
                                           “WERE YOU SPEAKING TO ME, LORD?” 

 

Introduction 

I was raised in Southern California without God or any Christian influence in my life. I sought to 

be wise and desired to live a noble life. One of eight children from three marriages, I watched 

tragedy strike down many of my siblings. Two half-brother’s and a half-sister committed suicide. 

Another died of a rare kind of cancer. One half-sister suffered with mental illness all her life. A 

younger brother was killed in Viet Nam when he was twenty-two. By the time I was twenty-six 

and graduating from college, I had lost hope of finding anything lasting or beautiful. I decided if 

this was all there was, you could have it! 

Over the next three years all that kept me from taking my life was the effort I put into making the 

people around me happy. 

A conversation I overheard in a lunchroom at work caused me to attend a revival meeting preached 

by a Messianic Jew, where God revealed to me my need of a savior. I thought back to a time when 

I was four years old and I had been spanked by my mother and locked in a shed for a while to think 

about how bad I was. When God showed me just a little of the sin in my life that night, no 

condemnation came with it, just total love and acceptance. Then He offered me a trade.  He offered 

to take my failures, my loneliness, my sorrow, my fears, my anxiety and eternity in Hell and give 

me His righteousness, His plans for my success, a place in the family of God, healing for my 

sorrow and eternity in Heaven. I accepted His offer and never looked back. That was nearly fifty 

years ago and I’ve never had a better offer. All I had to do was thank Jesus for dying on the cross 

for me and ask Him to forgive my sins, come into my heart and save my soul. I left that meeting 

wanting to be used by God to help others experience what I had that night.                                                                  
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I was discipled by the young lady and her husband who had taken me to the revival meeting. What 

a blessing that was! We all need that. The next day they took me to church with them and then to 

their apartment for lunch. When her mother stopped by in the afternoon, Elia said, “Mama, Donna 

got saved last night!” I’d never heard that term and as I thought about it, I concluded that it was 

just the right word to describe what I’d experienced. We went to church that night too and then 

they dropped me off at my place with an arm-full of books and tapes to get me off to a good start 

on my walk with Jesus. I devoured the material and went back for more. I couldn’t learn enough, 

quick enough! Now that I knew where to find TRUTH, I went after it whole-heartedly. Within five 

months I’d been accepted into Bible School. I didn’t know what God wanted for my life but I knew 

I needed to study the Bible. 

As I studied the Bible and developed a personal relationship with God through Jesus Christ with 

the help of the Holy Spirit, I obtained much of the wisdom I was searching for, and my desire to 

be noble turned to a desire for godliness.  

I was greatly motivated in my early walk with Jesus by Charles Sheldon’s classic, IN HIS STEPS. 

Before I became a Christian, I thought of Christianity as a list of things you didn’t do. Who wants 

to sign up for something like that? After I came to know the Lord, I found there are more than 800 

categories of things in the New Testament alone, we are to do, and if we don’t do them, it is 

considered sin. That means that we aren’t just offered a blessing for helping, but when it is in our 

power to help and we withhold it, it’s sin and it brings a curse. James 4:17 It isn’t just a matter of                          

deciding to pass on a blessing. I’ve had to get out of bed at 2:00 A.M. to be a blessing to a stranger, 

homeless and hungry, who had been told that the Christians who lived at my address might help.  
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Before he went to sleep, I cooked him breakfast. While he ate, I shared my testimony of how God 

had transformed my life. I had been exhausted when I answered his knock on our door and sharing 

my testimony takes a lot of energy. But, he might leave first thing in the morning and this could 

be my only chance to share Jesus with him. As I shared, God energized me so much that I was 

awake the rest of the night! How amazing was the whole experience as I replayed it in my mind. 

One more adventure with the Holy Spirit. 

We are to have the mind of Christ and relate to others as He would, to be His hands extended. Phil. 

2:5. As we get to know Jesus better, we come to know the way He thinks. It is wisdom then to 

choose to think the way He does. As a new convert, before I married and had a family, I chose to 

move into “Skid Row” in Los Angeles so that I could be a help to very needy people. However, 

right where you are, Jesus will bring people across your path that He wants you to help: the lost, 

the poor, the sick, the homeless, widows, orphans, prisoners, and then the choice to help or not 

will be yours. Isiah 58:5-9  

In this lost and hurting world, people need to see Jesus. Do they see Him in you? Are you a doer 

of the Word and not a hearer only? Can people see that there is anything to being a Christian?  

Don’t assume Jesus was talking to someone else. As you seek and follow His guidance one 

decision at a time, people will be able to see that there is a great deal to being a Christian, and that 

you are indeed one of them. What an adventure you will have! Please read on and allow me to 

share some of my adventures with you, boasting only in the cross of Christ. Gal. 6:14                                                                    

 

 



                                                                                                                                                     4 

 

CHAPTER 1 
 

Home Is Where Your Story Begins 
 

                                                                                                                                     
 
     After getting off to an advanced start in school, which caused officials to have me skip the first 

grade, it seems things turned around and I was always one step behind. It’s not until a style is on 

its way out that I begin to like it. I didn’t start college until I was twenty-two, didn’t become a 

Christian until I was twenty-nine, didn’t get married until I was thirty, didn’t write much until I 

was fifty-six, didn’t use a computer before I was fifty-seven, didn’t visit foreign lands before I was 

sixty. At seventy-seven, I’m still enjoying some firsts. 

     For many years, I’ve been able to view my life as a series of stories. I’ve enjoyed sharing my 

stories verbally with friends, family members, and strangers while doing chores around the house, 

waiting in line, and traveling on buses, trains and planes. 

     The first story I wrote down to share with people was called, “The Game of Life and How to 

Play It.” The night before a big yard sale for which I was preparing, it occurred to me that I should 

make the story into a little booklet to give to people visiting my sale. So, that became my focus 

rather than pricing my items. I went to work on my new word processor that I’d not yet had time 

to learn to use. What a chore I created for myself! Several hours later I had my booklet and it was 

made by copying and “typing”. Believe me copying and “pasting” is much easier! 

 I learned about marketing my writing when I joined a writer’s group that formed in the town where 

I lived. Within three months I was published in two major Christian publications. I joked with 

friends who wrote fiction that I had to “live” my stories. And actually, I didn’t see how fiction  
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could be more exciting than real life. My life as a Christian is an adventure. The first person I ever 

prayed with was lying on the sidewalk shot in the head. I was baptized with two American Indians 

I’d led to the Lord. The first person I invited to church was a man who got saved in a “skid row” 

mission listening to my testimony. The adventures continue as I do what Jesus said to do in all of 

the situation’s life places me in. 

     My first computer was purchased at the encouragement of the leader of our writers’ group. That 

computer opened a world of creativity and productivity that was awesome in its potential, as well 

as connecting me to incredible sources of information, and allowing me personal contact with 

people all over the world. Now it was so much easier to write and assemble my stories. As they 

began to pile up, literally, I began to think of how to keep the pile together. Perhaps people would 

want to purchase the whole collection. My search for just the right container led me to a                                                   

craft store where I found a 3.25X5 inch unpainted wooden box with a glass insert in the lid. I chose 

golden oak stain and went home with six boxes. As the stain dried, I reformatted my stories a little 

so they fit perfectly into the boxes with just a quarter of an inch trimmed off one side. That allowed 

me to keep them to the size of a quarter of a piece of typing paper. The last step then was to design 

the cover to place under the glass. The collection is called, “Short Stories from the Life of DONNA 

JENSEN” (One Woman’s Walk with God) My box of stories fits into the genre of coffee table 

books. 

     Soon I began carrying my stories in a sturdy baggie in my purse to give to people as the 

opportunity presented its self. Sometimes the story relates to something we’ve been discussing and 

gives them more to think about. The story of how I came to know the Lord and what followed as 

a result of my conversion to Christianity is usually appropriate for everyone. 
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     On the back of each story are my name and address, phone number, email address, and at one 

time, the URL for my website. I hoped that my stories would touch people and they would want 

to speak to me. Years went by and I never heard from anyone. Still, I continued to self-publish 

them and give them away. I was permitted to offer the one of my testimony to my classmates at 

our fiftieth high school class reunion in California. 

     I enjoy traveling on the bus because it frequently gives me a chance to share my faith with the 

person sitting beside me. On a trip back to Pennsylvania from Las Vegas, I was delayed for six 

hours in the middle of the night in Indianapolis, when the driver for the next bus failed to show 

up. It was then that God used a rabbi to speak encouragement to me about my stories. 

     There were several Amish men standing around and a group of men in black robes that appeared 

to be rabbis. I’d wanted very much to speak with a rabbi to get some answers to questions I had 

about Judaism.  As all but one of the rabbis left, I thought this might be my chance. 

     Approaching the man, I asked if he was a rabbi. He nodded yes. I asked if he was allowed to 

speak to women. (I knew that some could not.) Again, he nodded yes. “Then, would you speak 

with me?” I asked. 

     “Certainly,” he replied. We took a seat in the waiting area. 

      “I should tell you that I’m a Christian, I began.” He nodded. Reaching in my purse for the story 

of my testimony I handed it to him as I told him, “In fact, it was a Jew who was preaching when I 

got saved.” 

     “Ooooh,” he said, raising his thick eyebrows and smiling. Slipping my story in his pocket to 

read later, we began to get acquainted. He was originally from Hungry and presently serving in a 

synagogue in Brooklyn. I didn’t ask the questions that were on my heart. I thought it more  
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important that he find this elderly Christian lady from Pennsylvania, worth talking to, and I 

honored him as a leader of God’s chosen people. 

     As our visit was coming to an end, I mentioned that I doubted the value of writing and 

distributing my stories since I got no response to them. We exchanged a few more words and stood 

to go our separate ways. He took a few steps and turned back to me. He was holding my story in 

his hand. “This is a true story from your life. It has to be powerful. Continue your powerful work 

for God,” he admonished. My eyes filled with tears. He returned my story to his pocket and was 

gone. 

 

Story 1 

 

           THE GAME of LIFE 
   AND HOW TO PLAY IT                          
                (Faith is provable) 

 

 

 
 

 

believe that through reincarnation, you keep coming back until you get it right. 

Some people would have you 
believe that the creation of this 
earth was a cosmic 

ACCIDENT 

without rhyme or reason. That 
you yourself evolved from a 
lower life form. That when you 
die, that’s all there is. Still others 
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In a high school Great Books class, I developed a hunger for wisdom. I never dabbled 
in drugs because I believed my mind to be the most valuable part of me. 
 
Sometime later in college I studied logic where I was introduced to absolutes. 
Absolutes being never changing truths. Something that was true yesterday, is true                                                              
today, will be true tomorrow. 

 

Time wore on. I became disillusioned with life as my search turned up nothing. 
 
In response to a professor’s question, “What if anything would you be willing to die 
for?” I had replied, “I hope if it comes down to it, I will be willing to die for the 
things I believe in. Because, if the things I believe in aren’t worth dying for, they 
probably aren’t worth living for either.” We were then asked to write our philosophy 
of life. 
 
Do you know what you believe in and why? 
 
I found at that time I did not. A tragic sense of hopelessness settled over me as I 
examined my beliefs.  
 
That depression lasted two years until, happy day, I ran into absolutes! I went to 
hear a Jewish preacher, if you will, a completed Jew, one who has discovered that 
Jesus is the Messiah! 
 
It was he who showed me that life has a game plan with specific rules---  
                                                  …guess what… 
that are absolutes! 
 
These rules, or unchanging truths, were set down for time and eternity in the Holy 
Bible. 
  
Just as ignorance of the law is no excuse in the judicial system…ignorance of, or 
unbelief in the Bible, will not negate its truth. 
 
You can say that you don’t believe in the law of gravity, but if you jump off a 
building, whether you believe or not, you’ll hit the ground. 
 
God’s laws worked yesterday, they are working today, and they will work tomorrow. 
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The soundness of a structure is based on its foundation. People are crumbling all 
around us. It must be that their foundations are not made of the right stuff. 
 
If your life is not built on absolutes it will not stand. 
 
                                                                                                                                

Like it or not… 
Believe it or not… 

                                                                                                   
God created you and He has a purpose for your life. You can live and die and 
never know what that purpose is. But, if you will seek to discover God’s plan for 
your life and do it, it will make you happier than anything else can because it is the 
thing you were created to do. 
 
Don’t make the mistake of judging the merits of the game by the ability of those who 
play it. We must begin to play before we know or understand all of the rules. 
 
The Bible is the inspired Word of God, given to us without error— 

   …no, not one… 
that we could come to know him as our loving, understanding, heavenly Father. 
 
He allowed Jesus to pay our debt of sin that in the life to come we would inherit 
Heaven and not Hell. Although Jesus Christ paid the debt for all mankind, not all 
men will enter Heaven.  We must each complete our own transaction with God. 
 
If I were to buy you a gift and bring it to you, brightly wrapped with your name on 
the tag, until you receive it, it still belongs to me. To receive salvation… your debt 
of sin stamped “paid in full”, you must do as it says in Romans 10:9-10 
                                               

      “…if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus Christ, 

      and shalt believe in thine heart that hath God raised Him from the dead,            

      thou shalt be saved. For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness:  

      and with the mouth confessions is made unto salvation. 

 

To be saved, you must believe that Jesus is who He said He was, the son of God. 
That He died for your sins and rose from the dead. You must receive His gift by 
confessing your inability to live a godly life without His help. Ask and receive 
forgiveness and salvation. 
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The game of life has nothing to do with chance or luck. If you play the game by the 
Creator’s rules you are sure to win. 
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CHAPTER 2 

It’s Not the Things You Don’t Do 

So many people read God’s commands as set forth in the Bible and assume that He was speaking 

to someone else. When asked what we believe, we recite a list of things we don’t do. Who would 

want to sign up for that? Christianity is not something you refrain from doing, but rather the 

things that you and Jesus do together, working side by side in that glorious yoke, empowered by 

the Holy Spirit. 

James tells us that we are to be doers of the Word not hearers only. The souls of lost and 

wounded men, women, and children on all sides cry, “We would see Jesus!”  If He’s in you, let 

Him out!  Touch your wife who’s burning up with a fever, the little boy across the street who’s 

mentally challenged, your over-worked boss, your unmarried niece who’s about to give birth to a 

baby, your cousin on drugs, your uncle in jail!  Show them Jesus!  Touch them, love them, serve 

them!!! 

We have become a lethargic nation.  To take care of me and mine is about all we can manage. 

That’s not going to cut it with God. As He took what the fearful servant buried in the ground for 

safekeeping and judged him unworthy; you will be found wanting! Don’t be content with your 

salvation. Make Jesus Lord of your life! Therein lies the crux of the thing. If you have not been  

born again you have not begun a relationship with Jesus so you can’t share what you don’t possess.                         
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Don’t let your material blessings hinder you in serving God. Is your couch too good for someone 

to sit on, your car to nice to haul children to Sunday school, your privacy to precious to share your 

spare room with the homeless? 

If you’ve been challenged by what I’ve said and would become the person God created you to be, 

I invite you to pray the following prayer: 

 “Father in Heaven, this day I give you all that is me and mine.  I ask you 

            humbly to forgive my sins, and cause me to forgive my enemies. Heal my 

            wounds, physical and emotional. Break any curses passed down from previous    

            generations. Deliver me from all bondages and fill me to over flowing with your  

            precious Holy Spirit, anointing me with power for service to your kingdom. All 

            of this I do ask and receive in the mighty name of Jesus Christ my Savior and 

            Lord.”                 

                                                                                                    Amen  

 

Story 2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SOMEBODY OUGHT’A 

      DO SOMETHING 

As we pulled to the curb in front of the Jefferson Hotel, 
I heard people scream and saw them scatter about fifty 
feet from us. 

“He’s been shot in the head!”, someone yelled. 

“Call an ambulance!” 

“Where’s a black and white when you need ‘em? 
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The Man I was returning to the area after mid-week services got out of the car, waved and took off 
down the street in the opposite direction. 

For a moment I stood looking at the man lying on the sidewalk. Slowly people gathered around 
him. No one was doing anything to help. There must be a Christian in the crowd, I mused. 

Somebody should pray for him. It wasn’t going to be me though. 

I too went in the opposite direction, crossing the street. The thought of viewing someone with part 
of his head blown away was more than I could stomach. I was looking for someone standing on 
his feet that I could minister to. 

As I walked, my shoes stuck to the gummy, dirty sidewalk. I breathed through my mouth, taking 
short breaths. Skid Row has a smell of its own. From an alley, the odor of overripe garbage assailed 
my nostrils as it combined with the scent of stale tobacco, vomit, body odor, and cheap perfume 
worn by “druggie” prostitutes. 

Thoughts tumbled through my mind like bits of colored glass in a kaleidoscope. Just eight months 
ago I had been lost in the Hollywood scene: good job, nice car, friends, and a smile that hid the 
hopelessness I felt inside. And then it happened. I ran head long into God! I have already told you 
about that so I will move on to the fact that I was admitted to Bible school five months later having 
had the first year waived because I had a college degree. So, as a new convert, I found myself 
ministering in Skid Row missions and on the streets of Los Angeles. Although I was never an 
alcoholic or a drug addict I had lived without hope and that was our common bond.  

It had become my practice to go to Skid Row before church services and bring derelicts, drug 
addicts, and prostitutes to church. Tonight, I was returning with one of them when I encountered 
the man who had just been shot. Missions lined the streets in Skid Row. “Here are all these 
missions Lord,” I said, “but there’s no one out on the street ministering to people.” God reminded 
me that I was there. I believed that my relationship and service to God should be as dynamic as 
that of His first disciples. Well then? I asked myself. 

With much trepidation I turned around. Retracing my steps, I went to where the man lay on the 
sidewalk.  

The police had arrived and were dispersing the crowd, questioning witnesses. I explained to one 
of the officers that I was attending Bible school and working with the people on the streets and 
asked to be allowed to pray with the wounded man. He said, “this guy could use a prayer.” Having 
known the Lord for such a short time, I’d not yet prayed for anyone. Looking down at him, I 
wondered where to begin. Thankfully, only a small wound was visible on the side of his head. 
Inaudibly, I breathed the words, ”Please, God, don’t let him die without knowing Jesus as his 

savior.” A small sigh escaped his lips as his body totally relaxed. When the paramedics arrived a 
few minutes later and pronounced him dead, I had the peace that he was with Jesus. 

I couldn’t help but cry for the way this man had died. Fixed to the spot, I watched as the ambulance 
carrying him disappeared from view. A taxi driver pulled over and asked what happened. Seeing 
my tears, he queried. “Someone you knew?” 
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 Shaking my head,1 I replied, “No.” Weak in the knees, I walked back to my car. Somehow my 
heart ached for the murderer of the man as well. Sliding beneath the steering wheel I laid my head 
down on it and cried. A few minutes later, emotionally spent; I had another little talk with God. 
“Father, I’d like to be a light in all this darkness, but I don’t want it to be just me having an 

adventure. If you want me to live here and share You with these lost, hopeless people, I will. 

I received my answer in three months and soon moved into the Jefferson Hotel. The lessons I 
learned in Skid Row, I found to be applicable everywhere; whether it be in the narrowness of a 
small mountain village, the rowdiness of a seaport town, the isolation of the desert, or the 
indifference of the suburbs. Where ever we see a need and feel that someone should do something, 
we need to respond by saying, “Lord, here am I, use me.” 
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CHAPTER 3 

Unity in the Faith 

 

      I had been raised without God, so I had no denominational ties. What church should I pick as 

mine? The couple who took me to the revival meeting turned out to be Pentecostal. I had heard 

mention of “Holy Roller’s” but nothing of what they believed. One of the books Elia and Orlando 

had given me to read was called THE GIFTS OF THE SPIRIT AND SPEAKING IN TONGUES. 

