
BAKE SALE 

                                                                     By Donna Rotsch Jensen 

 

 

Sales were going well and we had been kept very busy with our church bake sale in front of the 

local market. Thankful for a lull in our activities, we each picked a luscious cupcake to reward 

ourselves for our successful morning. Eighteen-year-old Marva noticed the ambulance pull in 

behind me without its siren and watched as the EMT’s entered the market with their medical 

equipment. “Donna,” she said,” There must be a problem in the market.” 

I turned around to see what she was looking at. She continued, “Maybe you should see if someone 

needs prayer.” 

“I should go see?” I said teasingly. “You are the one who noticed, perhaps God wants to use you 

this time.” 

“No, I don’t think so she said, shaking her head. “I couldn’t do that!”  

The ladies knew I’d done things like this in other situations and now they looked to me to respond. 

I followed the EMT’s at a distance, not to be in the way. They approached a woman sitting on a 

crate of lettuce in the produce department. She was holding out her injured arm. A clerk told them 

what she said had happened.  

It seems she had been quarreling with her boyfriend and when he said he wanted to end the 

relationship, she grabbed a jar of olives from the shelf, broke it, and cut her wrist. Unmoved by 

this tactic, he ran away from her and out of the store. 

It is my hope, that in times of trouble, I can direct people’s thoughts to Jesus. The woman had been 

drinking and now she began to cry and worry about her condition. “I’m going to die, aren’t I?” she 

asked the EMT. Irritated with her, he made no response. Anyone could see it was a superficial 

wound.  

I felt compelled to reassure her. “No, Mam, you aren’t going to die.” The EMT didn’t like my 

interference. I stepped up behind her and quietly asked, “Do you know Jesus?” 

A little gasp escaped her lips and she said, “N-o-o. I wish I did…” 

Just then a policeman came in. The EMT nodded toward me and said, “Will you get her out of 

here, she’s causing trouble.”  

The officer said, “Lady I’ll have to arrest you if you don’t leave now.” I had done what I came to 

do, so I left. 

Later, as the ambulance took her away, her shoes were left behind. A clerk hurried out holding the 

dirty sandals gingerly with two fingers as though they were untouchable. She glanced from the 

departing ambulance to the nearby trash can. Seeing her intention, I offered to take them to the 



woman at the hospital. That would give me a chance to follow up with her. The hospital should 

keep her for three days on a suicide attempt. 

When I called the hospital later, I found she was about to be discharged. She denied the suicide 

attempt. They told her I had her shoes and she said she would get a taxi and come to get them. I 

was standing on the porch watching for her when she arrived. Getting out of the cab she stood 

there looking up at me like I was an old friend, asking, “Donna, what am I gonn’a do?” 

She came in and met my family. We talked. She had dinner with us. Later she prayed with me and 

gave her life to Jesus. She spent the night on our couch and left the next day.   

                               Wow! 

 

 

 


