and use it to show others the way to freedom!  
 
Love, Harmony Grillo 
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Songs: 
Away in a Manger – Public Domain 
 
Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus, lay down his sweet head. 
The stars in the sky, looked down where he lay 
The little Lord Jesus, asleep on the hay. 
 
The cattle are lowing, the baby awakes; 
But little Lord Jesus, no crying he makes. 
I love thee, Lord Jesus, look down from the sky, 
And stay by my bedside, till morning is nigh. 
 
Be near me Lord Jesus, I ask thee to stay, 
Close by me forever, and love me I pray. 
Bless all the dear children, in thy tender care, 
And fit us for heaven, to live with thee there. 
 
Peace Has Come – Hillsong United 
 
Behold the star of Bethlehem 
The Word of God has become flesh 
Unto us a child is born 
The Savior of this broken world 
 
Oh, hear the Angel voices 
Sing come let us adore Him 
Peace has come 
For our King is with us 
 
Fully God and fully man 
He comes for all with open hands 
He rules with love on David’s throne 
All praise belongs to Christ alone 
 
Oh, hear the Angel voices 
Sing come let us adore Him 
Peace has come 
For our King is with us 

 
Holy, Holy, Holy 
Jesus, we adore Thee 
Peace has come 
For our King is with us 
 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him, Christ the Lord 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him, Christ the Lord 
 
Oh, hear the Angel voices 
Sing come let us adore Him 
Peace has come 
For our King is with us 
Peace has come 
For our King is with us 

 
Come Thou Long Expected Jesus – Public Domain 
 
Verse 1 
Come, Though long expected Jesus 

Born to set Thy people free; 
From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in Thee. 

about:blank
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Israel’s strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the earth Thou art; 
Dear desire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart. 
 
Verse 2 
Born Thy people to deliver, 
Born a child and yet a king, 
Born to reign in us forever, 
Now Thy gracious kingdom bring. 
By Thine own eternal Spirit 
Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By Thine all sufficient merit, 
Raise us to They glorious throne. 
 
Bridge 
You draw the hearts of shepherds 
You draw the hearts of kings 
Even as a baby, You were changing 
everything 

You called me to Your Kingdom 
Before Your lips could speak 
And even as a baby, You were reaching out 
for me 
And now we are awaiting – the day of Your 
return 
When every eye will see You 
As heaven comes to earth 
Until the sky is opened – until the trumpet 
sounds 
The bride is getting ready 
The church is singing out 
 
Chorus 
Come, Thou long expected Jesus 
Born to set Thy people free 
From our fears and sins release us 
Let us find our rest in Thee 
Come, though long expected King 

 

Suggested Prayer: 
Heavenly Father, you are the source of peace.  Your peace was a reality when you created the 
universe and pronounced it good.  Your peace was in the Garden of Eden and was not just an 
absence of conflict but an all-encompassing well-being with mankind that you pronounced to 
be very good.   We broke that peace with the first sin and continue to break that peace daily 
with our thoughts, attitudes, and actions.   
 
Conquering Son, you are the source of peace.  You are the Prince of Peace.  When we broke the 
peace, you came to earth to bring peace, but instead we rejected and crucified you.  Though we 
did not deserve it, your conquering of death brought us back into a peaceful relationship with 
You.  Our peace is restored because of your advocacy before the throne of God. 
 
Wonderful Spirit, you are the source of peace.  You bring us to peace through drawing us to 
God.  You show us peace in times of trouble.  You lavish peace on us by building the Church.  
You produce peace in the Church through your counsel.  Any peace in our lives exists because 
of you. 
 
Lord God, we thank you for being the source of peace.  We pray that you bring peace to 
trafficking survivors and traffickers alike.  We pray that they find not only peace in their earthly 
lives, but also find peace with You, that we might live forever in abiding peace together.   
  



 

12 

 

Third Candle/Sunday of Advent – Light of Joy  
 

Bible Passage:  
Luke 2:7-15 – “and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed 
him in a manger, because there was no guest room available for them. And there were 
shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks at night. An angel of 
the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were 
terrified. But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you good news that will cause 
great joy for all the people. Today in the town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is the 
Messiah, the Lord. This will be a sign to you; You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in 
a manger.” 
 
Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising God and 
saying,  

“Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
And on earth peace to those on whom His favor rests.” 

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let’s 
go to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.” 
 