I’d only ever heard one comment on speaking in tongues. A couple of ladies from out of state who 

were spending a few days with me while a grandchild had surgery, had been discussing it as they 

arrived and ended the discussion then by saying that some people said it was of the Devil. Of 

course, my mind went to that. Oh, my, I thought. These people seemed so nice and I owed them a 

great deal. Here, they might belong to some strange cult… (of course they didn’t and I got it all 

straightened out.) But it did cause me to examine what the different denominations taught. When 

one declared miracles stopped with Jesus and his disciples and another said they were for today, it 

made sense to let that group prove it to me.  �  I want to walk in all the power of God that is 

available to me, how about you? Mt. 22:29 It behooves us all to be avid students and practitioners 

of the Word. 

     As I continued to study the Word, I asked God what His plans for my life were. I seemed to 

have the gifts of evangelism and teaching. I thought He would say I should be an evangelist. He 

led me to turn to I Peter 1:15. I read it excitedly and then exclaimed, is that all??? I am always to  
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be prepared to humbly share the reason for my faith with whoever enquires? Hmmmm. Whoever? 

That would include a lot of different faiths as well as people of no faith. Many years ago God 

placed a love for learning in my heart. I always apply what I learn to my life first and then I love 

sharing what I’ve learned with others, telling them it works and how it worked for me. That’s what 

my little stories are about. I hope you will be blessed in the reading of them. Perhaps I’m speaking, 

right now, to a future apologist for the Christian faith. 

 

Story 3 

                                                      

 

  

 

 

and I got together for another Jam session. 
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     FR. DONNA 

(Unity in the faith) 

My new Catholic friend Theresa and I shared a love 
of music. She played the piano and I sang. We would 
go on for hours as her mother and sisters joined in 
from time to time. 

“Donna,” Theresa commentated as we finished a 
show tune, “I’m going to invite Fr. O’Shea to sing 
with us tomorrow night. He loves music, and boy can 
he sing!” 

I was intrigued with the idea. I’d never had a 
conversation with a priest, let alone sung with one… 

Fr. O’Shea was a delightful man! Graying, in his 
fifties, he radiated a kind of humble sweetness. 
Theresa and I broke into applause as he concluded 
“Old Man River” in his rich bass. Our song fest ended 
when Mrs. Rubus invited us to the kitchen for coffee 
and some of her marvelous Polish pastries.  

The conversation became animated as Theresa’s five younger sisters joined us. After a lot of good- 
natured fun, I mentioned that I was thinking about working my way around the world as my brother 
had. To my surprise, Theresa said she might be willing to go with me, and Father O’Shea said he 
thought it was a good idea. Piece by piece, the mold I tried to fit Fr. O’Shea into broke away as the 
real man emerged. I liked what I saw. 

In a few months my temporary teaching job ended and I decided to return to California where I had 
been raised. Plans for a trip around the world were put on the shelf. 

Another move, another job…This wasn’t what I wanted! My life’s ambition was to be a wife and 
mother. I was twenty-nine and beginning to think of myself as an old maid. 
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My resume looked like a tossed salad. Once I mastered a job, I lost interest and went on to 
something new. Where was “Mr. Right” who would take me away from all of this? 

I received Jesus as my Savior. Through the witness of a teenage girl on my latest job, I attended a 
revival meeting that changed my life. Five months later I was enrolled in Bible School, entering at 
midterm. At the end of the semester, I returned to Pennsylvania to visit my family. Of course, 
Theresa and I got together for another jam session. 

“Donna,” Theresa said, “I sure could use your help with the talent show Fr. O’Shea is doing with 
our parish kids. Got any time to spare tomorrow morning?” 

“As a matter of fact, I do. Sounds like fun.” I wondered if I’d have a chance to talk to Fr. O’Shea 
and how he’d feel about what I was doing. As a Catholic, did he even think that I as a Protestant 
was a Christian? Would he be offended that I as a woman, would dare to even picture myself filling 
a ministerial role that was filled only by men in his church? 

After helping some kids with some snappy Charleston dance steps, I worked with another group 
on a song from OLIVER called, “Consider Yourself”. One of the lines went, “Consider yourself, 
part of the family, consider yourself one of us.” 

Fr. O’Shea walked up as we finished. Nodding to him I told Theresa that I really needed to go. 

“Before you leave, Donna, you’ll have to tell Fr. O’Shea what you’re doing!” 

“What are you doing?” he queried. 

As I looked into his kindly face, I replied with some hesitation, “I’m studying to be a minister.” 

With a twinkle in his eyes, he held out his hand and said, “Well, consider yourself one of us!” 

His warm response and quick wit put me at ease. Feeling a tug on my sleeve, I turned and looked 
down into the inquiring face of Theresa’s youngest sister. We all had to laugh as she asked, “Does 
that mean we’re going to call you Fr. Donna?” 

 

P.S. 

Father O’Shea made an appointment to meet with me at my parent’s home to hear about my 
conversion experience. I shared for two hours and all through my testimony he nodded his head in 
agreement. 
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CHAPTER 4 

 From Whence I Came 

 

     When I heard the lyrics to Barbara Streisand’s song, “Second-hand Rose”, I had to laugh. Oh, 

how I could identify with it! Growing up, most of our household items and clothing were 

secondhand, and the man I fell in love with had been married before.  

     When I was seven my mother made me a little money belt to wear around our store. As I got a 

little older, a large part of my summers were spent at auctions in Los Angeles, run by Jews, where 

my father went to replenish the merchandise in our store. 

     We lived our lives in front of our customers. A busy two-lane street separated our little house 

from the store. Many were the times we’d call across to have Mom settle some question as she 

stood talking with a customer. We felt quite grownup when we got to the place where we were 

allowed to cross the street by ourselves.  

     We played in, on, and around the things in our store. With the help of my father we created a 

“ship” behind the store from a pile of old coil bed-springs that was about six feet high. Throwing 

an old rug over it to keep our legs from falling through, we ran poles down through the four corners 

to hold it together and climbed aboard. We could make it sway as if we were riding the waves. 
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     Our days began and ended with opening and closing our store. Before we left for school each 

day, we all worked together to carry things out of the aisles of both buildings and set them in 

displays on carpet that remained outside to keep down the dust that rolled up from cars parking. 

     Mother and I were washing clothes at the house in a wringer machine when I was nine. She had 

to leave to take care of a customer, so she turned it off, warning me not to run anything through in 

her absence. Confident that I could handle it, I disobeyed. W-e-l-l, my finger began to run through 

with the sock and I didn’t know how to stop it, but I knew where reverse was. I threw it in reverse 

just as it was getting to the palm of my hand. Ouch! That made for double the pain as it rolled back 

over it! 

     Nearly everything we had was for sale. I came home from high school one day to find they had 

sold my bed! No problem. We just went across the street and got another one. 

     My brothers and I were raised without God or any Christian influence in our lives. but I know 

now that it was the grace of God that kept us out of trouble. We were busy with school, music and 

dance lessons, plays, some sports, a lot of work in our store, and we all had good friends.  

     Our lack of a personal relationship with God through Jesus Christ, caused us all much grief as 

adults. Do read on to discover how my parents came to know Jesus. 
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Story 4 

        

morning to late at night except for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Easter, or when it rained and we 
couldn’t take out the display merchandise that filled the aisles of both the buildings. 

Because of my father’s interest in music and dance, my brothers and I were given tap dancing 
lessons as well as, piano, Hawaiian-steel guitar, and trumpet. I got involved in acting through our 
high school’s wonderful theater department. 

I remember fishing for a compliment from my mother as a sophomore in high school. I said, “Uncle 
Stan said you were very pretty when you were my age and I look just like you did then.” Her reply 
was not what I hoped for. I never tried again. I didn’t feel rejected. It seemed I was acceptable, but 
certainly nothing special. 

Momma was pretty much a prude. It was my father who told us the facts of life. That wasn’t a 
good thing because he thought he was God’s gift to women and enjoyed telling dirty jokes. I stood 
up to him and told him if I wanted to know something I’d ask.  

He had a mental breakdown when I was fifteen. When he and I were home alone one evening he 
told me that he and Momma had not gotten married until the year before. That was quite a shock 
for a teen in the mid-fifties! Was it true or part of his ramblings? My mother’s struggle with 
wedding rings came to mind. She bought a cheap one at the dime store from time to time and threw 
them away when the finish came off and turned her finger green. I’d never given it any thought, 
not until now… Yes. It was true! Daddy never gave her a ring. He never married her… not until  

 

I was born in 1942 and among my keepsakes is a 
book of ration stamps from that era. As I look back 
at my relationship with my mother it seems that 
her emotions and care for me were rationed. I was 
not alone in this rationing. She and my father were 
so wrapped up in each other and our secondhand 
furniture store that it left no time for family life or 
friends. My brothers and I had friends who visited, 
and we rode bikes to see them. It was our parents 
who formed no friendships. 

Our house was across the street from our business 
which consisted of two buildings and a lot of stuff 
that sat outside. Business didn’t stay on the other 
side of the street. It took over our garage and our 
house too. Nearly everything we had was for sale. 

We worked every day of the week from early  
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last year… They had gone to Reno last year for the weekend, looking for a location to start another 
business, they said. 

They had taken my youngest brother with them and left my other brother and I at home. Mom you 

didn’t even get a honeymoon! But you did get a ring. You told us you had renewed your wedding 

vows and Daddy got you a ring. In my heart I knew it was true but I needed Momma to confirm 
it. I didn’t want to hurt her by confronting her… a plan formed in my mind.  

The next day when we found ourselves alone for a few minutes, I said to her, “You’ll never guess 
what Daddy said now.” Almost afraid to ask, with what he’d been saying to our customers, she 
asked, “What?” 

“He said you never got married until you went to Reno last year.”  

The look that came over her face showed it was true; but she immediately denied it. “What will 
that man say next?” Standing to her feet she went quickly back across the street to the store. 

Although my mother had taught in a one-room school for five years before she married for the first 
time, (my father was her second husband) I don’t remember any words of wisdom she ever shared. 
I do remember memorizing the words of the children’s prayer about “if I die before I wake, I pray 
the Lord my soul to take,” and, earning a banana split for learning to play Pinochle. Her side of 
the family played that after holiday meals. 

I was raised without God. He wasn’t someone we thought about or discussed. My very dramatic 
conversion experience to Christianity, when I was twenty-nine and living in Hollywood, was 
written about in another story so I won’t go into it here, except to mention how different the love 
of God was from what I received from my mother. When I was four, I remember being spanked  
and locked in a shed for a while one day to think about how bad I was. When God let me see just 
a little bit of the sin in my life, it came with such great love that it seemed to be bouncing off the 
walls of the auditorium and totally engulfing me. 

My eyes were open then to the fact that my parents were unsaved. I made a big mistake when I 
tried to explain that to them on the phone. We lived twenty-five hundred miles apart and I was 
afraid the Rapture would happen and they would be left behind. The only time anyone had talked 
about Jesus in our presence was my father in the middle of a mental breakdown. So, talk like that 
was associated with mental illness. When I discovered Momma was talking to my brother about 
having me committed, I had a talk with the Lord. I apologized for using the wrong approach and 

asked Him to send them someone they would listen to. I also asked Him to use me if He could. 

Seven months later during summer break at Bible School, I sold some of my things to get gas 
money to visit my family in Pennsylvania. At the end of my week-long visit, my brother Mickey 
went out with some friends while my parents and I had some ice cream at the kitchen table. As my 
mother cleared away the dishes, I spoke without thinking. “I wish I could pray for your healing 
before I leave.” They agreed with no hesitation. I was thrilled. It was the suggestion that they were 
not Christians that they had found offensive. I got my Bible and some Crisco since they had no 
other oil. Just then my brother returned with two of his friends. I was afraid the moment was 
spoiled but my parents suggested we go upstairs. 
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An energizing warmth swept through me as I sensed the Lord was in this. They sat down side by 
side on their bed. I read them from James 5:14-15, “Is any sick among you? Let him call for the 
elders of the church and let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord, 
and the prayer of faith will save the sick and the Lord will raise him up and if he has committed 
sins, they shall be forgiven him.” 

I began with my mother. “Mom, why don’t you take a moment and search your heart and see if 
there is anything standing between you and God. You don’t have to tell me, just talk to Him about 
it.” 

She thought for a moment and then replied, “I can’t think of anything.”  

With great trepidation, I asked, “Mom, have you ever in so many words, asked Jesus to come into 
your life and save your soul?” 

Again, she considered my question. “No, I don’t believe I have.” 

“Do you think you would like to do that?” I couldn’t breathe until she answered. 

She thought again. Then she replied, “Yes, honey, I would.” 

I took her hands in mine and led her in the sinner’s prayer. We both wept. When she could speak, 
she gave me a big hug and said, “Now I understand what you are doing.” 

After praying for her healing, I moved to my father and asked him the same questions. He gave 
the same responses. I knew that he was as sincere as she was. 

In a letter my mother told me that she and my Dad had come forward in the local church and made 
a public confession of their faith. They were both in their late sixties. Their faith could be seen in 
their lives. Over the next year my father became senile. God was just in time. 

The next summer my brother and I, one on each side, assisted with my mother’s baptism in the 
creek that ran behind their home. She had attended ten nights of revival meetings under a tent with 
sawdust on the ground and was baptized the next day. What a privilege it was to share that with 
her. 

I prayed that my mother would live to enjoy her retirement. The last couple of years of teaching 
were so difficult, having to leave my father alone each day with his progressing senility. After she 
retired, I asked her to bring Daddy and live with me and my family. She replied, “I don’t think we 
can do that. A lot of the time he doesn’t know who I am, but here, he knows he’s home.” So, they 
struggled on. After my father passed away, Momma moved into an apartment. She had one more 
good year before she suffered a stroke that put her in a wheelchair and in need of assistance with 
the chores of daily living. She wanted to live with her remaining son. He opted to put her in a 
nursing home. 

If she could be cared for at home, I wanted her with me. And so it was, Momma came to live with 
us, much to the delight of my four children. Several more strokes took pieces of her mind and her 
physical abilities over the next seven years. At some point, my oldest daughter and I became 
confused in her thoughts. I took on the image of her mother and my daughter became me. 
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In one house we lived in, Momma’s room and the living room stretched across the front of the 
house. Large picture windows that looked out on the front yard and the street, brought the outside 
in. The three-story brick manse had plenty of room for us and the forty-five foster children we 
shared it with over an eight-year period, after I was widowed. 

My parents were my greatest fans as far as playing the piano and singing were concerned. One 
evening in early winter, I sat in the living room after the children were in bed, trying to learn to 
sing with an accompaniment tape. I couldn’t get the first note right! I just couldn’t find it… Over 
and over I started, stopped, and restarted the tape until as last I got it right and kept singing all the 
way through. As I finished the song, Momma called to me from her room. “That sure sounded 
pretty, Donna.” She knew who I was… Those were her last words. When I was ready to go to bed, 
I listened for the sound of her steady breathing. Turning off the light, I went upstairs. 

The next morning when I came downstairs to get Momma ready for church, I found she was 
already there. She had gone to be with Jesus in the night. Gazing down on her, I saw death at its 
best. She was lying on her side with one arm stretched above her head and on knee pulled up, 
appearing to have flown joyfully from this life to the next. 

I wanted the children to see her as she was so they would lose any fear of death they might have 
and be happy for her. Everyone was still asleep. I began waking them in order of age from oldest 
to youngest. I told them Grandma had gone to Heaven in the night. They were to wait in their 
rooms until I brought down the youngest and we’d collect them along the way. So, as a group, we 
gathered to rejoice for Grandma. 

My oldest daughter and I went to the funeral home with the things Momma was to be buried in. 
“You won’t put much make-up on her, will you?” Melissa asked, “She never wore any.” 

“No, I won’t,” he promised. “Oh, and by the way, would either of you want to fix her hair the way 
she wore it?” 

I remembered how Momma suffered from bursitis when I was eighteen and I had gotten up at 5:00 
A.M. for several weeks to fix her hair in a fancy “do” for work. “Yes,” I can do that,” I replied.  

“Yes Momma, there’s one more thing I can do for you.” 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

Sammy Finds Jesus on the Battlefield 

 

     At the time that Sammy enlisted in the Marines and left for Viet Nam in 1965, my sister Nanette 

was the only one in the family who had a relationship with Jesus. She had come to know Him as 

a child. I remember she told me that I needed to become a Christian, but she didn’t tell me how to 

do that. I was twenty-nine before it was explained to me. As children of God we should all be 

prepared to lead someone to Jesus. 

     I’d say that the only remarkable thing about Sammy’s youth was his dream to travel around the 

world and the fact that he studied Spanish in preparation for it. He spoke Spanish fluently, having 

studied it in high school and with his Mexican friend, Joe. He and Joe had even made trips into 

Los Angeles to watch Spanish movies. He was a good kid. Up to that time, what had influenced 

him the most was the book, THE UGLY AMERICAN. He wanted to create a good image as an 

American when he traveled. For the most part, he did.  

     He found when he got to Washington D.C that he ‘d needed a visa in addition to his passport. 

So, he set up camp in some bushes, planning to look up Senator Engle from California, in the 

morning.  
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     A police officer making his rounds, discovered him. Sammy explained what he was doing and 

his mission for the next day. He was informed that he couldn’t camp there but the officer invited 

him to spend the night at his place. A-N-D the officer just happened to be the nephew of Senator 

Engle!  Sammy got to meet with the Senator the next morning. 

     Sammy’s first port in Europe would be Belgium. He discovered they spoke French there so he 

made an effort to pick up all the French he could aboard ship. He got a room first thing, leaving 

his backpack there. While out exploring he got lost and tried his broken French on a stranger to 

get back to his room. The man answered him in perfect English. 

     The connections Sammy made and the places he stayed, were nothing less than miraculous! 

And my, the friends he made… He didn’t know at the time why he was making this journey; he 

said he just felt it was something he had to do. 

     Sammy joined the Marines a short time after returning from his trip around the world and asked 

for duty in Viet Nam. One month before the end of his tour of duty he detonated a mine as lead 

man on night reconnaissance guarding the air base at Danang, and was killed. 

     Our brother, Sgt. Clifford Hartzell, stationed with the Special Forces in Viet Nam, accompanied 

Sammy’s body home to Pennsylvania. Reporters met their plane at the Airport in Pittsburgh and 

escorted him to our local funeral home. From there his body was brought to the living room of   

my parent’s home for viewing. We were all surprised to find news teams with cameras awaiting 

us as we left the house to go to the cemetery. His committal service was televised. All of this was 

because of a letter he sent to me, within another letter with the words, TO BE OPENED IF THEY 

SEND ME HOME WITH A FLAG. I had called a couple who had been customers of ours and                              
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read them the letter over the phone. They in turn, called a newspaper reporter. He called me and 

asked if I would read the letter to him. After he heard it, he asked permission to publish it. Many 

other articles were written and they traveled across the United States and then into many foreign 

countries through the STARS AND STRIPES. 

     An elderly retiree, sent us $3.00 to by a rosebush for Sammy’s grave. Not knowing our address, 

she sent it to President Johnson. He forwarded it to the Secretary of State, who forwarded it to us. 

Another letter was simply addressed,” TO THE PARENTS OF PFC. SAMMY HARTZELL, 

PENNSYLVANIA” and it was delivered to us! It was however stamped: PLEASE INFORM 

YOUR CORRESPONDENTS OF YOUR COMPLETE ADDRESS. 

     Sammy’s letter that I read the day the two arrived had also expressed his desire that if they 

reported he’d been killed, he wanted us to see his body and know there wasn’t some mix up as was 

happening there frequently. Surely that wouldn’t be possible since he detonated a mine. The silver- 

gray casket was hardly in place when flowers began to stream in. Much to our surprise the funeral 

would be open casket. Sammy’s wish was being fulfilled. 

     Because of my experience with plays, and the use of mortician’s wax in shaping facial features, 

I realized what a lot of trouble someone had gone through to make his viewing possible. Here and 

there on Sammy’s face were what appeared to be drops of perspiration. It was the mortician’s wax. 

