
 

 

Zoyaôs Testimony 
 

My name is Zoya Panov, I am married to a wonderful man, my best friend 

Andrew Panov. Together we have 4 beautiful and amazing children: 

Anthony, Angelica, Alexander and Adam. 

 

Growing up I was one of three girls, me being the eldest. Not only was I the 

eldest sister, I also was like a brother. I love my sisters Sylvana and Angela. I 

did everything I could to protect them. My parents did there best to teach us 

right from wrong. My relationship with God as a girl was one of fear. I feared 

God more than I loved him. Thatôs what the teaching was ï do good God 

loves you, do bad and God punishes you and sends you to hell. Thatôs how I thought the relationship 

works. My mum did what she can to teach us about religion and God. Fasting, lighting candles at 

icons, praying the rosary beads and going to confession. My father didnôt have much input on the 

matter, except he believed in a God, and always tried to do the right thing. 

 

Starting to go to confession, I realised that sinning was not so bad. I sinned, went to the priest, 

confessed my sins, he told me to pray three Hail Maryôs and thatôs it. At some point even as a young 

girl I came to the realisation that I did not take it seriously. Then one day without mentioning what 

Church, I went into the confessional box and the priest told me ñwhat a beautiful jumper I had on, how 

it really suited me.ò Then he continued to say ñhow pretty I was wearing it.ò And right at that point I felt 

sick, and I saw him just as a man, nothing special at all. I told myself this just feels wrong. If there 

was a god, I donôt believe he would have things so wrong. Why would God have me show worship 

by, kissing the hand and ring of a priest, bowing down to him and confessing my sins. Loving the 

icons and everything else that goes with religion. Mind you I had never read the Bible for myself yet. 

 

The years went on and like all of you, I had my fair share of ups and downs. Some were so hurtful 

that I started to blame God for them, and as time went on I grew angry with God. There was so much 

in my life that happened which I buried and never dealt with. So continuing on, I lived behind a for 

sard, I was always cheerful, hard working, friendly and had no relationship with God at all. Yet I was 

hurting inside. 

 

After getting married and having children, I still felt the pain of the past. I had everything the world 

had to offer to be happy, a wonderful husband, beautiful healthy children, and yet inside still empty. 

 

Then one day I met my brother in-law and brother Robert Ayoub, together with my sister Angela they 

started to talk about the Bible and Jesus. They started to say that Jesus knows all our hearts and 

forgives all our sins, by his mercy and grace we can be saved. That heaven and hell are real and if I 

died today, where will I be going? This is when my spiritual battle began. I was encouraged  to read  

the Bible by Rob and Angela and not take their word for it. So they gave me a King James Bible, and 

I thought to myself could this really be the answer? Was this going to fill the void and give me 

purpose and how?  

 

I started reading from the New Testament, finished it within a few days and fell apart. I was upset, I 

could not get my head around it all and told myself I donôt want to believe any of it. I canôt remember 