Story of Joy from a person working with survivors in aftercare: 
We are thankful for Haley Clark, at our member World Hope International, for providing us this story. 
Haley Clark is the Director of Anti-Trafficking and Gender-Based Violence at World Hope International 
and is the Chairperson of FAAST.     

 
In Sierra Leone, joy can be elusive.   While Emily Dickinson famously likened hope to be “the 
thing with feathers,” I would liken joy to be not like a bird with feathers, but rather like a bat, 
with fur, seen, but not often and usually as a surprise.  While this flying sentiment is often held 
in our hearts, driving us to persist, it can also at times feel impossible to find.  
 
In some places on earth, both hope and joy feel intangible.  This feels very true of my 
experience working for justice, on behalf of trafficking survivors in Sierra Leone.   Through that 
lens, the Scripture from Proverbs 13:12 sinks deep; “hope deferred makes the heart sick.”   In 
our work at World Hope International, with hundreds of survivors, seeing new life settle into 
their gaze, realization of their innate value as humans, and the realization that they have an ally 
in the world, brings immense encouragement.   However, after working for 15 years, with Sierra 
Leone’s Anti-Human Trafficking Act in place, with no convictions, it was easy to lose hope that 
justice would ever prevail.   
 
Early in 2020, a large group of women who were suspected trafficking survivors, were identified 
trying to cross the border out of Sierra Leone.  Hopeful for a better life, and employment 
opportunities outside of the country, they were duped into the promises of a trafficker.  Their 
two traffickers were apprehended and taken to jail, and the young women were referred to 
World Hope International’s Recovery Centre.  They received holistic care there, while going to 
court sessions with their World Hope social worker.   
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A day in February 2020 started seemingly like it would be the same as any other.   It seemed 
that it would be like other days in court where staff and survivors go through the motions of 
attending sessions, speaking truth, and then receiving disappointment from those in power.  
This day was not to be like any other day.  
 
The social workers arrived with the nine survivors at court that morning.  Several survivors 
testified and confronted their traffickers in the open courtroom.  Their social workers offered 
them words of encouragement and a comforting presence.  It came time for the judge to speak 
and the word “guilty” was uttered.  The staff and survivors were stunned but felt a thrill in their 
hearts.   They silently exited the courtroom and remained silent during the 30-minute drive 
back to the Recovery Centre.  It wasn’t until they entered the shelter gates that joy broke out, 
with dancing and singing.  “Hope deferred makes the heart sick”, but as the Proverb ends: “a 
longing fulfilled is a tree of life.”    
 
This Christmas season, may birds and bats circle us in synchronicity, offering us hope, and JOY.  
 

Songs: 
Hymn of Joy – Chris Tomlin 
 
Verse 1 
Joyful, joyful, we adore Thee 
God of glory, Lord of love 
Hearts unfold like flowers before Thee 
Opening to the sun above 
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness 
Drive the dark of doubt away 
Giver of immortal gladness 
Fill us with the light of day 
 
Chorus 
Rejoice, rejoice! 
Emmanuel 
Your love has come  
Here to dwell 
 
Verse 2 
All Thy works with joy surround Thee 
Earth and heaven reflect thy rays 
Stars and angels sing around Thee  
Center of unbroken praise 
Field and Forest, vale and mountain 
Flow’ry meadow, flashing sea 

Singing bird and flowing fountain 
Call us to rejoice in thee 
 
Chorus X2 
Rejoice, rejoice! 
Emmanuel 
Your love has come  
Here to dwell 
Rejoice, rejoice! 
Emmanuel 
Your love has come  
Here to dwell 
 
 
Verse 3 
Mortals join the happy chorus 
Which the morning stars began 
Father love is reigning o’er us 
Brother love binds man to man 
Ever singing march we onward 
Victors in the midst of strife 
Joyful music leads us sunward 
In the triumph song of life 

 

about:blank
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Joy Has Dawned – Keith Getty and Stuart Townend 
 
Joy has dawned upon the world, 
Promised from creation: 
God’s salvation now unfurled, 
Hope for every nation. 
Not with fanfares from above, 
Not with scenes of glory. 
But a humble gift of love: 
Jesus born of Mary. 
 
Sounds of wonder fill the sky 
With the songs of angels, 
As the mighty Prince of Life 
Shelters in a stable. 
Hands that set each star in place, 
Shaped the earth in darkness, 
Cling now to a mother’s breast, 
Vulnerable and helpless. 
 