He was wearing his dress blues with his hands folded just below his chest. It was obvious that the 

white gloves extending from his sleeves did not contain his big strong hands. I winced as I caught 

the expression on his face. Sammy looked as though he was trying not to cry. Lovingly I leaned  
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across the glass covering the upper part of his casket in an effort to hug him. “It’s okay, Sammy,” 

I whispered. “Go ahead and cry…” 

Story 5 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dad interrupted…Is that your brother?” 

“Yes” 

“Let me talk to him. Dad came to the phone. “Hello, Sammy, this is Dad… Yes, I miss you too 
son. You remember I was only fifteen when I ran away and joined the Marines. Once I was in, I 
thought it was the biggest mistake I’d ever made. I’d have given anything for my Dad to have 
bailed me out, but it turned out to be the greatest experience of my life. You’ve planned this trip 
around the world for years…couldn’t wait for your eighteenth birthday to get your passport. Don’t, 
come home until you finish what you started out to do!” 

Sammy continued on. Six-foot-five, a good looking, pleasant young men, chosen the friendliest of 
two-thousand in his high school, he thought that seeing the world would be a good foundation for                                
further education. None of the parents of his friends would allow them to go along so Sammy set 
out alone. The football team had escorted him to the edge of town. Backpack in place with a sign 
that read, “MEXICO”, he waved good-bye to his buddies and walked off into the night. 

Sammy was gone a whole year. What a time he had! It was his plan to work his way from continent 
to continent on freighters. Sometimes he was given free passage and stayed in sickbay. The  

THE LETTER 

(What is your purpose?) 

                     By Donna Jensen 

Dinner over, Dad and I sat together reading in the living 
room of my apartment. From time to time we interrupted 
each other to share some new thought or bit of humor. R-
R-R-Ring. I laid my book on the arm of my chair and 
rose to answer the phone. 

“Sammy? Where are you?... Mexico? So, what’s 
happening?”  I laughed as he told me the only work he 
could find was floating on a barrel, scraping barnacles 
off a boat. 

“Isn’t that a little dangerous for someone who can’t 
swim?... All kidding aside, how are you?... Homesick, 
huh?... Well! Come home then!”  
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roughest ride he had on land was on top of a mail bus, crossing Afghanistan. The only place he 
stayed for any length of time was Bangkok, Thailand. For fifty-two days he struggled to find a 
way to leave. He joked that he might have to apply for citizenship. 

At last, he got a ticket to Hong Kong from Thailand International Airlines in return for using his 
pictures and story for advertising.  

From Hong Kong he went by boat to Yokohama where he got free passage on a Greek freighter to 
Canada. He hitchhiked the rest of the way home, having visited thirty-two countries and traveled 
40,000 miles. 

Back home Sammy got a job and enrolled in some college classes. Viet Nam was in the news a 
lot. Sammy had grown close to many people while in the Far East and the reports he heard from 
there troubled him deeply. After a lot of soul searching, he enlisted in the Marine Corps and asked 
for duty in Viet Nam. 

Basic training went along smoothly until it came to swimming. Sammy had never been able to 
swim. That was the one thing that would keep him in the states. Most of his off-duty hours were 
spent in the pool. His buddies began to call him “prune”. To pass the swimming test he must jump 
from twenty-five feet into the pool, fully clothed, with a pack on his back and a rifle in his hands, 
swim to the other side, and get out.  

In desperation he asked his instructor “If I jump from thirty-five feet and manage somehow to get 
out of the pool will you pass me?” 

“You’d be willing to do that?” the sergeant asked. 

“Yes, sir! This is very important to me.”  

“You’re on!” he replied.  

Don’t ask me how he did it, but he did. Nothing stood in his way now. Soon he was aboard ship 
headed for Viet Nam. 

Once in Viet Nam, Sammy wrote home frequently. He didn’t mention the horrors of war. When 
his closest friend was killed on Thanksgiving Day, he said it caused him to sit down and think 
about all that he had to be grateful for. In that letter he enclosed another labeled, TO BE OPENED 
IF THEY SEND ME HOME WITH A FLAG. 

March 9th, my birthday, when I entered the dental office where I worked, I received the word. 
Sammy was dead. Point man on night reconnaissance, he had detonated a mine. Due to the warning 
he yelled to those behind him, three men’s lives were saved. Posthumously, he was awarded a 
Bronze Star. 

Monday morning, I withdrew his letter from my safe deposit box and sat down to read it. 
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                    …Today is Thanksgiving and I’m going to write you  

                 a kind of a “Just in case” letter because it seems like a good 

                 day for it. Last night and most of today, I’ve been thinking  

                 about all I have to be thankful for. Seems like the Lord and 

                 I understand each other pretty well and that is such a feeling of  

                 comfort. I feel sort of like a well-tuned in radio receiving the 

                 right program loud and clear.  

                     If things don’t work out as we hoped and planned, let’s be  

                 grateful for all the good things we’ve had together. Okay? 

                    When my time comes, I think I’ll take it as contentedly as 

                an old man who has had the best the world has had to offer. 

                   I would like to be very close to you to be a comfort to 

                you but not so close that I’d bring you any sadness. 

                   A nice hill with lots of trees in Pennsylvania would do just 

                fine for a resting place… 

                                                      Sammy 
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Sammy’s letter was published in newspapers across the country and around the world. Mail 
flooded in as hearts were touched by Sammy’s life and death. 

The minister who gave Sammy’s eulogy closed by saying, “Our boys on the battle-front know 
what they are dying for. Let us make sure we know what we are living for.” 

 

 

Post Script: Sammy was laid to rest on a hill with lots of trees, in Pennsylvania.  
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                                                                CHAPTER 6 

 

Fear Not 

 

     When we have made Jesus Christ Lord of our lives and follow Him obediently, there is nothing 

to fear, Romans 8:28, because all things will then work together for our good. All things that come 

to us, must be filtered through the hand of God. How we choose to walk with God and His ultimate 

purpose for our lives will determine what passes through that filter to us. 

     As a new convert, I made the young lady discipling me nervous when I told her I had asked 

God to take me and do whatever He needed to do to me to prepare me for His use. She asked why 

I would do that. I replied that I might as well co-operate with God. Our part is to get to know 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit and then empowered by them, yield to their leading.  

     I can picture in my mind’s eye, a different type of buffet dinner, a spiritual dinner. Sumptuous  

tables overflowing with blessings, fill the banquet hall. But there is one table guests are shying 

away from. It isn’t out of the way or unattractively set up. The Banner over it reads “HARD TO 

SWALLOW”. As they read the labels accompanying the dishes, they draw back their hands from 

the ladles and serving forks, avert their eyes, and walk quickly away. 

     I move to that table to see what they are refusing. As I read the choices on the table, my mouth 

drops open and I step back as well. Surely none of us would choose these dishes. Why, there is a 

platter of afflictions, a tureen of diseases, goblets of ruin, tarts filled with shame, a steaming  
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carafe of failures, a fallen soufflé denoting the death of loved ones… 

     As the meal progresses, servers move unnoticed among the guests leaving upon their plate or 

in their cup, items from the “HARD TO SWALLOW” table, personally selected by their host to 

develop the maturity they will need to finish well in life. 

     I’m not saying that nothing ever scares me. I am saying that at what times I am afraid, I 

remember that I belong to God and I’m working with Him and nothing can happen to me that is 

not part of His plan for me. And because I trust Him and His plan for me, I am not immobilized, I 

can move ahead fearlessly. Peace is mine. 

 

Story 6 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   FEAR     

 

 

Julie didn’t like to use independent cabs but she’d 
missed the last bus. Bob had called in sick and she 
had stayed late at the mental health drop-in center 
seeing some of his more serious cases in addition 
to her own. Snow had been falling for an hour. She 
pulled the collar of her coat up around her face. At 
this hour, the dimly-lit, run-down area was   
pulsating with the troubled throng who lived there.  

Hailing the blue and white checkered cab, she gave 
her home address and settled back with a sigh. The 
driver introduced himself as Ted and made some 
small-talk that made her feel at ease. She leaned 
her head back against the seat, closing her eyes for 
a while. 
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Ted glanced at the “VICTIM” card from last night’s game, laying on the seat beside him. As he 
ran his hand over it his excitement grew. This fare was to be the victim! When traffic permitted, 
his eyes lifted to his rearview mirror to study her. 

As they pulled to the curb Ted came around to open her door. The sidewalk was slippery so it 
seemed natural that he take her arm and help her up the steps to her brownstone. Halfway up, Ted 
snapped open the switchblade in his pocket. Before she could voice her “thank you” and pay him, 
he reached around in front of her and slit her throat from ear to ear. Silently she slumped against 
the door. Ted hurried back to the cab and disappeared into the heavy traffic. 

I was horrified as I viewed this scene in a theatre in Hollywood where my aunt and uncle had 
brought me for a night out. The murders continued. All brutal. All without motive. All committed 
by four individuals who it turned out, met once a week to play a New Age game of murder and 
destruction and decided to carry out the deeds on the cards they drew. 

At that time, I knew nothing of demonic spirits, but now I know that a spirit of fear entered me as 
I watched those murders. I realized that something like that could happen to any of us without 
reason or warning. 

I left the theater trembling. When I arrived home, I quickly turned on all the lights, leaving the 
front door ajar while I searched through my entire little house; closets, laundry room, even under 
the beds. It was only then that I locked and bolted the front door. 

A couple of weeks later on a Saturday morning I went in to the large insurance company where I 
worked to get in some overtime and found no one there. I began to work, thinking others would 
drift in. About forty-five minutes later the security guard came through and said work had been 
cancelled for that day. I had not been notified. 

“Ýeah, one of your co-workers was murdered las night.” 

I looked at him in disbelief. 

“You knew Tammy Summers. She was found dead in her apartment.” 

I shuddered. Murder had come far to close. I couldn’t get out of that big empty building fast 
enough. For weeks I dreaded the times I had to spend alone. 

Then later that summer I had the most amazing experience. I attended a revival meeting in East 
Los Angeles where I ran head long into God under the ministry of a Messianic Jew. There I 
received Jesus Christ as my Savior. Jesus took my failures, my loneliness, my sorrow, anxiety and 
fears and gave me His righteousness, His plans for my success, and a place in the family of God. 
That kind of trade merited all my devotion. I was twenty-nine then. In forty years, I’ve had no 
better offer. 

I don’t know just when my fear left, but I know when it came back. Early in the fall there was a 
knock on my door at 2:00 A.M. Throwing back the covers, I rose and went to see what was 
happening. “Who is it?” I called out. 

“Taxi,” the voice replied with a thick foreign accent. 



                                                                                                                                     34 

Fear gripped me again with its icy tentacles. “I, didn’t call a taxi.” I managed to squeak out. Oh 

no, I thought. I should have said “we” didn’t call a taxi, now he knows I’m alone. A long silence 
followed. He didn’t move. Neither did I. Fear had me glued to the spot. I began to tremble. That 
made me angry. I remembered something I’d just read. This was my chance to try it. I stomped 
my foot like a little kid and said under my breath, “Satan, I’m a child of God, covered by the blood 
of Jesus and you can’t scare me so in His name, I command you to take your fear and leave!” Then, 
in the same undertone I addressed the man outside. “And you mister, can stand there all night if 
you want to, I’m going back to bed.” As soon as my head hit the pillow, I was asleep. When I 
trusted God in my fear, He took it, and the person causing it, away. 
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CHAPTER 7 

 

Moving from Darkness 

into Light 

 

     Jesus called me forth out of spiritual death, much perhaps, as He called Lazarus forth out of the 

tomb and natural death. The next step for both Lazarus and I was to have our grave clothes 

removed. Jesus told the throng of family and friends who were gathered around Lazarus to remove 

his grave clothes. I stood alone that night, having been brought to the meeting by strangers.  But 

you know what? They stepped up and became friends and family. And they helped me start the 

process of removing the grave clothes that had me bound: things like bad habits, emotional 

problems, fears, failures, false beliefs, incorrect information, ignorance. Through personal 

testimonies, Christian friends, great sermons, books and tapes, prayer, Bible reading and study, 

and attending Bible school, the strips of grave clothes fell off. Sometimes it was just a few inches. 

Sometimes ten or twenty feet! It was an amazing journey. 

     I had to examine everything I presently believed, in light of the truth of the Bible, and be willing 

to let go of what proved to be false. Now I was aware that I would be personably accountable to 

God for what I perceived to be truth. I couldn’t believe anything presented to me as truth, without 

examining it myself. That takes some work. But it is very satisfying to know how you reached the  

conclusions you did. I will always re-examine my beliefs at someone’s request. I don’t want to 

live in error. It is more important to become right than defend your error. We need to stay teachable. 



                                                                                                                                                       36 

Story 7 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

    

    

    

didn’t want to just didn’t want to just didn’t want to just didn’t want to just serveserveserveserve    God; I wanted to serve Him in the greatest possible way. My dream God; I wanted to serve Him in the greatest possible way. My dream God; I wanted to serve Him in the greatest possible way. My dream God; I wanted to serve Him in the greatest possible way. My dream 
began to crumble within me. Tears filled my eyes. Quickly I got up from my desk and went began to crumble within me. Tears filled my eyes. Quickly I got up from my desk and went began to crumble within me. Tears filled my eyes. Quickly I got up from my desk and went began to crumble within me. Tears filled my eyes. Quickly I got up from my desk and went 
to the to the to the to the ladladladladieieieies’s’s’s’    room. God will hear sincere prayers, where ever they are offered.  room. God will hear sincere prayers, where ever they are offered.  room. God will hear sincere prayers, where ever they are offered.  room. God will hear sincere prayers, where ever they are offered.  TTTThere in that here in that here in that here in that 
unlikely place, Iunlikely place, Iunlikely place, Iunlikely place, I    surrendered my will to God.  I would hold nothing back.  After a good cry, I surrendered my will to God.  I would hold nothing back.  After a good cry, I surrendered my will to God.  I would hold nothing back.  After a good cry, I surrendered my will to God.  I would hold nothing back.  After a good cry, I 
returned to my work with a broken heart. I actually went through a grieving perreturned to my work with a broken heart. I actually went through a grieving perreturned to my work with a broken heart. I actually went through a grieving perreturned to my work with a broken heart. I actually went through a grieving period where I iod where I iod where I iod where I 
mourned the loss of my dream. When healing came, a wonderful peace came too.mourned the loss of my dream. When healing came, a wonderful peace came too.mourned the loss of my dream. When healing came, a wonderful peace came too.mourned the loss of my dream. When healing came, a wonderful peace came too.    

I stopped considering every man I met as a possible marriage partner. Now my only interest I stopped considering every man I met as a possible marriage partner. Now my only interest I stopped considering every man I met as a possible marriage partner. Now my only interest I stopped considering every man I met as a possible marriage partner. Now my only interest 
in anyone was their spiritual, physical, and emotional wellbeing. Talk aboutin anyone was their spiritual, physical, and emotional wellbeing. Talk aboutin anyone was their spiritual, physical, and emotional wellbeing. Talk aboutin anyone was their spiritual, physical, and emotional wellbeing. Talk about    being set free!being set free!being set free!being set free!    

With the passing of time, I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake in assuming God wanted With the passing of time, I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake in assuming God wanted With the passing of time, I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake in assuming God wanted With the passing of time, I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake in assuming God wanted 
me to stay single. I talked to God about it and told Him that if I had messed things up by me to stay single. I talked to God about it and told Him that if I had messed things up by me to stay single. I talked to God about it and told Him that if I had messed things up by me to stay single. I talked to God about it and told Him that if I had messed things up by 
some grand gesturesome grand gesturesome grand gesturesome grand gesture,,,,    that He would straighten it all out.  Athat He would straighten it all out.  Athat He would straighten it all out.  Athat He would straighten it all out.  Anything that could come between nything that could come between nything that could come between nything that could come between 
God and us must be surrendered.  It’s up to God then whether He gives it back to us.God and us must be surrendered.  It’s up to God then whether He gives it back to us.God and us must be surrendered.  It’s up to God then whether He gives it back to us.God and us must be surrendered.  It’s up to God then whether He gives it back to us.    

I found the more I surrender to God, the closer I came to becoming a whole person.  If I wanted a I found the more I surrender to God, the closer I came to becoming a whole person.  If I wanted a I found the more I surrender to God, the closer I came to becoming a whole person.  If I wanted a I found the more I surrender to God, the closer I came to becoming a whole person.  If I wanted a 
strong Christian man in my life, I neededstrong Christian man in my life, I neededstrong Christian man in my life, I neededstrong Christian man in my life, I needed    to become a strong Christian woman.  I threw myself to become a strong Christian woman.  I threw myself to become a strong Christian woman.  I threw myself to become a strong Christian woman.  I threw myself 
into serving others and developing areas of my life that were weak.into serving others and developing areas of my life that were weak.into serving others and developing areas of my life that were weak.into serving others and developing areas of my life that were weak.    

MY OWN PERSONMY OWN PERSONMY OWN PERSONMY OWN PERSON    

                                                                    By Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna Jensen    

 

 

 

One of the first sermons I heard after coming to know the Lord One of the first sermons I heard after coming to know the Lord One of the first sermons I heard after coming to know the Lord One of the first sermons I heard after coming to know the Lord 
was based on Mt. 16:24 was based on Mt. 16:24 was based on Mt. 16:24 was based on Mt. 16:24 “Then said Jesus unto His disciples, if “Then said Jesus unto His disciples, if “Then said Jesus unto His disciples, if “Then said Jesus unto His disciples, if 
any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take 
up his cross, and follow me.”  I wondered how that related to me.up his cross, and follow me.”  I wondered how that related to me.up his cross, and follow me.”  I wondered how that related to me.up his cross, and follow me.”  I wondered how that related to me.    

The next day I was still mulling it over in my mind at work. I The next day I was still mulling it over in my mind at work. I The next day I was still mulling it over in my mind at work. I The next day I was still mulling it over in my mind at work. I 
had given away my belongingshad given away my belongingshad given away my belongingshad given away my belongings    and rented a room to attend and rented a room to attend and rented a room to attend and rented a room to attend 
Bible school.  What had I not denied myself?  Then my childBible school.  What had I not denied myself?  Then my childBible school.  What had I not denied myself?  Then my childBible school.  What had I not denied myself?  Then my child----    
hoodhoodhoodhood    dream of being a wife and mother began to fill my dream of being a wife and mother began to fill my dream of being a wife and mother began to fill my dream of being a wife and mother began to fill my 
thoughts.  thoughts.  thoughts.  thoughts.  OhOhOhOh    LordLordLordLord, , , , is that what you want from me? is that what you want from me? is that what you want from me? is that what you want from me?     

I knew that many people served God as married I knew that many people served God as married I knew that many people served God as married I knew that many people served God as married couples. But Icouples. But Icouples. But Icouples. But I    



                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            37373737    

Much of my teen and early adult years were spent telling my sad story to others.  No one had Much of my teen and early adult years were spent telling my sad story to others.  No one had Much of my teen and early adult years were spent telling my sad story to others.  No one had Much of my teen and early adult years were spent telling my sad story to others.  No one had 
any answers.  Finally, I came to the conclusion that I could be as happy as I chose to be, and I any answers.  Finally, I came to the conclusion that I could be as happy as I chose to be, and I any answers.  Finally, I came to the conclusion that I could be as happy as I chose to be, and I any answers.  Finally, I came to the conclusion that I could be as happy as I chose to be, and I 
chose to be happy.  Never mind the hopelessness I fchose to be happy.  Never mind the hopelessness I fchose to be happy.  Never mind the hopelessness I fchose to be happy.  Never mind the hopelessness I felt in my heart.  If I must live, I’d do it with elt in my heart.  If I must live, I’d do it with elt in my heart.  If I must live, I’d do it with elt in my heart.  If I must live, I’d do it with 
flair.  I’d discovered that living to make myself happy hadn’t worked.  I began doing things flair.  I’d discovered that living to make myself happy hadn’t worked.  I began doing things flair.  I’d discovered that living to make myself happy hadn’t worked.  I began doing things flair.  I’d discovered that living to make myself happy hadn’t worked.  I began doing things 
to bring happiness to those around me.  Now that I was a Christian it was a whole new ballgame.to bring happiness to those around me.  Now that I was a Christian it was a whole new ballgame.to bring happiness to those around me.  Now that I was a Christian it was a whole new ballgame.to bring happiness to those around me.  Now that I was a Christian it was a whole new ballgame.    