Shepherds bow before the Lamb, 
Gazing at the glory; 
Gifts of men from distant lands 
Prophesy the story. 
Gold, a King is born today, 
Incense, God is with us, 
Myrrh, His death will make a way, 
And by His blood He’ll win us. 
 
Son of Adam, Son of heaven, 
Given as a ransom, 
Reconciling God and Man, 
Christ our mighty Champion. 
What a Savior, what a friend, 
What a glorious mystery: 
Once a babe in Bethlehem, 
Now the Lord of history. 

Hark the Herald Angels Sing – Public Domain 
 
Hark the herald angels sing “Glory to the new born King 
Peace on earth and mercy mild God and sinners reconciled” 
Joyful all ye nations, rise join the triumph of the skies 
With angelic host proclaim “Christ is born in Bethlehem” 
Hark the herald angels sing “Glory to the new born King” 
 
Christ, by highest heaven adored; Christ the everlasting Lord; 
Late in time behold him come, Offspring of the virgin’s womb. 
Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see; hail the incarnate Di-e-ty 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, Jesus, our Immanuel 
Hark the herald angels sing, “Glory to the new born King” 
 
Hail! The heaven-born Prince of Peace. Hail the son of Righteousness 
Light and life to all He brings, risen with the healing in His wings 
Mild He lays His glory by, born that man no more may die 
Born to raise the sons of earth, born to give them second birth 
Hark the herald angels sing, “Glory to the new born King” 
 
 
 
 
 

about:blank
about:blank
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God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen – Public Domain 
 
Verse 1 
God rest ye merry gentlemen, let nothing 
you dismay 
For Jesus Christ our Savior was born upon 
this day 
To save us all from Satan’s pow’r when we 
were gone astray 
 
Chorus 
O tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and 
joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Verse 2 
From God our heavenly Father a blessed 
angel came 
And unto certain shepherds brought tidings 
of the same 
How that in Bethlehem was born the Son of 
God by name 
 
Chorus 
O tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and 
joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Verse 3 
The shepherds at those tidings rejoiced 
much in mind 
And left their flocks a-feeding in tempest, 
storm and wind 

And went to Bethlehem straightway this 
blessed Babe to find 
 
Chorus 
O tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and 
joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Verse 4 
But when to Bethlehem they came whereat 
this Infant lay 
They found Him in a manger where oxen 
feed on hay 
His mother Mary kneeling unto the Lord did 
pray 
 
Chorus 
O tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and 
joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Verse 5 
Now to the Lord sing praises, all you within 
this place 
And with true love brotherhood each other 
now embrace 
This holy tide of Christmas all other doth 
deface 
 
Chorus 
O tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and 
joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 

 

Suggested Prayer: 
Splendid Father, you are the source of joy.  You conceived of our joy before we existed.  You 
authored joy in the beginning.  You brought joy to freed slaves in Egypt.  You were the fountain 
of joy for the faithful ascending on the road to Jerusalem and the redeemed captives of 
Babylon.   
 
Magnificent Son, you are the source of joy.  Our rebellion separated us from joy.  You came to 
earth that we might have life and have it more abundantly.  Your healing brought joy to lepers 
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and forgiveness prompted the joyful worship of prostitutes and tax collectors.  Your 
resurrection continues to bring us joy in our victory over death.   
 
Marvelous Spirt, you are the source of joy.  You sustain joy in the universe.  Every good and 
perfect gift comes through you.  Followers of God throughout the millennia have been 
sustained by the joy you brought them.  You are the source of joy for the Church and will 
sustain the faithful through any trial until Christ’s return.  
 
Lord God, you are the source of joy; please bring joy to the lives of survivors of trafficking and 
those fighting it.   
 
Amen  
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Fourth Sunday/Candle of Advent: Light of Love 
 

Bible Passage: 
Lamentations 3:22-23 “Because of the Lord’s great love we are not consumed, for his 
compassions never fail. They are new every morning; great is your faithfulness.” 
 

Story of Love from a Survivor: 
We are thankful for Nazarene Compassionate Ministries for sharing this story with us. *All the names in 
this are pseudonyms. The names of the women in the red-light area have been changed to protect their 
privacy and dignity, but their stories are all too real.  

 
Read more about the Hope for Life center in the article “Red-Light Redemption” in NCM Magazine 
Summer 2018. 

 
Outside a small, two-story building on the edge of a large city in India, a set of rust-red metal 
steps leads to a small opening. It’s just large enough to allow one adult to climb through. On the 
other side lies a small room, about 10 by 10 feet. A large, decorative window lets light into the 
clean, bright space, which holds a table, three chairs, and a small sewing machine. On a 
weekday afternoon, about 15 women have squeezed through that opening and are sitting on 
the floor. They’ve gathered together to pray.  
 