There was such peaThere was such peaThere was such peaThere was such peace in knowing that I was accepted and loved by God just as I was, but oh, I ce in knowing that I was accepted and loved by God just as I was, but oh, I ce in knowing that I was accepted and loved by God just as I was, but oh, I ce in knowing that I was accepted and loved by God just as I was, but oh, I 
wanted to make Him proud of me wanted to make Him proud of me wanted to make Him proud of me wanted to make Him proud of me     

The difficulty facing us as living sacrifices is that no ropes bind us to the altarThe difficulty facing us as living sacrifices is that no ropes bind us to the altarThe difficulty facing us as living sacrifices is that no ropes bind us to the altarThe difficulty facing us as living sacrifices is that no ropes bind us to the altar....    We must We must We must We must 
choose to stay on the altar while the dross is removed.  Growth in God will cost us everything! choose to stay on the altar while the dross is removed.  Growth in God will cost us everything! choose to stay on the altar while the dross is removed.  Growth in God will cost us everything! choose to stay on the altar while the dross is removed.  Growth in God will cost us everything!     
ButButButBut    from the crucible, we will arise a new creature in Christ. We will live victorious lives here, from the crucible, we will arise a new creature in Christ. We will live victorious lives here, from the crucible, we will arise a new creature in Christ. We will live victorious lives here, from the crucible, we will arise a new creature in Christ. We will live victorious lives here, 
and in the end, robbed in white, we will kneel befoand in the end, robbed in white, we will kneel befoand in the end, robbed in white, we will kneel befoand in the end, robbed in white, we will kneel before the King of Kings.re the King of Kings.re the King of Kings.re the King of Kings.    
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CHAPTER 8 

Knowing Him 

                                                                                                                                                         

     A few months after I came to know the Lord, a Sunday night worship service I attended, ended 

with an invitation to take a few minutes to tell Jesus how much we loved Him. All around me, 

hands were raised in the air as believers poured out their love to the Lord. I couldn’t honestly do 

that, because I didn’t know Jesus very well yet. I could have offered up immense gratitude for my 

salvation, but that wasn’t the question. I knew I didn’t need to impress anyone there, so I stood 

with my hands at my sides and talked honestly with Jesus and asked Him to reveal Himself to me 

so that I could love His as He deserved.  

     Well friends, Jesus did just that. I could never have imagined how my request would have been 

answered, or how soon.  A couple of years later, I went through an experience, equal in my 

estimation, to walking through “the valley of the shadow of death.” 

     All of my dreams came crashing down about me when my husband of fifteen months was 

arrested for child-molesting, and horror of horrors, he was guilty! He confessed…  I was both sick 

and numb at the same time. How could it be true? Surely not the man I He knew and loved! 

     Wayne was handcuffed in front of me and taken from the house we were staying in with my 

high school friend and her family. These friends were so very gracious to me in this time of great 

sorrow and shame. 
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     I had attended a church service a couple of days before this happened. I couldn’t tell you what 

the message was but I had come away feeling as though I had taken a tranquilizer of mammoth 

proportions. It was like being on a cloud that supported me through the next several months. When 

I hit bottom, it buffered me. Nothing was as bad as it could have been. Jesus made me aware of 

His presence as He sustained and guided me one step at a time. 

     I sought the will of God as to what I should do about my relationship with Wayne. Of course, 

I would visit him in jail, be there at his trial, and visit him in prison if that was how this would end. 

     I didn’t know if it was God’s desire for me to live with him as his wife, should he be released. 

I believed that God would give me the strength to do His will and to experience great joy in 

obeying. 

     The Lord settled Melissa and I in a nice little apartment in Los Angeles. We found a church 

home. All of our needs were met. God continued to use me to minister to others in many ways 

through this time as I observed their needs and did what I could for them.  

     With Wayne in jail, I sat down at Christmas to write to my family and friends. I’d heard it said 

that the only thing that can hurt you, it what you keep a secret. With that in mind, I enclosed a note 

in my card and shared what we were in the midst of. I ended by saying, “I know now, whom I have 

believed, and am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I have committed unto Him, against 

that day.” I got to know Him… and the relationship has continued to grow as he walks with me, 

and sometimes carries me, when I can walk no longer, on our journey toward Heaven. 
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Story 8 

 

 

 

 
duck into a coffee shop to relax and talk. He was divorced, with two young children and very 
broken over their loss. When his ex-wife came down from northern California and agreed to see 
him, I babysat their children while they went out. After that meeting, Wayne realized there was 
no hope of reconciliation.  

He began to go to church with me and others that I brought from the area.  He was attracted to me 
because of my relationship with God and my ministry on the streets.  When I started to care about 
him, I asked God if this was the man I was to marry.  I asked classmates to pray with me about it 
and then through several different scripture verses I came to believe that Wayne was the husband 
God had planned for me.  If he was not, I would never have developed a relationship with him.  I 
knew that we could not date until he was saved.  I prayed that would happen soon, for his sake. 
 
One Sunday I looked up from ministering to a lady at the altar in church and found Wayne 
watching me intently with the glimmer of tears in his eyes.  After dropping the others off, Wayne 
began talking about the sermon we’d just heard.  Rev. Kephart had said that it was impossible to 
see Jesus in the lives of many who claimed His name and asked us to leave enough evidence that 
if we were taken to trial for being a Christian that we’d be convicted. 
 

HERO WITH FEET OF 
CLAY 

                          By Donna Jensen 

When I met Wayne, the man I was to marry, he was a hero 
with a commendation from the Los Angeles Police 
Department for acts of bravery he performed as a private 
citizen. He had disarmed a man who had a police officer 
down in a robbery attempt. 

Wayne was clean cut, tall and muscular, with a broad 
winning smile. He lived on the edge of skid row and worked 
as a security guard. He introduced himself one evening on 
the street, saying that he thought I might like to know that 
the man I’d prayed for there, the night before, was out of the 
hospital. It was good to know that people were watching. 

Our paths continued to cross, and from time to time, we’d  



                                                                                                                                                     41 
Wayne said, “Donna, if I thought I could live my faith the way you do, I’d ask you to help me pray 
right now.” 
 
“What makes you think you can’t?” 
 
Wayne starred of into the distance for a moment and then replied, “I’ve messed up everything I’ve 
ever done.” 
 
“That can’t be true.” 
 
“It is true!” 
 
“Okay, Wayne, let’s say that it is true. If you receive Jesus as your Savior, you start over with a 
clean slate.  And, if you receive the baptism of the Holy Spirit, you’ll have the power to be the 
man God created you to be.  That’s the good news of the Gospel!” 
 
Wayne was thoughtful.  “It’s hard to believe that God has any real plans for me.” 
 
“There’s only one way to find out!  Give Him a chance.  What do you have to lose?” 
 
“Huh!   What do I have to lose…?” Words failed him. His face contorted painfully and reddened.  
He began to shake with emotion as he tried to stifle the sobs welling up in him. Anguished guttural 
sounds escaped his lips and finally, the words, “God, I need your help!” 
 
I led him in the sinner’s prayer and witnessed his spiritual birth. 
 
Two weeks later we went out on our first date. Wayne proposed that night. Jubilant, I accepted 
and we set the date for three weeks from that night. I believed we had the go ahead from God and 
we could see no reason to wait. 
 
The night before our wedding, Wayne told me that there was something he had to tell me before 
we got married.  He looked so troubled; my heart sank a little, wondering what it could be. 
 
He told me that he had a juvenile record that the courts had sealed but wanted me to know.  I took 
his hand and encouraged him to go on.  He said that his mother had had him arrested when he was 
fourteen and he had spent several months in juvenile detention. I was shocked to hear that a mother 
would do such a thing. He explained that a three-year old neighbor girl had come out of the 
bathroom at their house and asked him to unbutton her play suit so that she could use the toilet. 
He said his mother came in and found him helping her and had a fit about it and called the police. 
He swore that he’d done nothing wrong and he’d gone through hell over it. 
 
Looking at him, I couldn’t believe there was an evil bone in his body. He didn’t have to tell me 
but he did… Should I call off our wedding? He waited in silence for my decision. I believed him.  
My heart was at peace. We were married as planned. 
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Just before our first anniversary, our daughter Melissa was born.  I couldn’t have been happier. 
Within in two years-time, I’d come to know Jesus, married a wonderful man, and became a mother.  
 
I didn’t think life could get any better. Sadly, it got a lot worse. Wayne was arrested for molesting 
a little girl and horror of horrors, he was guilty. 
 
After several weeks of being unemployed he’d gotten a job working nights. A few days earlier 
we’d argued. He said I should leave, that he didn’t deserve me and sooner or later I’d discover it 
and throw him out. I told him that was foolishness and reassured him of my love.   
 
The day of his arrest, after working all night, he had gone to an x-rated movie.    Leaving the 
theater, he tried to find a prostitute. Failing to do so, he picked up a kindergarten child as she left 
school, offering to give her a ride home. He stopped along the road where he fondled her as she 
sat beside him in the car. Disgusted with his own behavior he stopped and let her out of the car. 
Lost and alone, she began to cry… Someone came to her rescue. The deputy sheriff told me 
Wayne’s account of what had happened and that was collaborated at his arraignment.  
 
Wayne was sent to Los Angeles County Jail to await trial for kidnapping and child molestation 
while I faced our family and friends with what had happened. Before I could do that, I had to make 
some kind of peace with God. 
 
I’m sorry to say that my first thoughts were for myself. I agonized that I’d married a man who 
could do such a thing as harm a child. I asked God why He’d allowed me to choose Wayne. Had 
I not heard from Him? Was all this my doing? God knew that what I wanted more that anything 
was to serve Him, pure and undefiled. What was I to do now? All the horror stories I’d ever heard 
about “once a child molester always a child molester” cut through me like slivered pieces of glass. 
But, wait a minute. Wasn’t the good news of the gospel that Jesus could fix it all? Yes, I believed 
that. I had told it to people in skid row and everywhere they’d give me an ear. But … But ... God 
has to have our cooperation. Had Wayne not cooperated? Would he cooperate? If it had not been 
for God’s mercy and strength, I’d have been crushed by the weight of this whole ordeal.  
 
God reminded me that the place to start was by forgiving Wayne. I didn’t feel that was humanly 
possible. I’d been told that forgiveness was a choice and that if I was willing, God would make me 
able. This is where the rubber would meet the road. I chose to forgive Wayne and God made it 
possible, right then! 
 
I sought counsel from the professor at Bible school whom I most admired. He agreed with the idea 
of “once a child molester always a child molester” and advised me to have my marriage annulled. 
I had a child; I didn’t want to annul my marriage. Divorce was not an option for me, but I knew 
that I didn’t have to live with anyone who would be a threat to me or my child. 
 
A friend of mine offered to put up bail to get Wayne out of jail. I refused. “Leave him right where 
he is! I don’t know if he’d hurt someone else.” If he was to be released, I didn’t know if I should 
take him back. I needed to do a lot of praying. 
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Just before Thanksgiving, while Wayne was awaiting trial, friends called to tell me their little 
church had “prayed in” a big-name evangelist and Wednesday night they were going to have a 
Miracle service. Gratefully, I accepted their invitation and offer of a ride to the meeting. 
 
My heart sank as the minister announced that God had changed the order of the service and he 
would speak on something else. When he had finished his message, the evangelist said that God 
had now released him to minister in the realm of the miraculous. He asked everyone who needed 
a miracle in their life, or the life of someone else, to come to the front. 
 
I was standing in the middle of a line of about fifty people across the front of the church. The 
evangelist merely walked down the line holding one hand in the air and people fell under the power 
of God. Every one fell to my right and then everyone fell on my left. I was the only one standing. 
The evangelist walked back and stood in front of me, listening for a word from God. 
 
“This isn’t for you is it?” 
 
“No.” 
 
He asked me to tell him what I needed. After hearing the problem, he spoke to the congregation. 
“Oh, Brothers and Sisters in Christ, I want you all to raise your hands toward our sister here, and 
pray with me!” As they prayed, my knees buckled and I fell with the others on the floor, slain in 
the Spirit. I had never had this experience. I thought, surely I’d received my miracle. 
 
The next day was Thanksgiving. I arrived at the jail very early. Visitors were admitted on a first 
come, first serve basis. For the most part, the crowd was a motley looking group, appearing as 
troubled at those they came to visit behind bars. It was hard for me to believe that my baby Melissa 
and I had earned a place in their ranks. 
 
Visiting hours were about over and still Wayne’s name hadn’t been called. I was anxious to see if 
there was a change in him. “It’s, ok, Lord,” I sighed, “if I can’t see Wayne until tomorrow. Many 
of these people can only visit on a holiday and I’ve seen Wayne every day since his arraignment.” 
Wayne was the last inmate to be called for the day. 
 
We took our seats across from each other. Separated by thick glass, we picked up the phones. 
“Happy Thanksgiving,” we said pretty lamely, and smiled. I held the phone to Melissa’s ear so she 
could hear her father’s voice. I said nothing about my experience at church, waiting and hoping 
for Wayne to reveal that he’d been touched by God. After some small talk, Wayne said, “Last 
night I held a Bible study here with a few men.” 
 
“You did?” 
 
“Yes.  I told God that whether or not I got you back, and even if I had to go to prison, I wanted to 
serve Him. So, I began with that Bible study.” 
  
 



                                                                                                                                                   44 
That was music to my ears. “Then I’ll stand by you, Wayne, whether you come home or go to 
prison.”      
 
I was questioned by a psychiatrist and Wayne was examined by two psychiatrists. They concluded 
that he was not a pervert but needed to learn how to handle stress and leniency was recommended 
to the court. 
 
After 86 days in jail, Wayne came to trial. He was found guilty of lesser charges and sentenced to 
fifteen years in prison but released on three years’ probation which would include mental health 
counseling. I was there with Melissa to pick him up on his release. 
 
 
Post Script: 
I had to learn to love Wayne all over again. I felt responsible to see that he never repeated that 
crime. I watched him, but didn’t want him to feel watched. When I heard of a child being molested, 
I felt sick and wondered if he could have been where it happened.  
 
Wayne was asked to testify at a men’s breakfast at the church I’d started attending while he was 
in jail. I had been open with family and friends. His probation officer said we were crazy to do 
that. People didn’t want to hear it. They would burn down our house with us in it. So, we stopped 
speaking of it at all. 
 
We decided to see if we could find the one in a thousand who ever left homelessness and addiction 
in skid row behind and share our one-bedroom apartment with him as he got back on his feet. To 
do that we needed his probation officer’s permission because he was not allowed to associate with 
felons and most of the people we worked with were probably “wanted.” We were granted 
permission. Wayne was laying his life on the line by doing this. If there were any problems, he’d 
go to prison for fifteen years. 
 
The first Sunday we went to skid row we found a man and took him to church with us. He got 
saved and we invited him home. He gladly accepted our offer. We decided to continue to go to 
skid row on Sundays and take men to church. The next Sunday we found another man, and the 
following Sunday another man with a dog! Now we had one on the couch and two on bedrolls on 
the floor. We felt that God must surely want us to do this so we gave our notice to move.  
 
We were experimenting with our new faith. We would give our all and trust God to supply the 
rest. And He did. We found just the right house the day before we needed to move and financed it 
with an income tax refund, we received that week. We had the house for nine months before 
moving to Pennsylvania. During that time, we shared our home and lives with sixty people. We 
continued to share our home with strangers and family members over the years as the need arose. 
I do not know of any further transgressions made by my husband. We had three more children and 
he was loved by them all. He died at the age of fifty of a massive heart attack. 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

                                     Discipleship Begins at Home 

 

     Having my children in my thirties and being a new convert to Christianity was an exciting time 

for me. I pictured my children growing up knowing Jesus and all of us singing chorus’ together as 

we washed the dishes and cleaned the house, something like Julie Andrews and the Von Trapp 

children. Well, we can dream… 

     I had been raised without God or any Christian influence in my life. What a great void that 

created. All of my children were dedicated to God as infants, and my husband and I promised to 

raise them to know Jesus. Together we all prayed, sang chorus’, and studied God’s way to live 

from the Bible. Even after they left home, I’d share new things I continued to learn. 

     When we lived in Arizona, a little Mexican girl who was a friend of my children stopped daily 

to meet them at our house and walk to school.  One morning Angela came to me, troubled. “Mrs. 

Rotsch, my mother forgot to bless me, will you do it?” She bowed her head and waited. 

Delighted to serve her in this way, I placed my hand on her head and said, “Bless Maria and keep 

her safe today, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, amen.” It takes a village… 
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     With a Christian upbringing, my children had the opportunity to hold up God’s way and 

compare it to that of the way of the world. I had not been given that choice. Let us make the 

sacrifices it takes to live a godly example before the world. 

Story 9 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’m so glad things happened in that order.  
 

I enjoyed Melissa very much as a baby but I looked forward to the time when we 
could talk to each other. There were so many things I wanted to share with her and 
I was experiencing growth in so many ways because she was now a part of my life. 
 

I prayed for Melissa and her future life before she was born. After her birth I thanked 
God for the gift of her precious little life and asked Him to help me be the mother 
she needed. 
  
As the bumps and bruises of this world came her way, I prayed with her and for her. 
It has thrilled me as I work around our home to hear her call on the name of Jesus. 
He is very real to her. 

“IS WILLIE GOING TO GO 

TO JESUS’ HOUSE?” 
(Disciple your children) 

 

 
As a young girl I was inspired by the movie, 
“CHEAPER BY THE DOZEN”. To have a 
big, loving, happy, family became my 
dream. I sought after wisdom that I might be 
happy and in turn, help my children to find 
happiness. 
 

The years went by and no husband appeared. 
Then—at 29, I met Jesus Christ and made 
Him Lord of my life. At 30 I met Wayne, 
and God made us man and wife. At 31 God 
blessed me with a baby girl. 
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The Thanksgiving that she was two, I became very ill and was lying on the living 
room couch. Wayne was sitting nearby in his chair. Melissa came over and took hold 
of my hand. “Mommy, I don’t want you to be sick. I want to pray for you.” She 
reached over and took hold of her father’s hand and bowed her head. 
 
Unsure of just what to say she waited for me to say the words. Within a couple of 
hours, I was feeling fine. 
 

A few weeks later she brought me a small New Testament and asked me to find 
Matthew. She looked up at me and said, “Mommy, I want to help people—big 
people. I want to tell them about Jesus.” 
 

Melissa is three and a half now. She continually talks about going to Jesus’ House. 
Jesus House is what she calls Heaven. She understands about death and she knows 
that people will either go to be with Jesus when they die or they will go to hell.  
 
A friend, whom I’ll call Willie, spent the Christmas holidays with us.  

Something about him caused her to leave her toys as he drove away and come and 
ask, “Is Willie going to go to Jesus House?” 
 

The Lord has blessed our home with another sweet little girl. In our church we 
dedicate our children to God at an early age. By this, we promise in front of the 
congregation to raise our child to know God and His Son, Jesus Christ. 
 

Allyson was dedicated when she was four weeks old. Melissa asked, “Can I 
dedicate my dolly to God?” 

 

I assured her we would do that for her at home. 
 

At the conclusion of our next church service, I went to practice a song with a group 
of ladies and Melissa stayed to play with a friend.  
 

Practice finished—I walked past the altar. There lay Melissa’s dollies. 
 

Mother have you taken your baby to the altar and left him in God’s hands? Do you 
know—is your Willie going to go to Jesus’ House? 
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CHAPTER 10 

Forgive! 

     We are commanded to forgive. It is not a suggestion. Those who forgive, will be forgiven. 

Strong words… Pastor Daniel Ekechukwu of Nigeria died in an ambulance following an 

automobile accident, having not forgiven his wife when they had argued and she slapped him. He 

was told by Jesus that would send him to hell if he remained unforgiving. Two angels had escorted 

Daniel to Heaven and he was given a tour of a portion of it. Then he toured parts of Hell. He was 

amazed to discover there were people in Hell whose major sin was unforgiveness. After being 

dead for three days, Daniel returned to life. The first thing he did was to forgive his wife and ask 

her forgiveness. The major thrust of his ministry today is that we must choose to forgive. 

     Unforgiveness in medical books is classified as a disease. Dr. Steven Sandiford, Chief of 

Surgery at The Cancer Treatment Centers of America, states that refusing to forgive  makes people 

sick and keeps them that way. Of all cancer patients, 61 per cent have forgiveness issues and of 

those, over half are severe.  

     One mother found that when she forgave a friend a longstanding grievance, her little boy was 

instantly healed of severe asthma. 

     Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. said, “Forgiveness is not an occasional act, it is a continual attitude,” 
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      Story 10 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
Unforgiveness can make us ill and lock our enemies into the behavior we dislike about them. 
Victims regain power over their lives when they forgive. When a college student was stabbed by 
a classmate he had befriended, his doctor later commented that it was forgiveness that saved his 
life. The young man asked him how he knew that. The doctor replied that he had lost so much 
blood that if he’d felt anger at his attacker it would have pumped the last of the blood from his 
body. 
 

People looking at our lives know that only God can enable us to forgive the horrendous things 
done to us. We all want to have a testimony. How much are you willing to pay for yours? 
 

Did you know that if someone feels you’ve done him an injustice, you have? God taught me this 
when a friend had become offended with the things I shared about my adventures serving God on 
the streets in Los Angeles’ skid row. In anger, Byron had said I should just wear a sign on my back 
that said “Super Christian!” At the time, I felt I did well not to respond back in anger, but God 
showed me there was more I needed to do. 

 
 

A FOOL FOR 

 CHRIST’S SAKE 
(Forgiveness) 

 

 

“For if you forgive men their sins, your heavenly 
Father will also forgive you.”  Matthew 6:14 It’s easier 
to forgive when you remember what it is to be 
forgiven. 
 

When God showed me that I was a sinner in need of a 
savior, there was no condemnation. God sought me 
out, just as I was and showed His great love to me. 
When I received the salvation He offered, He forgave 
me and forgot what I had done.  What a wonderful 
thing that my sin is remembered no more!  And, how 
blessed I was when I discovered the secret of 
forgetting the sins committed against me. 
 

God’s rules for human relationships are for the good 
of all parties concerned. 
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When I entered the room where I was to speak at a lay witness mission, I was dismayed to see 
Byron’s six-foot five muscular frame sitting center front. Why had he come? Big as he was, there 
was no way I could ignore him. 
 

I took a seat in the back of the room. As I waited my turn to speak, the Lord reminded me that I 
had not asked Byron to forgive me that I had upset him. I knew the reference God was making. 
“So, if when you are offering your gift at the altar, and there remember that your brother has any 
grievance against you, leave your gift at the altar and go; first make peace with your brother, and 
then come back and present your gift.”  Mt. 5:23-24 
 
I was there to minister to these people, not entertain them. This reminder from God made me 
realize that His anointing would not be on what I said, if I didn’t make things right with Byron. I 
was next to speak. That meant that the only way I could apologize to him was to do it publicly. It 
would be necessary for me to be a “fool for Christ’s sake.” That is what I choose to do.  
 

Stepping behind the podium, I began by saying that there was something I had to do before I 
presented my message. Looking down at my wounded friend, arms crossed over his chest and a 
scowl on his face, I said, “Byron, please forgive me for whatever I’ve done to upset you.” 
 

He and the audience were both taken by surprise. After a moment Byron rose and gave me a hug, 
saying he forgave me. All this left the audience wondering what in the world I’d done! But they 
forgave me too, wiping tears from their eyes. Amazingly, I was no longer aware of Byron’s 
presence and spoke freely to the crowd who enthusiastically received what I had to say.  

God enabled me to forgive my husband for the crime he committed and the shame it caused me 
but it was many years before I discovered that I was holding that suffering against God. I had 
sought the will of God to marry or not, and whom to marry. Now I saw. I blamed God for allowing 
me to marry a man who could molest a child. Quickened by the Holy Spirit in an invitation to 
search our hearts for things that stood between us and God, I forgave God and praised Him for 
what I’d learned from my marriage and the person I am today, because of it. 
 

There are two things that will enable our emotional pains to heal. The first is to bless your enemies. 
“To you who hear I say, love your enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless those who curse 
you, pray for those who mistreat you.” Luke 6:27-28 This is a radical thing that God commands 
and it will accomplish radical things, first in the one praying and then in the ones prayed for. One 
is shocked at the thought of blessing a rapist, a child molester, a murderer, but brothers and sisters 
in Christ, that is the only way to be set free from the bondage of the pain we experience. Hating 
such people will cause us life-long grief and keep them the destructive people they are. 

We have been taught to intercede for others: God bless Mommy and Daddy, and Grandma and 
Uncle Tom…” We continue in adulthood: we ask God’s blessings on our loved ones, the church, 
crops and farmers, the sick and dying, our favorite politicians, doctors, and teachers. 
 
Someone has said, “Think of someone you like the least; and that is how much you love God. This 
is not meant to make us feel guilty but to see how much we need to grow. Jesus reminds us that  
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even sinners and tax collectors can love their families and friends. Your family and friends don’t 
need prayers nearly as much as those who reject Jesus, hurt others, and lead the world to war. 
 

Pray for difficult in-laws and for the sibling you’ve always resented. Pray for parents who raised 
you wrong. Pray for world leaders, especially those whose politics disagree with yours. Pray for 
leaders of foreign governments. Pray for all Christian groups, as well as Buddhists, Muslims, 
Zoroastrians, and Hindus. Pray for terrorists, abortionists, adulterers, pornographers, spouse 
beaters, polluters of our environment, thieves, liars, loan sharks, prostitutes, and members of 
organized crime. 

There is nothing in the Bible that suggests we can even ask these people to reform. Instead of 
prayers for changed behavior your prayers must be prayers of blessing. You can’t pray for your 
enemies until you ask God for strength and inspiration. Then you can forgive all your enemies and 
God’s enemies as you pray. Bumper stickers and posters declare, “Prayer changes things,” and it 
does. It also changes “the one praying.” 
 
Don’t pause to concentrate on forgiving anyone during prayer. Forgiveness is part 
of the fruit of prayer and the blessing. Both your mouth and your mind are changed by this process.  
 
You may actually choke the first time you stammer, “God bless ________________. Bless him as 
he comes in and as he goes out. Bless his relationships, his finances, his health, his personal 
interests, his talents, his gifts, and his family. Amen.” 

Say this prayer out loud. Just as in Mt. 15:11 we find, “It is not what enters one’s mouth that defiles 
that person, but what comes out of the mouth.” The good words that we speak can actually purify 
us and make us holier. A psychologist would call this “repeated auditory reinforcement” because 
what we hear ourselves saying over and over has a profound effect on our brain. 
  
There are prayers you have said aloud all your life. In the same manner, your prayers of blessing 
have to become a part of you. When you ask God to bless people, you are not asking a faraway 
God to do some nice thing to an equally faraway enemy. You’re inviting the Holy Spirit to create 
a profound change in you, a change that will make you stronger and holier, a change that will 
connect you through your will and words to another person. 

The second thing that will cause you to put an offense behind you is to treat the person as though 
nothing has happened. The first time I tried this was when my landlady didn’t return a rental 
deposit to me. It was money that my family desperately needed and I felt that we had left the house 
the way we found it. I was angry at first and complained to my sister-in-law about the injustice. In 
my head I forgave my landlady but decided I would not take a paper to her to be notarized and pay 
her even the small $3.00 fee. 
 

At that time, I listened to a tape on forgiving and forgetting and saw that if I had forgiven her, I 
would have her notarize the paper as planned before this incident. 
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So, acting as if nothing had happened between us, I had her perform the service for me. A month 
later, my sister-in-law asked how the problem with my landlady had worked out. “What problem?” 
I asked. 
 

“The problem with the return of your deposit,” she replied. 
 

It really worked! I’d forgotten there had been a problem. The most exciting thing about this though, 
was that a few months later when my former landlady was facing the possibility of cancer, she 
allowed me to pray for her. The tests came back negative and another bond was formed between 
us that blessed God.   
 

Don’t let anything block opportunities for ministry. Forgive, bless, and put it behind you. You’ll 
be so glad you did. 
 
When we put offenses behind us, it is not because we have forgotten. But our experience is healed 
and we continue the relationship in spite of the fact that from time to time, we remember. 
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CHAPTER 11 

Sexuality 

     Everyone has an opinion. Some shout there’s. Some whisper there’s. Some can’t talk about it. 

But everyone has an opinion about sex. Many voices offer advice on the matter. There is the voice 

of culture, the voice of politics, the voice of philosophy, the voice of morality and ethics, the voice 

of religion. I believe the voice we need to listen to, is that of God. We are not “another animal” 

living by instincts. 

     A lot of talk goes on around us about sex. We read about it in newspapers and magazines. We 

see it in movies and television shows. It’s in the music we listen to.  Our culture is saturated with 

sex, making it seem like sex before marriage is okay. What if the sins of the fathers are visited on 

the children to the third and fourth generation? What if the sin of illegitimacy is carried down for 

ten generations? God says that it is true. But, the good news of the Gospel is, those curses can be 

broken. Don’t just let life happen to you. If you choose to study anything, study how to live. 

     Satan. The father of lies, is convincing multitudes today that there is no absolute truth, that each 

of us discovers truth as it pertains to our individual lives. They say it’s okay if your truth and my 

truth are different. You can practice your truth over there, and I’ll practice mine over here, and 

we’ll tolerate each other.  Truth is defined in the dictionary as being an obvious or accepted fact. 

If we as individuals make up the rules we live by as we go along, look out for the guy who’s having 

a bad day, or someone with no morals, or someone who believes that might makes right. They 

won’t stay in their space. They’ll get up in your face. Who will determine whose truth has the  
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most truth in it, since we have concluded there is no real truth? I’ve discovered that truth is a 

person. That’s right, and His name is Jesus Christ. In John 14:6 He said, “I am the way, the truth 

and the life.” Can you imagine what it was like to talk to Jesus in the flesh and come to the 

realization that He was pure truth? He spoke the truth very kindly but every word was backed by 

the power of God. Those who listened commented that His words rang with authority. 

     The truth is that our universe is governed by two sets of laws, physical and spiritual. Sin sets 

natural consequences in motion. When you are undisciplined, disobedient, or out of harmony with 

God, you forfeit your claim to His protection and are at the mercy of the Devil and natural laws. 

God doesn’t send floods, or poverty, or disease. Broken natural laws send them. Sin sends them. 

God can’t intervene until we repent and ask Him to intervene. Most of the drought, poverty and 

disease in the world exist where false religions have a hold on the people. 

     Some sins carry curses and open doors for demons to come in and take control. In Deuteronomy 

chapters 27 and 28, curses are promised in these six areas: IDOLATRY, DISHONORING OF 

PARENTS, DISHONESTY AND DECEPTION, CRUELTY to the HELPLESS, SEXUAL SIN 

of ANY KIND, and DISREGARD for the LAW. 

     The flip side of the coin of cursing is blessing. In Jeremiah 30:39 we find, “I will give them 

singleness of heart and action… for their own good and the good of their children after them.” 

Let’s take a look at these curses. In the New Testament period, idolatry came to include the 

replacement of God in the mind of the worshiper. We must be on guard not to let houses, land, 

vehicles, our children, anything at all, come between us and God. 

Sexual unfaithfulness of a husband or wife in thought and action is adultery, as well as unlawful 

relationships between men and women, single and married. The penalty for adultery and 



 

                                                                                                                                      55 

fornication is spiritual death. Galatians 5:19-21 Don’t just slide over that. SPIRITUAL DEATH is 

eternity in hell. Life isn’t about you and your sexual itches. It’s about walking with God and 

fulfilling your destiny. In Proverbs 6:32 it says, “But he that commits adultery with a woman lacks 

understanding: he that does it destroys his own soul. A wound and a dishonor shall he receive, and 

his reproach shall not be wiped away.” 

     In First Corinthians 6:18 we are warned, “Flee fornication. Every sin that a man does is outside 

the body, but he that commits fornication sins against his own body.” All sins destroy, but he that 

commits fornication, sins against his entire constitution, even his body, soul and spirit. 

     Some of our sins, like idolatry, are passed down three and four generations. “…for I the Lord 

am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth 

generations of them that hate me.” Ex. 20:15 The curse of illegitimacy extends 10 generations.   

It’s easy to deceive ourselves. David deceived himself into thinking that there was nothing wrong 

with his relationship with Bathsheba. In a short time, he went from godly man to adulterer to 

murderer, and found no guilt in himself. The child of that union died. You won’t always feel the 

danger you are heading into or a tug on your conscience to warn you of what you’re getting 

involved in. You need to make the decision today that you will not for one moment consider sexual 

sin. If you are in sexual sin, decide to get out of it NOW. Yes, God will forgive, but not all things 

can be restored. 

     Whatever you do, don’t sin presumptuously. Don’t choose to do wrong knowing God is 

forgiving. Coming out from under His protection is dangerous. There is a Devil out there with a  
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plan for your destruction. Don’t give him an opening. Live in the peace and security that comes 

from walking with God and your soul will shine. (The following words were taken from the song, 

“Sunrise, Sunset” by B.J. Thomas. 

Story 11 
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God’s plan for marriage is for a man and a woman to become one. When they join sexually, God’s plan for marriage is for a man and a woman to become one. When they join sexually, God’s plan for marriage is for a man and a woman to become one. When they join sexually, God’s plan for marriage is for a man and a woman to become one. When they join sexually, 
that creates a bond that when broken, ”tears them asunder”. It is never a clean break It is a that creates a bond that when broken, ”tears them asunder”. It is never a clean break It is a that creates a bond that when broken, ”tears them asunder”. It is never a clean break It is a that creates a bond that when broken, ”tears them asunder”. It is never a clean break It is a 
jjjjagged tear. Pieces of the torn flesh of each cling to the other forever.agged tear. Pieces of the torn flesh of each cling to the other forever.agged tear. Pieces of the torn flesh of each cling to the other forever.agged tear. Pieces of the torn flesh of each cling to the other forever.    

    

BECOMINGBECOMINGBECOMINGBECOMING    

ONEONEONEONE 
    

Is this the little girl I carried?  Is this the little girl I carried?  Is this the little girl I carried?  Is this the little girl I carried?      

                            Is this the little boy at play?Is this the little boy at play?Is this the little boy at play?Is this the little boy at play?    

I don’t remember growing older…I don’t remember growing older…I don’t remember growing older…I don’t remember growing older…    

                                                                                                when did they?when did they?when did they?when did they?    

                       Sunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    Sunset    

    

                                                                                                                                        Sunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    SunsetSunrise,    Sunset    

                                                                                                    

                                                                                                                                                                                    Swiftly fly the years….Swiftly fly the years….Swiftly fly the years….Swiftly fly the years….    

    

What words of wisdom can I give them? How can I What words of wisdom can I give them? How can I What words of wisdom can I give them? How can I What words of wisdom can I give them? How can I 
help to ease their way?help to ease their way?help to ease their way?help to ease their way?    

Now they must learn from one another, day by day…Now they must learn from one another, day by day…Now they must learn from one another, day by day…Now they must learn from one another, day by day…    
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divorced. He was my first love and I thought I’d never love anyone else; so I continued in our divorced. He was my first love and I thought I’d never love anyone else; so I continued in our divorced. He was my first love and I thought I’d never love anyone else; so I continued in our divorced. He was my first love and I thought I’d never love anyone else; so I continued in our 
hurtful relationship. He once sent me to a doctor to get some tranquilizers. When hurtful relationship. He once sent me to a doctor to get some tranquilizers. When hurtful relationship. He once sent me to a doctor to get some tranquilizers. When hurtful relationship. He once sent me to a doctor to get some tranquilizers. When hehehehe        didn’t didn’t didn’t didn’t 
give  them to me, he asked why not. I had tgive  them to me, he asked why not. I had tgive  them to me, he asked why not. I had tgive  them to me, he asked why not. I had to chuckle as I told him the doctor said that o chuckle as I told him the doctor said that o chuckle as I told him the doctor said that o chuckle as I told him the doctor said that hehehehe    was was was was 
the problem.the problem.the problem.the problem.    

I went to church off and on to sing in the choir. I became a Methodist, but no one told me how I went to church off and on to sing in the choir. I became a Methodist, but no one told me how I went to church off and on to sing in the choir. I became a Methodist, but no one told me how I went to church off and on to sing in the choir. I became a Methodist, but no one told me how 
to become a Christian. As it turned out, a Messianic Jew led me to Jesus as he preached a revivato become a Christian. As it turned out, a Messianic Jew led me to Jesus as he preached a revivato become a Christian. As it turned out, a Messianic Jew led me to Jesus as he preached a revivato become a Christian. As it turned out, a Messianic Jew led me to Jesus as he preached a revival l l l 
meeting. The subject of his sermon was Samson. I learned that Samson was equipped by God meeting. The subject of his sermon was Samson. I learned that Samson was equipped by God meeting. The subject of his sermon was Samson. I learned that Samson was equipped by God meeting. The subject of his sermon was Samson. I learned that Samson was equipped by God 
to destroy the Philistines but his sexual sins caused him to lose his strength and die to to destroy the Philistines but his sexual sins caused him to lose his strength and die to to destroy the Philistines but his sexual sins caused him to lose his strength and die to to destroy the Philistines but his sexual sins caused him to lose his strength and die to 
accomplish the job God gave him to do. What a sad commentary. Our sins can accomplish the job God gave him to do. What a sad commentary. Our sins can accomplish the job God gave him to do. What a sad commentary. Our sins can accomplish the job God gave him to do. What a sad commentary. Our sins can be forgiven but be forgiven but be forgiven but be forgiven but 
the destruction they caused can’t always be restored.the destruction they caused can’t always be restored.the destruction they caused can’t always be restored.the destruction they caused can’t always be restored.    

God calls us all to control our passions. Sex was meant for a married couple. No marriage, no God calls us all to control our passions. Sex was meant for a married couple. No marriage, no God calls us all to control our passions. Sex was meant for a married couple. No marriage, no God calls us all to control our passions. Sex was meant for a married couple. No marriage, no 
sex. No fantasy sex. God asked me once if I wanted to masturbate or have people healed when sex. No fantasy sex. God asked me once if I wanted to masturbate or have people healed when sex. No fantasy sex. God asked me once if I wanted to masturbate or have people healed when sex. No fantasy sex. God asked me once if I wanted to masturbate or have people healed when I I I I 
prayed for them??? As a single woman I don’t fantasize about what prayed for them??? As a single woman I don’t fantasize about what prayed for them??? As a single woman I don’t fantasize about what prayed for them??? As a single woman I don’t fantasize about what is missingis missingis missingis missing. I do all I can . I do all I can . I do all I can . I do all I can 
with what I have. God gives us all with what I have. God gives us all with what I have. God gives us all with what I have. God gives us all sosososo    much. much. much. much.     

“Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things “Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things “Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things “Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things areareareare    honest, whatsoever things honest, whatsoever things honest, whatsoever things honest, whatsoever things 
areareareare    just, whatsoever things just, whatsoever things just, whatsoever things just, whatsoever things areareareare    pure, whatsoever things pure, whatsoever things pure, whatsoever things pure, whatsoever things areareareare    lovely, whatsoever things lovely, whatsoever things lovely, whatsoever things lovely, whatsoever things areareareare    of good of good of good of good 
report; if report; if report; if report; if there bethere bethere bethere be    any virtue, and if any virtue, and if any virtue, and if any virtue, and if there bethere bethere bethere be    any praise, thany praise, thany praise, thany praise, think on these things.” Philippians 4:8ink on these things.” Philippians 4:8ink on these things.” Philippians 4:8ink on these things.” Philippians 4:8    

As believers we must fight off temptation every day. Being tempted is not the sin. Only when As believers we must fight off temptation every day. Being tempted is not the sin. Only when As believers we must fight off temptation every day. Being tempted is not the sin. Only when As believers we must fight off temptation every day. Being tempted is not the sin. Only when 
we give into temptation do we sin. we give into temptation do we sin. we give into temptation do we sin. we give into temptation do we sin.     
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TTTThhhheeee    desire for sexual intimacy can be very strong, especially if you have already had sex. Only desire for sexual intimacy can be very strong, especially if you have already had sex. Only desire for sexual intimacy can be very strong, especially if you have already had sex. Only desire for sexual intimacy can be very strong, especially if you have already had sex. Only 
by relying on God for strength can we truly overcome the temptation. “No temptation has by relying on God for strength can we truly overcome the temptation. “No temptation has by relying on God for strength can we truly overcome the temptation. “No temptation has by relying on God for strength can we truly overcome the temptation. “No temptation has                                                                                                                                                                 

seized you except that which is common to man. And God is faithful; He will not let you be seized you except that which is common to man. And God is faithful; He will not let you be seized you except that which is common to man. And God is faithful; He will not let you be seized you except that which is common to man. And God is faithful; He will not let you be 
tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, He will also provide a way out tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, He will also provide a way out tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, He will also provide a way out tempted beyond what you can bear. But when you are tempted, He will also provide a way out 
so that you can stand up under it. I Cor. 10so that you can stand up under it. I Cor. 10so that you can stand up under it. I Cor. 10so that you can stand up under it. I Cor. 10:13 :13 :13 :13 ––––    NIV NIV NIV NIV     

Nine Bible verses that state there is to be no sex outside of marriage, I Cor. 7:2, Hebrews 13:4, Nine Bible verses that state there is to be no sex outside of marriage, I Cor. 7:2, Hebrews 13:4, Nine Bible verses that state there is to be no sex outside of marriage, I Cor. 7:2, Hebrews 13:4, Nine Bible verses that state there is to be no sex outside of marriage, I Cor. 7:2, Hebrews 13:4, 
Acts 15:19Acts 15:19Acts 15:19Acts 15:19----20, I Cor. 5:1, Gal. 5:1920, I Cor. 5:1, Gal. 5:1920, I Cor. 5:1, Gal. 5:1920, I Cor. 5:1, Gal. 5:19----21, I Thess. 4:321, I Thess. 4:321, I Thess. 4:321, I Thess. 4:3----5, I Cor. 7:85, I Cor. 7:85, I Cor. 7:85, I Cor. 7:8----9, Genesis 2:249, Genesis 2:249, Genesis 2:249, Genesis 2:24----35, I Cor. 35, I Cor. 35, I Cor. 35, I Cor. 
6:186:186:186:18----20.20.20.20.    

Struggling against sin seems hopeless some times, but don’t give up the battle. Here are five Struggling against sin seems hopeless some times, but don’t give up the battle. Here are five Struggling against sin seems hopeless some times, but don’t give up the battle. Here are five Struggling against sin seems hopeless some times, but don’t give up the battle. Here are five 
ways to win the war. Stay in prayer. ways to win the war. Stay in prayer. ways to win the war. Stay in prayer. ways to win the war. Stay in prayer. PrayerPrayerPrayerPrayer    pushes temptations from our minds. Stay in pushes temptations from our minds. Stay in pushes temptations from our minds. Stay in pushes temptations from our minds. Stay in 
God’sGod’sGod’sGod’s    Word. Word. Word. Word. WithoutWithoutWithoutWithout    God’s Word, we won’t know the will of God. God’s Word, we won’t know the will of God. God’s Word, we won’t know the will of God. God’s Word, we won’t know the will of God. StayStayStayStay    amongamongamongamong    GGGGod’s people. od’s people. od’s people. od’s people. 
No person is an island. Keep your faith. Only No person is an island. Keep your faith. Only No person is an island. Keep your faith. Only No person is an island. Keep your faith. Only faithfaithfaithfaith    in the Gospel’s promises humbles and in the Gospel’s promises humbles and in the Gospel’s promises humbles and in the Gospel’s promises humbles and                                                                                                   
strengthenstrengthenstrengthenstrengthens us for the battle we face daily. Live in virtue. Practicing virtue is good and s us for the battle we face daily. Live in virtue. Practicing virtue is good and s us for the battle we face daily. Live in virtue. Practicing virtue is good and s us for the battle we face daily. Live in virtue. Practicing virtue is good and 
necessary. When the heart is filled with gratitude, it will be more difficult to listen to the lies necessary. When the heart is filled with gratitude, it will be more difficult to listen to the lies necessary. When the heart is filled with gratitude, it will be more difficult to listen to the lies necessary. When the heart is filled with gratitude, it will be more difficult to listen to the lies 
of the Devil.of the Devil.of the Devil.of the Devil.    

Determine NOW that you will say no to sexual sin.Determine NOW that you will say no to sexual sin.Determine NOW that you will say no to sexual sin.Determine NOW that you will say no to sexual sin.    Nothing wilNothing wilNothing wilNothing will give you peace like being l give you peace like being l give you peace like being l give you peace like being 
right with God.right with God.right with God.right with God.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                59 

                                                                  CHAPTER 12 

His Enabling 

 

     For as long as I can remember, I have loved to be moved by words, my environment, music… 

just everything, I guess. I love to learn, and I look for knowledge and wisdom everywhere. It is 

such a blessing for me to find a song with lyrics that express a truth I have discovered. I will sing 

it and play along on the piano the way I feel it, not necessarily the exact rhythm the composer 

intended. William Booth, founder of the Salvation Army, took bar room, music and set Christian 

lyrics to it. People already tune the tunes and sang them with gusto. I sort of do the opposite. I take 

a hymn and bypass the steady beat and pause or elongate a word to put more feeling into it. So 

many hymns are sung without thought to their message. I remember the first time I tried to sing 

Amazing Grace after I got saved. I cried all the way through it. Now I understood what it meant. 

     When I was in Bible School as a new convert, at the age of twenty-nine, one of my classes met 

in the gym because there were three hundred in the class. Our professor asked one of us to read a 

portion of scripture.  No One volunteered. He was shocked. Looking us all over he said, “I don’t 

understand, you are all studying to be ministers or missionaries, and no one wants to read the Word 

of God? Still no hands went up. I hadn’t volunteered because I didn’t know how to pronounce so 

many of the words and most of my classmates had grown up teething on the Bible. Now, I raised 

my hand. Standing I began to read. I continually stumbled over words and my classmates would  

 

                                                                                                                                           



                                                                                                                                                   60 

call out the correct pronunciation. At last it was finished and I sat down. The professor thanked 

me and commented that he had never heard the word of God read with more feeling. Honor the 

Word of God by reading it meaningfully. 

     Be willing to experiment and discover your giftedness. I have discovered things I could do 

because of a need and there was no help and no money to hire it done. 

     A need arose that caused me to discover I had some ability to write. I was working at Queen of 

Angels Hospital my senior year in college. A notice was circulated among the staff looking for 

volunteers to help with the Annual Employee Christmas Show. I was taking extra classes to finish 

early and had no time for other things, but I said I might help with make-up or something like that. 

They knew I was working on a degree in drama and so… I became the director.  

     Five of the nuns had put something together as a surprise and wouldn’t let anyone see it until 

dress rehearsal, the night before the performance. Other performers laughed at them. I was sitting 

out front with the Hospital Administrator, She leaned over and said, “What are you going to do 

with that? Shaking my head, I replied, “I don’t know.” 

     I walked up onto the stage and had the curtains pulled so I could speak to the ladies privately. 

Smiling at them I said, “You have some really good ideas. Do you think we could get together in 

the morning and polish it up a little?” They agreed. On my way back to me seat I realized that 

tonight I’d have to write a funny skit for nuns to perform! And one of them was senile… I didn’t 

know the Lord yet but I was very much in awe of nuns. As I put the skit together, I wondered if 

nuns would want to do what I was going to suggest. I thought seriously about quitting my job right 

then, and just not going back.  
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     We met at the appointed hour and they received my suggestions and got it down well. They 

were the finale and ended the show with a bang. And so, my writing had its beginning. 

     Time and again I have found that the job I squeeze in, turns out to be the thing I really needed 

to do. In 1Peter 4:10 NIV we find, “Each of you should use whatever gift you have received to 

serve others, as faithful stewards of God’s grace in its various forms.” 

 

Story 12 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
“Oh?” I murmured, thinking back over my fourteen years. “Then I guess I’m ready to sing!”  Music 
was therapy for me.  Most days, I sang for hours. Much to my chagrin, I was unable to sing in 
public. I had developed a fear of singing off key that crippled my performance even after studying 
voice. 
 

At twenty-nine years of age, I was born again.  A short time later when I heard the song, “To Be 
Used of God”, my heart whispered, “amen!” I was so grateful for my salvation.  Any way God 
wanted to use me,” to sing, to speak, to pray…” any way at all, I was willing. I prayed earnestly 
to be able to sing for the Lord, but my fear remained. 
 

STEPPING OUT STEPPING OUT STEPPING OUT STEPPING OUT 

ON THE WATERON THE WATERON THE WATERON THE WATER    

(God will enable us)(God will enable us)(God will enable us)(God will enable us)    

By Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna Jensen    

 

“Mom, please!” my teenage son groaned. “You’re doing it again!”  
 

As I stood at the stove frying his eggs, the song I had been humming 
had turned into praise. Mid-phrase I stopped singing. Playfully I 
punched him on the arm. 
 
For as long as I can remember I’ve loved to sing. At the age of nine I 
began to play the piano. Soon I was accompanying myself as I sang. 
Mom and Dad encouraged me, buying one new piece of sheet music 
after another. When my Great Aunt Ida came to visit, we quickly 
discovered our mutual love of singing. One afternoon, her eyes 

twinkling, she smiled up at me through wire-rimmed glasses as she sat 

at the piano. “You know, Honey, I have always been told that you can’t 

really sing until you’ve suffered. 
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The following year I married and moved from California to Pennsylvania. There we attended a 
small country church. My sister-in-law’s mother was the organist. After a songfest at her house 
one evening, she asked me to sing at church on Sunday. I agreed to try if she’d play every note I 
sang. 
 

My solo came just before the sermon.  Somehow, I managed to get through it. I was honored when 
the minister asked me to sing every Sunday before he preached. 
  
In a couple of months, my husband accepted the opportunity to learn to weld and be paid for it in 
the shipyards in Newport News, Virginia.  There we joined the congregation of a very large church. 
Our first Sunday we sat behind the church secretary. At the close of the service she introduced 
herself and said that she’d like to hear me sing a solo. She gave my name to the choir director who 
asked me to sing. I said I would, but I kept putting it off. 

 

A trip to the doctor that February confirmed that I was pregnant. Talk about elated!  Nearly thirty-
one, at last my dream of mother-hood was coming true. I continued to put off my solo. A pregnant 
lady can find lots of reasons for not doing things. 
 

Five months into my pregnancy I contracted a virus infection that caused me to lose my voice.  For 
a month I could only speak in a whisper.  When my voice did come back, it seemed to have holes 
in it. Some notes just weren’t there.  
 

This time a new fear gripped me. What if I could never sing again? Clasping my Bible to me as 
though it was God Himself, I sat down to have a talk with Him. I promised                                                    
that I’d look for opportunities to sing for Him if He’d give me back my voice. 
 
As my husband’s training neared its completion, we made the decision to make our home in 
Arizona. Seven months pregnant now, I wanted to move before our child was born. 
 

Friends from church invited us over for dinner the week we were to leave. We ended the evening 
by gathering around the piano to sing. Ed, our host, was the first to realize that my voice was back. 
“Donna!” he exclaimed, “that means you can sing for us before you leave.” 
 

He went right to the phone and made the arrangements.  
 
That Sunday night, as I made my way to the front of the church, I thought, Boy, Peter walking on 

the water was no greater miracle than me getting up here to sing tonight! 

 
As I stepped to the microphone a wonderful calmness settled over me. The notes of the song came 
effortlessly. I was able to forget about myself and sing about my savior. Almost before I knew it, 
I was back in my seat. 
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The service over, I was stopped as I got up to leave by a hand on my shoulder. A gray-haired 
lady from behind me leaned forward and said, “My dear, I’m seventy-two years old and I want 
you to know that in all my life, I’ve never heard anything more beautiful!” 
 
That experience gave me the courage to step out on the water again and again in many different 
ways and never once did Jesus fail to hold me up. 
 
Post Script: 
 

I sang every Sunday at our new church until I went to the hospital to have our baby. 
 

When it came time for Wayne and I to dedicate Melissa to the Lord it was the Sunday that a new 
wing on our church was to be celebrated as well. 
 

As the opening part of the service progressed, Wayne leaned over and told me he’d like to sing a 
song too. I was amazed. I’d never heard him sing. Now, with no preparation, he chose to sing with 
a packed church. Not wanting to discourage anyone when performing was so hard for me, I simply 
asked him, “What would you sing?” 
 

He replied, “Oh I don’t know…” Leaning forward he picked up a hymnal and began to leaf through 
it. Stopping on, “In My Heart Their Rings a Melody, he said, “I think I could sing this.” 
 
We had been told that we could do or say whatever we desired so I knew it would be okay to add 
Wayne’s song. 
 

When we were called to the front, I told the congregation after singing my song that Wayne had 
never sung publicly before but since this was such a special occasion for us, he wanted to sing too. 
 

A couple of lines into his song the organist stopped playing. Wayne thought he must be singing so 
badly that she couldn’t play for him. He kept singing though and did beautifully. Later we found 
that when he started singing bass the organist couldn’t transpose it so thought it best to let him sing 
a ‘Capella. 
 

At the close of the service people came up to me and said, “You sang beautifully, but weren’t you 
proud of your husband?” 
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CHAPTER 13 

Follow Your Guide 

     Jesus promised to leave us a comforter, guide, and teacher when He returned to Heaven. All of 

that comes together in the Holy Spirit. Jesus commanded His disciples not to go out again to 

minister in His name until they had been baptized in the Holy Spirit.  If they needed it, how much 

more must we? They had to tarry to receive the Holy Spirit because it was not yet time for His 

release on the earth.  Once released, there is no longer a need to tarry to receive Him. 

     Don’t make simple things difficult.  God will give the Holy Spirit to any born again baptized 

believer who asks for it, regardless of age, rank, or gender.  Luke 11:13 “If ye then being evil, 

know how to give good gifts, unto your children; how much more shall your heavenly father give 

the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him?”  The Holy Spirit is given and received in the same way 

today as He was at first, by the laying on of hands.  Acts 8:15-17 “Then they laid their hands on 

them, and they received the Holy Spirit.” Once we have been baptized in the Holy Ghost, all the 

power that raised Jesus from the dead dwells in us and that power is released through our words.     

     The Baptism of the Holy Spirit swings wide the door into the supernatural powers of the 

Kingdom of God and makes available to the Believer, the limitless resources of God’s dynamic 

power.  It’s not the peak of our spiritual experience but the beginning of effective Christian service.  

As we walk in the Spirit, we’ll receive gifts for service and develop the fruits of the Spirit. 
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     In Mark 16:15-20 you will hear the last words of Jesus before He ascended into Heaven.  They 

were spoken to the believers standing around Him.  He said, “Go ye into all the world, and preach 

the gospel to every creature.  He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; but he that believeth 

not shall be damned.  And these signs shall follow them that believe; in my name shall they cast 

out devils; they shall speak with new tongues; they shall take up serpents; and if they drink any 

deadly thing, it shall not hurt them; they shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall recover. So 

then, after the Lord had spoken unto them, He was received up into heaven, and sat at the right 

hand of God. And they went forth and preached everywhere, the Lord working with them, and 

confirming the word with signs following." 

     His plans and purposes have not changed.  They are the same today.  This divine, dynamic 

power of God, is available to ever one of God’s obedient children today.  Be a witness for Jesus.  

For the sake of lost souls; for the sake of your friends and neighbors; for the sake of the sick and 

afflicted; for the sake of the tormented and demon possessed; for the sake of the heathen who have 

never heard that Jesus is alive; be a witness for Jesus with MIRACLE evidence. 

     The only reason you are not being used by God in this manner is that you haven’t become a 

Christian, or you haven’t grown in your relationship and have no knowledge or desire to be a force 

for God. It takes some fortitude to be a man or woman of God. 

     I purposely make an effort, moment by moment, to be tuned into the leading of the Holy Spirit. 

I look around to see who is in my space and consider why we are there together. Who is it that I 

am to have a divine appointment with? What should be my part? I’m not just walking from my 

apartment to the market, I’m always first of all, a servant of the Lord, and I am on a mission. When 

I obey the leading of the Holy Spirit it always turns out to be an adventure. 
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Story 13 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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…” 

 

 

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!”  
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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, and asked, “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! 
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CHAPTER 14 

                                                

                                               Close the Deal 

 

     If you were in the real estate business and you showed someone a house and pointed out all its 

assets, you’d ask them if they’d like to buy it. Billy Graham said it’s the same way with salvation. 

After you’ve told them about Jesus and what He did for us, ask if they want to join up! Make the 

sale. Many people remain unsaved because the invitation was not given. 

     So many of the people I had the privilege to leading to the Lord, I’d never see again. We can’t 

leave the baby in the delivery room. Those who have just been born again, need to begin to grow 

up in Christ. They need to be nurtured and taught by the family of God. Some may need home 

care, before they are ready to become part of the church. A few get-togethers in your home may 

be called for. What a privilege it is to assist new believers as they take their first steps. You may 

even get to be there as they discover the work God has for them. 

     The home-life of a Jew is centered around the Sabbath and preparing for it. Work is done each 

day leading up to it so that nothing need be done that day. We did our best to live godly lives each 

day of the week, and looked forward to all that was a part of Sunday. True worship includes all of 

what we do each day when all that we do is done for God…cleaning, fellowship, our jobs, family, 

play, learning. God expects to be on the throne of our lives. He shouldn’t be seen as being in the 

way of our plans for the week.   
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     We should get up early enough in the morning to pray and have personal devotions, and do 

some Bible reading. In depth study would be done later in the day. We should get the children up 

early enough that we can share a brief devotion together with them before they leave for school. 

When my children were teenagers, and we sang a couple of chorus’ in the morning, our canary 

would join in and sing her little heart out. At other times of the day we took more time to teach 

our children from the Bible. 

     Wednesday nights there was an activity for each of us at church. I remember one Wednesday 

as I was thinking about the service to come, I was telling the Lord I’d not be able to stand and 

praise Him in song that night. I had given birth to my fourth child on Monday, just before my 

fortieth birthday, and was very weak. But, as the music began and all around me brothers and 

sisters rose and began to clap their hands and sing, I rose too. The Holy Spirit lifted and sustained 

me. 

     Part of Saturday was spent cleaning the house and preparing a meal that could be served quickly 

on our return from church the next day. All except the huge dinner rolls, they were baked fresh 

each Sunday morning. We always had guests for Sunday dinner. There was a standing invitation 

after church for regulars, and visitors were always invited too. 

     Getting out of bed in the morning is probably the hardest thing I do. � I have discovered over 

the years though, that timing is everything! If we were to start our day pleasantly, we had to give 

it enough time. Making that happen with four young children and getting us to church in a good 

mood, had been a challenge for me. After teaching kindergarten for a year in a Christian school  
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though, and taking twenty-seven five-year-old’s to chapel every Friday, my four seemed like 

nothing!  