Down below is a row of small dwellings about the same size. These rooms are darker, with no 
windows and small doorways. Inside each, a bed takes up most of the space. These rooms line 
both sides of a lane within a small red-light district. The women gathered in prayer live here. 
 
A nearby Nazarene congregation has turned the upstairs room into a drop-in center. They call it 
the “Hope for Life” center, and that is what they want the women and children who come who 
come here to experience. 
 
An estimated 2 million-plus women and girls are forced into prostitution in the red-light areas 
of India. Most are victims of human trafficking. They were sold to a pimp or madam who then 
forced them to sell themselves to anyone willing to pay. Others are not technically victims of 
human trafficking but came out of a desperate desire for survival. Poverty is the driver that 
keeps the engine of exploitation running.  
 
Many girls wind up in this red-light area because their parents couldn’t or wouldn’t bear the 
cost of feeding another mouth. Unlike boys, girls in communities throughout India are seen as a 
financial burden: They require the cost of a wedding and dowry only to go and live with a 
husband’s family. Many families decide it’s easier to sell a daughter to a trafficker at a young 
age.  
 
A number of young women here were dedicated as small children to be “married” to a deity. 
Once a devadasi reaches puberty, her virginity is auctioned off to the highest bidder. When she 
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becomes a teenaged mother, she is then discarded and sent to live out her days as a brothel 
worker. 
 
Another group are the girls and young women who were lured to the city with the false 
promise of a legitimate job. Most are from small villages in India, with a smaller coming from 
neighboring countries, including Nepal and Bangladesh. 
 
Others came here in their 20s after their husbands died or abandoned them and their children. 
These single mothers were left to play a cruel, real-life game of “Would You Rather?” The 
impossible question posed this: Would you rather sell yourself or watch your children starve? 
These mothers chose not to watch their children die. 
 
Regardless of how or why they arrived, every one of the girls and women here have this in 
common: they are victims of inhumane exploitation. Day by day, each one sits outside one of 
the rooms on this lane until someone wants to purchase her, and she is forced to service men 
10 or so times a day. For the cost of 100 to 300 rupees ($1.60 to $4.80 USD), a buyer can do as 
he pleases to his “rented property”. 
 
Reshma* is the woman who owns the room that houses the Hope for Life center. She came to 
the city as a victim of human trafficking. Her parents died when she was a teenager, and 
afterward she was forced into prostitution by a trusted family member. She tried to leave but 
eventually stopped fighting after she was brutally “broken in.” Then this life became her 
identity, and she became a gharwalli, a madam, herself. At 45, she has never married or had 
children. When the congregation wanted to start a drop-in center, Reshma offered this upstairs 
room.  
 
Hope for Life offers hope for the future and finding hope in the present. Every Thursday 15 to 
20 women cram into this space to pray. After praying and listening to someone read from 
Scripture, a few women stay behind. They are asked “Do you believe that God loves you?”  
 
“I know God loves me and is asking me to pray for others,” Diya says. 
 
Kyra smiles as she answers, “Yes, I do. And I trust in God.” 
 
That God is present here, working to lift the veil of darkness, comes as no surprise. But to hear 
women who have been abused and exploited in the most vicious ways so easily express trust 
and love in God? That was a surprise.  
 
The women have been told over and over, both in words and actions, that they are worthless. 
They have been made to believe their value is found only in the number of men willing to pay 
to abuse them each night. That these women can say with certainty, “I know that God loves 
me” – surely that is a miracle.  
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Songs: 
O Holy Night – Public Domain 
 
O holy night, the stars are brightly shining; 
It is the night of the dear Savior’s birth! 
Long lay the world in sin and error pining, 
Till he appeared and the soul felt its worth. 
A thrill of hope, the weary soul rejoices, 
For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn. 
 
Fall on your knees, O hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, O night when Christ was 
born! 
O night, O holy night, O night divine! 
 
Led by the light of faith serenely beaming, 
With glowing hearts by his cradle we stand. 
So led by light of a star sweetly gleaming, 
Here came the wise men from the Orient 
land. 
The king of kings lay thus in lowly manger, 
In all our trials born to be our friend! 

 
Fall on your knees, O hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, O night when Christ was 
born! 
O night, O holy night, O night divine! 
 
Truly He taught us to love one another; 
His law is love and His Gospel is peace. 
Chains shall He break for the slave is our 
brother 
And in His Name all oppression shall cease. 
Sweet hymns of joy in grateful chorus raise 
we, 
Let all within us praise His holy Name! 
 
Fall on your knees, O hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, O night when Christ was 
born! 
O night, O holy night, O night divine! 

 
Silent Night – Public Domain 
 
Verse 1 
Silent night! Holy night! All is calm all is bright 
Round yon virgin mother and child Holy infant so tender and mild 
Sleep in heavenly peace! Sleep in heavenly peace! 
 
Verse 2 
Silent night! Holy night! Shepherds quake at the sight 
Glories stream from heaven afar Heavenly hosts sing Hallelujah 
Christ the Savior is born! Christ the Savior is born! 
 
Verse 3 
Silent night! Holy night! Son of God love’s pure light 
Radiant beams from Thy holy face with the dawn of redeeming grace 
Jesus Lord at Thy birth! Jesus Lord at Thy birth! 
 

Suggested Prayer: 
Loving Father, your eternal love for the Son and the Spirit extends beyond time itself.  You 
showed love to us before we first loved you.  You showed love to Adam and Eve in the garden, 
but they spurned that love.  You showed love to Israel in bringing them to the promised land, 
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but they rejected you, instead offering their worship to the hollow love of other gods.  We 
continued in Israel’s unfaithfulness seeking entertainment, wealth, and worldly pleasures, but 
you still loved us. 
 
Humble Son, you loved us beyond measure.  You chose frail humanity as a vessel to contain the 
uncontainable.  Your love was seen by all in your incarnation, teaching, and healing as you 
dwelt amongst us.  None of these acts of love compares to your sacrifice on the cross.  Because 
of your death and resurrection, we can be reconciled to God.  Your love continues to manifest 
itself in our justification, sanctification, and eventual glorification.   
 
Wonderful Spirt, you are a daily manifestation of love in our lives.  Your common grace enables 
every act of love we witness in the world today.  You enable the Church to love and without 
love we are nothing.  You empower us to love not only our friends and families, but also our 
enemies.   
 
Lord God, you are love.  Please help us to love trafficking survivors and traffickers alike.   
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The final candle/Christmas day  
 

Bible Passage 
Luke 1:29-33 “Mary was greatly troubled at his words and wondered what kind of greeting this 
might be. But the angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary; you have found favor with God. 
You will conceive and give birth to a son, and you are to call him Jesus. He will be great and will 
be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the throne of his father David, 
and he will reign over Jacob’s descendants forever; his kingdom will never end.” 
 

From one working in the anti-trafficking movement: 
Written by Kelly Leary, FAAST Fellow 

 
So many times in life we wonder how we can handle the trials that God has given us. We 
ponder how we can overcome difficulties that seem to bring us down. The last four weeks have 
given us that answer though, as we have looked at how trafficking survivors have found true 
hope, peace, joy and love. Today we celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ, who is the reason we 
can find that true hope, peace, joy and love.  
 
Jesus Christ came to this earth the Son of God but still a man. His birth was a promise to us, 
bringing us hope. Hope that we are not alone, that God is always with us. Hope that our sins are 
forgiven. Hope that God’s promises will be fulfilled, that through Jesus’s death and resurrection 
we will have eternal life. Hope that our lives can be transformed into something that may be 
unseen, but infinitely better no matter the circumstances.     
 
Only through God are survivors of trafficking able to get up and fight for each day; that a 
shadow is passing and a new day is coming. That true hope can only be found in God and He 
gave us that hope with the birth of Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ’s birth not only brought us hope, 
but He is our hope. 
 
It is through the birth of Christ that we get to understand what true peace will be. Paul tells us 
in Philippians 4:7 that the “peace of God, which surpasses all understanding, will guard your 
hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.” This peace allows us to not only forgive others for sins 
committed against us, but also allows us to forgive ourselves when we sin. It is a peace that 
allows us to face turmoil and temptation with the knowledge that Jesus Christ can help us 
resist. It is a peace that allows us to know that God has a plan for our life, even if we don’t 
understand what it may be, and if we trust in Him, He will guide us. This peace gives us a 
contentment in our souls that allows us to overcome any and all obstacles. 
 
Only God can take a person who felt hollow and empty, who had a lifetime of disappointment 
and despair and turn them around and fill them with peace. Only God can take pain and 
brokenness of their past and show what true freedom looks like. That true peace can only be 
found in God and He gave us that peace with the birth of Jesus Christ. He is our peace. 
 