     Make enough time for the important things in your life. 

 

                                                                                                                                                      

Story 14 
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“In as much as you have done 

it to the least of these…” 

                    By Donna Jensen 

 

 

Preparations for Sunday were part of every day. Prayer 
gave us direction and strength. Time spent with God 
reading and meditating on His word kept us close to 
Him. Love motivated us to be obedient to His leading in 
all of our relationships with people. Saturdays, I baked 
large dinner rolls and a cake to go with a salad and a 
hearty stew that simmered slowly on the stove. This was 
for the lunch we served after church in our backyard. 
Members of our congregation had a standing invitation 
to join us. Visitors were invited to come along too. 

On Sunday our church served breakfast to anyone who 
wanted to come. My husband and I, with our four little 
ones in tow, left early enough for church to search the 
surrounding neighborhood for likely prospects to come 
with us; people sitting on benches or standing around 
with nothing to do. They were invited to come home for 
lunch after church and get acquainted. 

One Sunday we hit the jackpot! Two men accepted our 
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invitation, a middle-aged man and a teenager. They also joined us for lunch. I asked both men to 
take a few minutes to talk with me before they left. 

Tony, the older man, sat down in my office with me. Briefly, I shared my testimony with him. 
Then I asked him if he’d like to invite Jesus into his life. A half smile warmed his face briefly, but 
his shoulders drooped. “Ma’am, I’ve spent most of my adult life in prison. I’ve seen men ask Jesus 
to come into their lives. Sometimes it made a difference, sometimes it didn’t. I want to do it but 
something keeps me from it. I just can’t! He leaned forward and put his head in his hands.  

“Tony,” I asked, “may I pray for you right now, that you will be free to do what you really want 
to?” 

“Yes Ma’am, please…” 

I prayed out-loud so that he knew what I asked God for. First, I bound Satan’s hold on him and 
then I released him in Jesus name to do what he wanted to do. A sob escaped his lips and he cried 
out to God to save his soul. Heart-wrenching sobs continued to shake his thin frame for some time 
as he confessed his sin. He was raw and exposed. Then forgiveness came down over him like a 
warm blanket and he was so comforted. I felt honored to be a part of it. 

When Brandon was ready to leave, I suggested I walk back to the bus depot with him and talk 
along the way. He told us that morning that he’d left home in Iowa when he couldn’t seem to see 
eye to eye with his parents on anything. Since then he’d had some tough times and a close call 
with the police. When he called home, his dad offered to buy him a bus ticket.  

As we walked along, I said, “Brandon, how would you say your relationship with God is these 
days?” 

 

 

                                                                               

 

 

 

 

“Can’t really say I have one.” 

“No?” I said, surprised. My church is 
Pentecostal and he had entered right in 
praising the Lord and raising his hands in 
worship. Lots of Christians don’t feel 
comfortable doing that. 

 “No,” he went on. “Oh, I was brought up in 
church. I just never made the commitment. I 
don’t think anyone ever asked me to.” 

“Well, Brandon,” I said, smiling. “Why don’t 
you do it right now?” 

He smiled back and said, “OK.” 

We stepped off the sidewalk and there, 
standing under a palm tree, with passers-by 
unaware, Brandon bowed his head and joined 
the family of God. 
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CHAPTER 15 

 

Don’t Forget Where You Came From 

 

     Dressed up with your shoes polished, hair fixed just right, no sea weed clinging to you, 

remember that not so long ago you were thrashing in a ocean of sin and about to drown. A strong 

loving hand reached down and pulled you to safety in a lifeboat of forgiveness. You should have 

kept a snapshot. Nothing you want to have framed? 

     Sometimes we get quite comfortable in that lifeboat. Maybe lay some carpet. Hang some 

pictures. Paint. Then we party with others who have been rescued, giving no thought to those not 

in the safety of the boat. 

     You can’t always see people’s need for salvation. It doesn’t show itself with a bruise or an open 

cut. Usually the wounds are deep inside, often camouflaged by laughter and feyned self-assurance. 

A man in my shop was listening to a conversation between a lady and I about spiritual things as 

he browsed. After she left, he said, “You know I don’t know if I’m a Christian or not. I was raised 

Catholic.” 

     I smiled and said, “It won’t take long to find out. Can you sit down for a few minutes?” I only 

had to ask a few questions to find that he had not been born again. In probably less than fifteen 

minutes, he left knowing that he was now a Christian and where to go from there. For me that was 

pretty awesome, and I think it was for him too. 

     Please don’t go to Heaven empty-handed. Take someone with you. 
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Story 15 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CAN ANYONE COME to 

YOUR CHURCH? 

(Rescue the perishing) 

 

                          By Donna Jensen 

 

 

Fellowship at our church in Los Angeles 
was very warm. Wayne and I joined a Bible 
study group on Friday evenings called 
Discipline and Discovery. A couple of 
weeks into the study, a change in my 
husband’s hours at work, made it 
impossible for him to get to the meetings, 
but I continued to go.   
 

The object of the eight-week course was to 
better prepare us for service. As the seventh 
meeting was coming to its conclusion, a 
man walked in. Looking him over, I became 
excited. Surely the Lord had sent him to us 

 excited. Surely the Lord had sent him to us to use what we’d been learning. 
Quickly, I discovered that I was the only one who felt that way. 

 

One woman leaned over to another and said, “Just look at him! They ought to 
lock the door at night. You never know who might wander in here!” That was 
pretty much the consensus of opinion. 
 

A physical pain came up inside me and seemed to stick in my throat. I hadn’t 
made any move toward the man because I felt it was our leader’s place to talk to 
him. When Pastor Delgado told the man there was nothing we could do for him, 
I rose from my seat and started forward.  
 

Knowing the work that Wayne and I did with derelicts in Skid Row, Pastor called 
to me as I approached, “There isn’t anything we can do is there Donna?” 

 

There was so much I wanted to say, but the ache in my throat permitted only a 
few words, “I think perhaps there is something I can do.” 
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The man was a Mexican, he stuttered slightly, he had liquor on his breath, and he 
was carrying his shoes because of blisters on the tops of his feet from wearing shoes 
without socks. He had left a bar to come to church and I was ashamed of the 
treatment he’d received from this group. Why would he ever go to church again?  
 

“Can you walk?” I asked. 
 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
 
“Do you want to walk with me?” 
 
 “Yes, ma’am,” he nodded. 
 

I bundled up our eight-month-old baby girl to leave. Our minister had brought us the 
twelve blocks from our apartment to the meeting, but I decided to walk the distance 
now with this man. 
 

Everyone was upset that I was leaving with this stranger. The minister’s wife caught 
hold of Melissa’s foot and tried to physically restrain us. 
 

Again, the lump in my throat kept me from saying much. “It’s all right. It’s  
really alright.” 
 

At last we were on our way. As we left the group behind, the ache in my heart abated 
and Henry and I talked easily. 
 
 

By the time we reached the turn off to our apartment I felt that I could invite him in.  
  

About thirty minutes later, one of the couples from the meeting knocked on my door.  
They had come to make sure that Melissa and I were okay.  
 

When they found Henry soaking his feet in a pan of hot water and eating a bowl of 
soup, they decided to join us for a bite to eat. 
 

In the kitchen, Nathan said, “I really felt like a heel after you left. I’ve asked God to 
give me the courage to live the gospel.”  
 

Before they left, Nathan and Sally invited Henry to come to church on Sunday and 
offered him a ride. 

 

Surprised, Henry asked innocently, “Can anyone come to your church?” 
 



                                                                                                                                                   75 

CHAPTER 16 

 

He Healed Them All! 

 

     Child of God, healing is the children’s bread. Yes, it is God’s desire to heal you physically, 

emotionally, and spiritually.   3 John 2 “Beloved I pray that you may prosper in all things and be 

in health, just as your soul prospers.” 

     God takes pleasure in giving His children the best, and this includes a healthy body and a 

prosperous life. Deuteronomy 8:18 “And you shall remember the Lord your God, for it is He who 

gives you power to get wealth, that He may establish His covenant which He swore to your fathers 

as it is this day.”  

     God gives us “power to get wealth,” but not so we’ll hoard money or spend it wastefully. God 

gives the power to get wealth to those He can trust to reinvest the money back into the kingdom 

so that His promises can be established. God desires for you to be in health, first for the benefit of 

His kingdom, and then for your personal benefit. Without the involvement of His children, God’s 

purposes will never be fulfilled. This involvement demands that we be in optimum health, ready 

for the next assignment from the Captain of God’s army, the Lord Jesus Christ. God wants you to 

be healed more than you want to be healed. God is waiting for you. 

    One thing must be settled in your mind.  It is God’s will for you to be healed; in fact, it is God’s 

will for you to walk in divine health at all times. Without faith in God’s will for your healing, you 

are easy prey for the spirit of death. You know that God can heal you,  Mt. 19:26 “But Jesus looked 

at them and said to them, ‘With men this is impossible, but with God all things are possible”  
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     You need to know that He wants to heal you. There is only one man who came to Jesus for 

healing that didn’t know if it was His desire to heal him, and that was the leper. He said, “If thou 

wilt, thou can make me, clean!”  Mark 1:40-41 Jesus had to make known His will. “I will, be thou 

clean.” Jesus had to straighten out the leper’s theology before he could receive his healing. Jesus 

didn’t try to override his mind but showed him His mind, His will.  Then He healed him. 

 

   Jesus healed them all 

             Matthew 4:24 

             Matthew 8:16-17 

             Matthew 12:15 

             Matthew 21:14 

             Luke 4:40 

         The list goes on and on… 

   

They brought out everyone in town that was sick and He healed them all. They weren’t followers, 

they simply believed that Jesus could and would heal them. They didn’t wrestle with the issue of 

whether they deserved it. No one receives a healing because he deserves it.  

     Healing was provided for in Jesus death on the cross and by His stripes for everyone, just as 

salvation was provided for everyone.  We can believe for the salvation for all, we need to believe 

for the healing of all. We have failed to recognize that the same blood that Jesus shed, which was 

powerful enough to remit sin, had power to remit sickness and disease as well. Everything that 

needed to be done for you to be healed has been done.  God doesn’t have to think about whether  
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  He wants to heal you. You simply have to receive, in the name of Jesus, what He has already 

provided. Jesus didn’t say pray for the sick. He said heal the sick. You don’t need great faith in 

order to produce healing results in your life. You only need faith. It all boils down to, “do you trust 

Him?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      Change what you think, and you will change your entire life. What have you allowed to become 

acceptable in your life?  “For as a man thinks in his heart, so is he.”  Proverbs 13:7 

     The reality is that you are what God says you are. God says you are healed. 

     The only thing that can nullify that statement is concentrating on the physical realm, and the 

sense realm, more than on God’s Word. You will inevitably become what you concentrate on. If 

you think and meditate on the negative diagnosis that the physician reported to you, you will 

become what it says. However, if you meditate on God’s Word, you will become like a tree planted 

by rivers of living waters that brings forth fruitful health in season. “He sent His word and it healed 

them, and delivered them from their destructions.”  Proverbs 107:20 

 

     At this moment you are 

who you think you are.  You 

have what you think you 

deserve.  You are the man-  

infestation  of the constant 

processing of your thoughts. 
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     The source of sin and sickness is evil, which makes both sin and sickness intrinsically evil as 

well. Once we begin to view sickness as evil, we will no longer welcome its residence in our 

bodies. When we begin to view sickness as unclean, we will serve sickness an eviction notice. No 

unclean thing should dwell in our mortal bodies. Your physical body can give glory and honor to 

God when it is in good health. 

     Before healing, it is God’s will for us to walk in health. Jesus didn’t leave us an example of 

how to be good at being sick. He stayed well. He walked in health, and that is His first desire for 

us. 

     If the Devil whispers “pneumonia” in your ear, you shout back, “healed!” Don’t receive 

sickness, it doesn’t belong to you.  If you get up in the morning with cold symptoms, don’t receive 

them. Don’t confess you’re getting sick. Tell the Devil that you won’t receive the symptoms he’s 

trying to put on you. Remind him that you are a child of God, covered by the blood of Jesus, and 

he can’t give you a cold, or cancer, or aides, or anything else. Thank Jesus that you are the healed 

and walk right out of those symptoms 
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Story 16 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The swelling and pain were gone. The blood vessels had returned to normal. I squeezed it and 
moved it all around, trying to find something wrong with it, but there was nothing wrong. It was 
just like it had been before my fall. I walked through the house astounded, talking to myself and 
to God. 
 

YES, I WANT TO HEAL YOU! 

As with all of God’s word, healing and miracles 
were something I had to experience first-hand 
before I could testify about them. I had never 
really been sick, never had a broken bone. 
Within a week of discovering the truths I’ve 
discussed with you here, I slipped on my front 
steps in the rain and slid down them, injuring my 
thumb.  

 When I could get to my feet, I examined my 
throbbing appendage. It had swollen to twice its 
width, two veins bulged out on the topside and I 
couldn’t move it. “Oh,” I moaned, “that looks 
like it’s broken.” I knew I shouldn’t say, “it’s 
broken,” because then I’d have a broken thumb. 
Well, I thought, this is my opportunity to try 

what I’ve learned. 

 I addressed Jesus first. “Thank you, Jesus, that 
by your stripes I’m healed!” Then I spoke to the 
Devil. “Satan,” I said, “I’m a child of God, 
covered by the blood of Jesus and you can’t 
break my thumb, so just take your symptoms of 
a broken thumb and leave!” Having done what I 
was supposed to do, I went back into the house.   

 Re-examining my thumb so that I could decide 
what action to take, I discovered there was 
nothing wrong with it. 

    

Physical Healing 

                 By Donna Jensen 
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Within a few weeks, I began to doubt the truth of what I’d experienced, as I looked at all the sick 
Christians around me.  I know now that we need to keep our eyes on Jesus and the Word. We can’t 
judge the truth of the Word by the experiences of others, be it your Sunday school teacher, 
preacher, saintly friend, or revered family member.  Experience has to line up with the word of 
God or its being misinterpreted. 
 
I prayed fervently, asking God to do whatever He had to do to show me the truth about health and 
healing. Soon, a broken filling in one of my teeth sent me to the dentist. I think God picked my 
jaw to teach me this lesson because teeth and the jawbone were something I knew about, having 
been a dental assistant for eight years. 
  
An x-ray was taken, and then another. As the dentist viewed them on the screen he scowled. “I’m 
afraid I have some bad news for you. There’s a large cyst in your jawbone. You need to have 
surgery immediately.” He told me that he’d known a man in this situation who’d sneezed and 
snapped his jawbone in two. Arrangements were made for surgery two days later. 
 
In the meantime, I talked with God about it. “God, you know I want to be all that I can be, and if 
having this operation will make be a better person, then I want to have the operation.  But, if you 
can teach me whatever you want to teach me some other way, then please remove this cyst from 
my jaw.” 
 
The oral surgeon x-rayed my whole jaw. When he put the new x-ray up on the screen, he kept 
looking back and forth from the x-ray from two days previously to the current one.  “What was it 
we were supposed to do for you?” he called back over his shoulder to me. 
 
I began to tremble a little with excitement.  Couldn’t he see what he was supposed to do for me?  
Was the cyst gone? “You were to remove a cyst from my lower right jaw,” I said as calmly as I 
could, leaning forward to look at the x-ray myself. The bone was solid white. The black area 
indicating the cyst wasn’t there!  
   
He shook his head apologetically. “There’s no cyst in this x-ray.”  Turning around he said, “There’s 
no cyst there today.” 
 
“It’s really important for me to know if I have a cyst,” I told him, explaining my quandary. 
 
Unnerved by what I said, he began to stutter as he told me that he didn’t believe in God, let alone 
healing. He dismissed me from the operatory saying only that there was no cyst to remove. We 
both knew that it was a physical impossibility for a cyst to disappear and the bone to heal in that 
amount of time. 
 
From my search of the scriptures, I believe that God wants us well and that He will heal us if we 
receive injury or illness, when we ask in faith believing.  There’s no shame in having to be treated 
by a doctor, thank God for them. But don’t accept sickness and disease as God’s plan for your life 
and let Satan rob you of your health when you know he is a thief and a murderer. 
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Everything, good and bad, starts in the spiritual realm and moves to the physical where it can be 
seen. Whatever you are experiencing in your life today is a result of how you’ve handled your 
thoughts and what you have believed and said. Anything that is out of line with what God has 
promised you can be straightened out by aligning your thoughts and words with His. Determine to 
understand His words and thoughts, develop the mind of Christ in you. It won’t happen over night. 
Hold fast to the promise in Philippians 1:6 that, “He who hath begun a good work in you will 
complete it.” 
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CHAPTER 17 

 

“God, I Hurt So Bad!” 

 

     Is there something to take the pain out of my memories?  Yes!  God wouldn’t overlook 

something as important as that.  Some of us have done horrendous things or had horrendous things 

done to us. Some of us are plagued with fears that are crippling, fear of water, flying, dogs, bees, 

pre-mature death, and failures of many kinds.  Some of us were born the wrong sex, our parents 

wanted a boy and had a girl. 

     Emotional pain began for some of us in the womb. It is an established fact that a fetus 

experiences love or rejection and sometimes fear. Psychologists say that we use about 60 % of our 

energy each day, just fighting down painful memories. 

     It does God no good to remember our sins when they have been confessed and given to Him. 

We, on the other hand, need to remember where we’ve been. And, when our pain has been healed, 

we can minister to those who are going through what we’ve been through. 

     Everyone can benefit from inner healing. Once you have received it, don’t let things pile up 

again. Pray at the end of each day for healing of physical and emotional pain. Start each day 

unencumbered and ready to run the good race of faith. 

     To give you an example of an inner healing or a healing of one’s memories, I will tell Maggie’s 

story.  Maggie was 28 years old and a member of the Hell’s Angel’s Motorcycle group when she 

accidentally ran down and killed a five-year-old child. Shortly after that she had a dramatic  
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conversion experience and received Jesus as her Savior. She relates that that was all that kept her 

from taking her own life.  And even then, the memory of the accident was very hard to bear. On 

her ride up into the mountains to a Christian retreat, she ran into some bikers and the memory came 

forcefully back.  

     In tears, she asked a counselor, “Why do we have to remember our sins when God forgets 

them?” 

     “It does God no good to remember our sins when they have been confessed and given to Him.  

We, on the other hand, need to remember where we’ve been. And, when our pain has been healed, 

we can minister to those who are going through what we’ve been through. You didn’t know it 

Maggie, but Jesus was there with you when the accident happened. And He’s here now. Jesus will 

heal that memory if you will allow Him too. Right now, if you will relive that painful scene, Jesus 

will walk back through it with you and heal you.” 

     Maggie did just that, forcing herself to go on when her voice broke with emotion. When they 

finished, the counselor asked Jesus to put his arms around her and hold her for a while. Two days 

later she discovered what Jesus had done in her. 

     The retreat was closing with everyone gathered around the campfire in praise and worship, 

when suddenly the headlights of a car blinded them as it pulled into the parking lot. Drunk, the  

driver fumbled for the switch. Slamming the door, he stumbled over to them and sat down. His 

demeanor was that of someone in shock. When their eyes met his, he seemed not to see them. He 

wasn’t able to tune out the music though. As they sang about God’s love and forgiveness and 

mercy, he started to weep. Covering his ears with his hands, he squirmed in an attempt to block  
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out the words. Suddenly he jumped to his feet and wailed, “You don’t understand! I’ve killed 

someone!!” 

     The singing stopped. Every eye was on him. Slowly Maggie rose to her feet. “Oh, but I do 

understand,” she said, her voice trembling. “And, until a couple of days ago, I felt just like you 

feel.  But I don’t hurt any more, and you don’t have to either.” 

     Everyone can benefit from inner healing. It would be best to have someone pray with you the 

first time. Then continue every day to pray for healing for yourself. Don’t let things pile up again. 