 

22 

 

The birth of Christ shows us what true joy is. It was even exemplified when Mary was pregnant 
with Jesus when she went to visit Elizabeth. We are told in Luke 1:41 that when Elizabeth heard 
Mary’s greeting, the baby in Elizabeth’s womb, John the Baptist, leapt for joy. Joy is more than 
happiness. It is deep-rooted in us. It is an exuberance. It helps to regenerate us and gives us 
strength.  
 
Only through God can survivors of trafficking dance and sing with joy upon realization that their 
traffickers will face jail time. That true joy can only be found in God and He gave us that joy with 
the birth of Jesus Christ. He is our joy. 
 
It is the birth of Jesus Christ that we now know what true love is. 1 Corinthians 13:8 reminds us 
that “Love never fails.” One of the greatest shows of love that we have ever been given is God 
sending his Son to earth to live as a man, knowing that one day he would die for our sins. It is 
an unconditional love that continually extends to us and envelops us, no matter what sins we 
have committed. Jesus Christ showed his full love for us by living on this earth as a sinless man 
and then dying on the cross for us.  
 
God can take those living and being prostituted in the red light district of a large city in India 
and offer them knowledge that they are loved. That true love can only be found in God and he 
gave us that true love with the birth of Jesus Christ. He is our love. 
 
Today we celebrate the birth of Jesus. Our hope. Our peace. Our Joy. Our Love. 
 

Songs: 
Joy to the World – Public Domain 
 
Verse 1 
Joy to the world, the Lord is Come! 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And Heaven and nature sing, 
And Heaven and nature sing, 
And Heaven, and Heaven, and nature sing. 
 
Verse 2 
Joy to the earth, the Savior reigns! 
Let men their songs employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and 
plains 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat, repeat, the sounding joy. 
 

Verse 3 
No more let sins and sorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground 
He comes to make his blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found, 
Far as the curse is found, 
Far as, far as the curse is found. 
 
Verse 4 
He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness, 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders, wonders, of His love. 
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O Come All Ye Faithful – Public Domain 
 
O come all ye faithful 
Joyful and triumphant, 
O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem. 
Come and behold Him, 
Born the King of Angels: 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord. 
 
O sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation, 
Sing all ye citizens of Heaven above 
Glory to God in the Highest: 

O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord. 
 
All hail! Lord we greet Thee, 
Born this happy morning, 
O Jesus! For evermore be Thy name adored. 
Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing; 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord. 

 

The First Noel – Public Domain 
 
The first Noel 
The angels did say 
Was to certain poor 
Shepherds in fields as they lay: 
In fields where they 
Lay keeping their sheep 
On a cold winter’s night that was so deep. 
 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
 
They looked up 
And saw a star 
Shining in the east beyond them far: 
And to the earth 
It gave great light 
And so it continued both day and night. 
 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
 
And by the light 
Of that same star 
Three wise men came from the country far; 
To seek for a king  

Was their intent 
And to follow the star wherever it went 
 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
 
This star drew nigh 
To the north-west; 
O’er Bethlehem it took its rest 
And there it did 
Both stop and stay, 
Right over the place where Jesus lay. 
 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
 
Then entered in 
Those wise men three, 
Fell reverently upon their knee 
And offered there  
In his presence 
Their gold and myrrh and frankincense 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
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Then let us all 
With one accord 
Sing praises to our heavenly Lord, 
That hath made heav’n 
And earth of night, 
And with his blood mankind has bought. 

 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 
 
Noel Noel, Noel Noel 
Born is the King of Israel 

 

Suggested Prayer:  
Dear Father, thank you for being the source of our redemption.  Thank you for having ordained 
a plan for our redemption from before creation.  Thank you for proclaiming the redemption of 
Christmas through Moses, David, Ruth, and the prophets.  Thank you for showing the 
redemption of Christmas through Noah, Esther, Passover, and the return of the Exiles from 
Babylon.   
 
Unimaginable Son, thank you for being the source of our redemption.  Your birth is the central 
point of history.  Without you we would be dead in our sins, but you who knew no sin died for 
us. Your birth is why we sing Joy to the World. Your death and resurrection ushered in your 
Kingdom, your Kingdom will be forever, your reign is without end. 
 
Precious Spirt, thank you for being the source of our redemption. You have participated in the 
redemption of every believer in history. Your transformation of our being makes true following 
of God possible and without you the Church’s ministry of redemption would fail. Your abiding 
presence in our sanctification assures us of our final glorification. It is through you that the 
Kingdom of God is without end. 
 
Lord God, thank you for the Good News and the Redemption made possible by Christmas.  This 
Christmas we ask you to continue to use your Church in the ministry of redemption.  Use us in 
your work to redeem trafficking survivors, buyers, and traffickers.   
 
Amen. 
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Appendix 
Harmony Grillo’s Extended Story 
 
One of my earliest memories is of a male relative watching porn in the bed next to me. I 
couldn’t have been older than 3 or 4. In the years that followed, I was sexually abused by 
multiple people throughout my life, both men and women. The abuse left me filled with shame 
and anger towards myself. I thought that something was inherently wrong with me that kept 
attracting that kind of attention. 
 
When I was 13, my mom’s boyfriend moved in with us. She met him in a Narcotics Anonymous 
meeting after he fled Canada in order to escape statutory rape charges for having sex with a 
minor. 
 
He made sexual advances towards me in front of my mother and even went so far as to tell her 
he was in love with me. I told my mom that her boyfriend kept coming in my room at night and 
asked her to stop him. She explained that if I wore long pants and stopped practicing my dance 
routines in the living room, this wouldn’t be happening. 
 
Through all of this I learned from her that it was my responsibility to try to control other 
people’s sexual responses towards me. 
 
Fed up, I finally ran away from home the first of many times. Realizing I was serious about 
wanting her boyfriend gone, my mother asked him to leave. When he decided to head back to 
Canada, she followed him there, leaving me at 13 alone with my 8-year-old brother for three 
months to fend for ourselves. She left us with $20 and a book of food stamps. 
 
After the money and food stamps ran out, I started stealing from the liquor store to feed my 
brother and me. I would have my little brother wait outside on the corner so he wouldn’t’ get in 
trouble if I got caught. 
 
It was that summer that I lost my virginity to the first boy who told me he loved me. We broke 
up a couple of months later, but he seemed to think he still deserved “boyfriend privileges”. He 
raped me more than 30 times over the course of the next year. I always found a way to blame 
myself for his behavior. The idea of seeing myself as a victim was too painful. As long as I 
subscribed to the belief that it was “all my fault”, I never had to be a victim. 
 
The summer my mom left, I also began a friendship with another boy from my neighborhood. 
When he was around, I didn’t have to worry about stealing because he would buy us food. Wise 
to the streets with several older siblings in “the life”, he made me feel protected in our gang-
ridden neighborhood. “Anybody messes with you, I got your back”, he would tell me. 
I never intended to begin a relationship with him, I never saw him in that way. Then one night, I 
wagered my body in a game of cards. I lost. We had sex. 
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My mom eventually came back from Canada. As the boy from my neighborhood and I grew 
closer he also became more abusive and controlling. I was so desperate for the attention and 
presence of a male in my life; I mistook his control for care and concern. I was so filled with self-
loathing; his name-calling and hurtful words only validated what I already believed to be true 
about myself. The more abusive he became, the more I became attached to him. He told me 
that nobody else would ever put up with me anyway, and I believed him. 
 
One day we were on Lincoln Blvd in Venice when he looked at me and said, “I could sell you if I 
wanted to”. I didn’t understand what he was talking about until he looked at the next person 
walking by and said, “Anybody got a nickel?” As if this is the money he could make off of selling 
me. This marked the beginning of him figuring out how to make money off of me. 
 
It started with borrowing here and there and sometimes stealing it from me. And even though 
he was abusive and thieving, he was present and he never raped me. This was more than I 
could say for any other male in my life. 
 
I came to believe that I needed him. That I would die without him. He had convinced me of this. 
At 15, I was giving him whatever money I made from my job at the beach. By 17, I was fully 
supporting him by stealing from the cash register at work.  At 18, his mother had a stroke and 
we moved in with her to take care of her.  Financial pressure built as her medical bills piled up 
and my boyfriend’s spending habits continued to escalate. 
 
By the time I was 19 years old, I was over $35,000 in debt. I was losing control. I looked for a 
second job, but none of them would make ends meet.  My boyfriend began pressuring me to 
commit crimes in order to pay our bills as I had done in the past.  His rationale was that I would 
be less likely to get caught then he would.  I was reluctant to do this since I was legally an adult 
and afraid of ending up with a permanent record. 
 
Young, naïve, hopeless, and seeing no other options, I began stripping. It seemed a better 
alternative to theft, fraud and the risk of going to jail. My boyfriend told me that I would only 
have to work for a couple of months in order to pay off some bills. Then I could return to a 
“normal” life. Instead, I found myself trapped in the lifestyle. 
 
In essence, my boyfriend became my pimp. Every night, I came home and gave him all of my 
money. I had convinced myself that I didn’t deserve it anyway, and I figured that the more 
dependent on me he was, the less likely he would be to leave me. His vision of selling me finally 
came to pass. 
 
The idea of having a normal life seemed further and further away. At first, I led a double life; I 
was a quiet, conservative college student by day, and someone else’s fantasy by night. 
Gradually, I began to lose sight of who I was, and became lost in make-up, stilettos, and the 
glare of stage lights. I felt fragmented and compartmentalized. 
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Fear of rejection and judgment kept me isolated from the outside world, until all of the people I 
had contact with were other strippers, customers, and my abusive boyfriend. The isolation 
made it easier for him to control me. He dictated my every move. And it seemed like anything 
could set him off. Not enough ice in his Mountain Dew. Too much ice in his Mountain Dew. Cold 
French fries. If the house wasn’t clean enough. If I made too much noise while I cleaned it. 
 
My life unraveled like an episode of Jerry Springer. My boyfriend started sleeping with my co-
workers and getting them to give him their money too. At the time, I didn’t realize he was using 
me to recruit them. We didn’t seem to notice we were being pimped. 
 
In my brokenness, there seemed to be no limit to what I would tolerate. The emptiness I felt 
inside seemed infinite, and my self-image continued to decline. Over the course of the next 3 
years, being a stripper became my identity. My already tainted view of men seemed 
permanently damaged. I developed the notion that all men were inherently perverted and sick.  
 
I began to use stripping as a way to take back control of my sexuality. I finally felt like I had the 
upper hand. I learned to exploit for myself, the very thing that men had already exploited…my 
body. 
 
My view of the world was tarnished. I couldn’t go anywhere without thinking that people saw 
me in a sexual way. I felt reduced to an object, and in “real life,” I tried to hide behind baggy 
clothes and glasses. All of my efforts and energy were put into trying to make my abusive, 
dysfunctional relationship work. 
 
I thought that my life and existence was hopeless and that the relationship was the only 
salvageable thing left. In my search for one good and pure thing, I clung onto my boyfriend with 
all of my strength and sacrificed my dignity to keep him in my life. All of my adoration, love and 
worship were focused on a person who was too selfish to ever really love me. 
 
In retrospect, I can see that God’s heart was deeply pained by my brokenness. He wanted 
nothing more than to extend his hand to me and show me my beauty and worth—to help me 
see the value I never saw in myself. 
 
I began attending Church, and like a gentleman, God pursued me with his infinite love until he 
captured my heart. Hearing the pastor talk about the idea that I was created with a purpose 
stirred something in me. I remember the night that I was standing in the middle of the strip club 
and it really hit me, “I have been created with a purpose”. I looked around the strip club and 
thought, “This can’t be it”. 
 
The more I learned about God and who He created me to be, the more impossible it because to 
live in a way that contradicted it. I discovered that the pain of staying the same is far greater 
than the pain of change. 
 



 

28 

 

As God did a work in my heart, I began making different choices in my life. I quit dancing, left 
the abusive boyfriend and began a journey of walking with God and allowing Him to heal me. It 
hasn’t always been easy, but God is good and has been with me every step of the way. 
In 2003, after several years of recovery, I founded Treasures, an outreach and support group for 
women in the sex industry. As the only organization of its kind based in the adult industry 
capital of the world (San Fernando Valley in Los Angeles County) and one of the few survivor-
led organizations in the country, our mission is to empower women in the commercial sex 
industry and survivors of trafficking to live healthy, flourishing lives. 
 
Through our outreach and care training program, we are committed to train, equip and 
mobilize other churches and leaders to develop sex industry outreaches in their communities. 
In 2009, I published my memoir, Scars and Stilettos in hopes of helping people understand the 
realities of sexual exploitation and inspiring them that freedom and healing are possible.  
God took the hollow and empty pit inside me that had been carved out by a lifetime of 
disappointment and despair, and He filled it with hope, love, and purpose. He is taking the pain 
and brokenness of my past and using it to show others the way to freedom! 
 
Love, 
Harmony Grillo 
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