You will no doubt miss some things the first time you pray. Satan’s very good at reminding us of 

our short-comings and failures. Don’t engage Satan in conversation. Don’t kid yourself that you’ll 

be wiser than Adam and Eve. Tell him it’s not open to discussion and to leave in Jesus name. If 

it’s something you’ve already surrendered to God and been forgiven of, put it out of your mind. If 

it’s something you’d forgotten and need to give to Jesus, do that right now. Satan will gain a 

foothold if you don’t. 

     To pray for inner healing, begin with the period in your mother’s womb, then your birth, 

infancy, toddlerhood, pre-school years, the first day of school, your primary years, elementary 

years, junior high, senior high, college, the beginning of your work years, marriage, parenthood, 

middle age, senior years, and retirement. 

     Pause after naming a period of your life and ask the Holy Spirit to show you if there is 

something there that needs to be healed. Give Him a chance to speak to you. Pray about whatever 

comes to your mind. Perhaps nothing will be brought to mind but you find yourself weeping. The 

Holy Spirit doesn’t need to reveal the reason for the pain in order for you to be healed. If He 

doesn’t show you what it is, just receive your healing and move on. 
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     This is a good time to receive total healing and deliverance. If family curses have never been 

broken over your life, do that before you begin prayer for inner healing. While praying for inner 

healing, demons may manifest themselves. That’s the time to receive deliverance from them. If 

there is a lot to deal with in your life then it would be good to do this in several sessions, perhaps 

over a period of time. 

     When curses have been broken, demons cast out, and your memories healed, you will be free 

to be the man or woman God created you to be. That doesn’t mean sickness will not try to attack 

you, or that Satan will leave you, or that you and everyone else will be what you should be. But if 

you now abide in the vine, you can trust that Romans 8:28 will apply to you. “All things work 

together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to His purpose.” 
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Story 17 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     I lived among the destitute group by choice with my four young children, expecting to make a 
difference by the way we lived the gospel.  
 
     I’d taken the children from our home in Texas a few months before, because my husband had 
become abusive. With no money left after purchasing our tickets, we boarded the bus with two 
fifty-pound cardboard boxes a-piece and carry-on bags. We headed for my brother’s home in N. 
C. when our word fell apart, thinking that was our only choice. When things didn’t work out there, 
in response   to my prayers, God showed me that we should go to “Hadley’s Row” in Pennsylvania. 
We had previously lived in the village where it was located before we moved to Texas. Money I 
earned substitute teaching in N.C. allowed us to take the next step in our journey. 
 
     My garden was the talk of the “Row” and the rest of the village.  No one thought it was a good 
idea. One reason after another for its ultimate failure was thrown at me daily as I turned over the 
rain-drenched sod with a spade. 
 
 

NO ONE TOLD THE 

CHILDREN 

                By Donna Jensen 

 

     Meg, my slender young neighbor in the 
dilapidated houses known as “Hadley’s Row,” 
tugged on a section of the old plank fence piled 
at the back of my lot. Accustomed to doing   the 
job herself, she was on her way with it before I 
could help. One section of fence wouldn’t keep 
anyone out of my yard, but it would serve as a 
reminder to children not to run through my 
garden as they played in the open space behind 
the group of fourteen houses where we lived. 
     The families who called this place home 
were the bottom rung of society and considered 
to be a blight on this other-wise pristine little 

village. 
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     The village saw no hope for us, but far worse, hope had died in the “Row”. That is, except for 
the children. They hadn’t been told, and so they continued to play and fight and dream. 

     In the middle of the “Row” Meg and I lived side-by-side in the two largest houses a few feet 
off PA State Highway 219. Heavy traffic rolled by from sunrise to sunset, rattling the loose boards 
on the houses. The children, tattered and dirty, waved their arm signals to the truckers and grinned 
as air-horns blasted in response. 
 
     This row of houses had been constructed sixty years earlier to house the workers of the tannery 
and their families. The bright white paint had long ago chipped off and never been replaced. As 
the years passed, the green shutters began to hang at odd angles as screws loosened in the aging 
wood. Climbing roses and sweet peas no longer clung to the rickety porches. Only one thing 
remained the same, the water. It flowed cold and pure from deep inside an abandoned mine shaft, 
and it ran only to the “Row” houses. Was it a sign that we had not been forsaken by God? 
  
     To my knowledge, no one from the local churches had ever set foot in their homes to reach 
them for Jesus. Now some came to visit me at my invitation. One evening I attended a meeting of 
an organization in the village. It was not known where I lived. Some villagers, gossiping about the 
“Row” suggested that they ought to invite us all to a B-B-Q and burn the place down. 

     The first of June, I was delighted to meet Marian Mills, when I answered a knock at my door. 
She was from the Department of Agriculture and had come looking for a home in our area where 
she could hold classes on nutrition. Over a cup of tea we discovered our shared faith in Jesus. All 
summer she met with several women in my kitchen. Soon a Bible study and time of sharing 
followed each week. 
 
     As Marian and I washed the dishes after cooking class one day, I mentioned that I missed my 
piano. She looked at me thoughtfully then said, “You know, Donna, I have a piano that I want to 
give away. There’s no one I’d like to see have it more than you. Please say you will accept it!” 
Four neighbor men brought it to me. Once in place, I polished it, made some refreshments, and 
invited my neighbors over for a sing-a-long. That night a new sound was heard in “Hadley’s Row”. 
Or perhaps it was an old sound, one that was heard sixty years ago… 

     One August morning as I came downstairs to start breakfast. I heard a faint taping on our front 
window. Pulling the curtain to one side, I found Joey, Meg’s youngest, grinning up at me from our 
glider. “Oh!” I gasped, thinking of the danger he was in, outside alone so near the highway. Fifteen 
months old, clad only in his diaper, he had slipped unnoticed from his house and stopped on our 
porch on his way up the road. I decided to keep him until his mother came looking for him. Joey 
and his four siblings, like baby chicks, roamed at will around the area. Each morning they were 
left alone while Meg walked to the post office. Daddy Bill was on the road long hours in his coal 
truck. 

     Our house became the gathering place for the kids in the “Row” as well as those who came 
home from school with them. As fall turned into winter, my family became a bridge into “Hadley’s  
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Row” over which villagers timidly wandered to explore relationships with people they’d held at 
arms-length. 
  
     A few days before Christmas, on a visit to our home, my seventy-six-year-old mother suffered 
a stroke. When her doctor informed us she would have difficulty walking and would require a 
wheelchair and quite a bit of help with the tasks of everyday living, my brother suggested putting 
her in a nursing home. If she could be cared for at home, I wanted her to live with me. 
 
     It had been my privilege to lead both of my parents to a personal relationship with Jesus on the 
same night when they were in their late sixties. And, amazingly, my brother and I had assisted, 
one on each side when Mom was baptized in the creek that summer. 

     To my children’s delight, Grandma moved in with us. Before she came, we painted the back 
room off the kitchen for her. Its window looked out on our garden. Allyson, my six-year-old 
daughter and budding artist drew some pictures to hang on the walls with the “help” of April who 
was two. 
 
     In early summer, a truck rumbled along the unpaved road that ran behind “Hadley’s Row.” It 
was Bill in his coal truck. The dirt clouds rose on all sides as he rolled to a stop and backed into 
the yard we shared 
. 
    “What was he thinking to drive that truck in among all these children?” I couldn’t believe it! 
 
     After breakfast, I walked around to the back of the house with a basket of clothes to hang on 
the line. I stopped in astonishment at the sight of the truck. The bed, jacked up as far as it would 
go, reached hulkingly skyward! Monstrous! 
 
     Bill was hosing it down. I called out to him, “I’ve never seen anything so big!” 
 
     “Pretty impressive, huh?” 
 
     “Impressive is the word!” I called back over my shoulder. 
 
     “Like to keep her cleaned up. Hey, want me to get rid of that old TV on your porch? 
I can throw it is the back and dump it for you.” 
 
     “Yeah, thanks, that would be great.” The former tenants had left it and I had no way to dispose 
of it. 
 
     Later as I took down my laundry, I heard Bill start up the truck. Slowly it rolled backward. I 
dropped what I was holding. “My God, he’s backing up between the houses!” 

 

    Eight children played there, unaware of the danger. I yelled to my children, “Stay on the porch!”   
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       Waving my arms at the children by the truck, I ran, hollering at them to get out of the way. I 
could hardly be heard over the roar of the engine. Amy, his three-year old, stood behind the truck 
looking down at a ball. “Jesus!” I gasped a quick prayer. With a burst of speed, I caught her up in 
my arms and stepped to safety. 
 
Meg was standing a few feet from me, showing no more concern than Bill. I was livid! I thought,  
”We’ve all been worried that these children would get killed on the road and look at this, they 

could get killed right here in their own yard!” 

 

     On our porch, my nine-year-old Melissa began to scream and fell to her knees. A chill swept 
through me.  “What’s wrong Melissa?” 
 
     One arm wrapped around her stomach, she pointed limply in the direction of the truck with the 
other. “Joey! He ran over Joey!!” 
 
     I went numb from head to foot. 
 
     Bill, hearing Melissa’s high-pitched screams stopped.  Jumping out, he ran around the front. 
Joey lay under the wheels. Turning, he caught Meg in his arms. She struggled to break from his 
hold and go to her baby. “Don’t look… the words caught in his throat… he’s dead!” 

     It took several hours for the coroner to arrive. All that time Joey’s little body lay there under a 
blanket someone threw over him. A doctor came and sedated Meg. She was put to bed. I gathered 
the other children and took them to my house for the night. 
 
     That evening I held Melissa on my lap and cuddled her in my arms as a State Trooper gently 
questioned her about what she had witnessed. After he left, I prayed for a healing of the memories 
of that day, for all of us. Jesus will heal our memories just like he heals our injuries and diseases, 
if we ask him too.  
 
     When it was time to go to sleep, the children and I brought blankets and pillows down to the 
living room and snuggled together on the floor, comforting each other. I prayed with them and 
sang to them and our Heavenly Father held us all… 

     Joey was laid to rest privately. I never knew where. Neither the “Row” or the village got to say 
good-bye. 
 
     Ten years later, “Hadley’s Row was declared unfit for habitation and condemned. Its tenants 
scattered over three counties to locate affordable housing. The empty houses stood there for a year 
before a local church bought the land and board by board dismantled it as the members volunteered 
their time over a two-year period. The “Row” died hard. 
 
     Several more years passed before the church blossomed forth on that site. My son, David who 
was five when we lived in “Hadley’s Row”, started a construction company when he returned from 
military service in Iraq. It was he who was hired to complete the work on the church by siding it. 
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CHAPTER 18 

 

Taking Back What the Devil Has Stolen 

 

     Psychology has observed that it takes three to four generations to get things like: 
          

INCEST 

ABUSE 
and 

ALCOHOLISM 
 
out of a family. 
 
     The Bible says something similar.  It says that the sins of the father’s will be 
visited on the children to the third and fourth generation.  Exodus 20:5  
                          Dear one, that’s a curse.  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In Joel 2:25 we read, “And I will restore to you the years that the locust has eaten.” The Devil’s  

thievery can be stopped and we can take back what he has stolen. That’s something to get                                      

   *    The good news 
of the Gospel is that 
we can break curses 
and stop all that grief 
today! 
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excited about! It’s a crime to suffer needlessly.  Matthew 22:29 “…Ye do err, not knowing the 

scriptures nor the power of God. 

     Becoming born again doesn’t break the curses over your life or serve an eviction notice to 

demons that have taken up residence. Curses need to be broken and demons need to be cast out. 

We’ve been given the authority to do that in Jesus name. In Matthew 10:8 we find, “Heal the sick, 

cleanse the lepers, raise the dead, cast out demons: freely you have received, freely give.” 

     As you see, this is a command. How many of us are falling short of our duty as Christians by 

not exercising the power that is ours in Jesus name? The sin of unbelief renders us powerless to 

serve God and ignorance of the word keeps us from seeking deliverance from Satan’s bondage. 

     Madeline was so changed after several demons where cast out of her that her friend, Jane, asked 

for an explanation. “You were already filled with the Holy Spirit,” she said, “what more was there 

to get?” 

     Embarrassed, Madeline confessed, “It’s not that I got something more, it’s that I got rid of some 

things I shouldn’t have had.” She explained that she had opened herself to the invasion of demons 

when she became involved with the occult in an attempt to discover if her mother was in heaven. 

Stunned, Jane hung on her every word as Madeline explained how she had been prayed for and set 

free.   

 “God, help me,” exclaimed Jane, “that’s what I need!” She told Madeline how she had received 

Jesus as her savior when she was only five. That same year something evil had entered her as she 

and her mother watched a murder committed in a movie on television. There before their eyes, a 

woman picked up a pair of scissors and stabbed a man to death. 
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     Jane cried, remembering the horror of it. As she regained control of her voice, she went on 

brokenly, “After that, every time I saw a pair of scissors, I heard a voice urging me to take the 

scissors and kill…. I nearly killed my babies as newborns because I was so weak physically … I 

cried out to God, asking Him to take my life rather than let me do something like that… I couldn’t 

tell anyone. They’d have locked me up and thrown away the key!” 

     A spirit of murder was cast out of Jane and twenty-five years of battling that demon ended. 

Youth leader and choir director of her church, she didn’t go forward to tell them of her experience. 

There is no shame in having a demon; there is only shame in keeping it after you discover it’s 

there. 

     Right now, you’re either writing this off as impossibility, or wondering if you might have a 

demon. That can be a scary thought. 

     Fear is one of Satan’s favorite tools because it’s so easily received. Before we know it, it’s upon 

us. Fear of any kind should be rebuked in Jesus name. The longer you entertain it, the more control 

it takes. 

     If there is some area of your life that you have lost control of, it may be that it has been taken 

over by a demon. To get rid of a demon, you must be willing to clean up your life as Jesus shows 

you the need. Once you are free of the demon, you must decide not to continue in the sin. The 

decision will still be yours, but empowered by the Holy Spirit you will be able to make a godly 

choice. 

     When curses have been broken, demons cast out, and your memories healed, you will be free 

to be the man or woman God created you to be. That doesn’t mean sickness will not try to attack 

you, or that Satan will leave you alone, or that you and everyone else will be what you should be.  
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But if you now abide in the vine, you can trust that Romans 8:28 will apply to you. “All things 

work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to His 

purpose.” 

 
Story 18 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3 

 

 

Witches aren’t cute. They may be physically attractive but their ways aren’t cute. Their power 
comes from the Devil and can only be destructive. I have a friend from Puerto Rico whose  
grandmother was a witch. Praise God she didn’t remain in that state but renounced her practice of 
witchcraft and accepted Jesus as her savior. 
 

 

DABBLING WITH THE DEVIL 

               By Donna Jensen 

 

Do you start the day by checking your 
horoscope? Are you concerned about 
the astrological sign a person is born 
under? Just for fun do you play with a 
Ouija Board, have your palm read, get 
your fortune told, go to a séance? Do 
you watch movies about cute witches, 
the occult, demon possession? Then 
friend you are dabbling with the Devil 
and you are laying yourself open to 
serious problems. 
 
There are two types of evil angels and 
the ones who are demons work in the 
occult. Demons, having no body of their 
own, have a need to dwell in the body 
of someone else. They would just as 
soon work their evil deeds through you 
as anyone else. Don’t open the door to 
them. 
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One of my former Sunday school teachers had a son attending college in Ohio. A professor of his 
announced to the class that he was a warlock. 
 
Before I came to know the Lord, I owned a Ouija Board. I asked a Christian friend of mine to work 
the board with me. I was surprised when she accepted my invitation. The board quickly answered 
the questions I asked but refused to move when my friend asked questions. Finally, Pam said, 
“Donna, I have a confession to make. I prayed before I came over and asked the Lord to keep the 
board from working it was wrong for me to be using it.” 

Mediums do not contact spirits of deceased persons. When we die, our spirits leave this earth and 
either go to heaven or to await final judgement in Hell. The spirit that the medium reaches is a 
demon who, knowing the deceased person, impersonates him or her. A friend who was not sure if 
her mother had come to know the Lord before she died in her early thirties, went to some séances 
to try to contact her. In doing this she opened the door to the entrance of many demons into herself 
and her health had been damaged as a result. The demons were cast out and her health returned. 
 
The Bible says in Deuteronomy 18: 9-13  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

    
    
    
    
    

Dabbling with the Devil willDabbling with the Devil willDabbling with the Devil willDabbling with the Devil will    
ttttake you fartherake you fartherake you fartherake you farther    

tttthan you want to go,han you want to go,han you want to go,han you want to go,    
Keep you longer Keep you longer Keep you longer Keep you longer     

tttthan you want to stay,han you want to stay,han you want to stay,han you want to stay,    
Cost you more Cost you more Cost you more Cost you more     

tttthan you want to pay.han you want to pay.han you want to pay.han you want to pay.    
 

When you enter the land the Lord 

your God is giving you, do not imitate 

the detestable customs of those 

nations. No one among you is to make 

his son or daughter pass through the 

fire, practice divination, tell fortunes, 

interpret omens, practice sorcery, cast 

spells, consult a medium or a familiar 

spirit, or inquire of the dead. Everyone 

who does these things is detestable to 

the Lord, and the Lord your God is 

driving out the nations before you 

because of these detestable things. 
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The Devil is a personal enemy to each and every one of us. He has a plan for our ultimate 
destruction and denying his existence or his power won’t make him quit. It just makes you ignorant 
of what you need to do to win the battle being waged against you. 
 
Sin is always appealing. Looks good, tastes good, feels good. Promises health, wealth, fitness, 
beauty, strength, knowledge, pain relief, peace, power…all good things. The evil and destruction 
that is part of each of those packages delivered from the occult is not visible to the eye or sensed 
by the natural man. The lethal ingredients are ingested unnoticed. They create bondages we never 
imagined existed. 
 
When you try to do it your way and find your “personal” truth, ignoring the truth of God, your 
sincere effort won’t get you what you want. 
 
If you have been playing around with the occult the first thing to do is to renounce it as sin. 
 
2. Ask God’s forgiveness. 
 
3. Refuse to continue the practice. 
 
4. Tell anyone you may have led astray by this practice that you have discovered it was a sin and 
ask their forgiveness. 
 
If after having done these four things you seem compelled to continue the renounced practice you 
may have a demon that has taken control of that area. You should then pray and ask God to lead 
you to the right man or woman of God who can help you. Although every Christian has authority 
over demons, some demons refuse to leave on command if we haven’t prayed and fasted 
sufficiently. Before you attempt to cast out a demon, know what you are doing. Knowledge is 
power. The truth will set us free. “He whom the Lord sets free is free indeed.” 
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CHAPTER 19 
 

No Experience Necessary 
 
 

     Once in a while, I think of writing a book entitled, NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY, and 

include at least ten jobs I’ve walked into with no experience, and done pretty well at. The job I 

stayed with the longest was that as a dental assistant and eventually office manager. I enjoy people, 

all kinds of people. The first stories I told were about funny things that happened at work. Like the 

time I almost made an appointment for a bear rug to have its teeth cleaned! 

     Starting to work is such a big thing in our lives. It was exciting for me to watch my children 

venture out into the world of employment. Melissa, my firstborn, began working at the age of 

fourteen in Tucson, Arizona. She wasn’t cut out for school and children could leave school there 

at that age. She was hired to care for an infant with medical problems and her toddler sister. She 

rode the bus across town to get to work. She did an excellent job caring for the children. She was 

so proud when she took, first her father and them me, out to dinner and a movie with her earnings. 

She has had an amazing work record and now is self-employed. 

     April had some trouble with dyslexia but worked in the office all through high school and 

finished training with the JOB CORPS in Pittsburgh, which was no easy feat. She went right to 

work for a cardiologist in billing. She later took other courses in her field and was asked to be an 

instructor at the school. 

     I used to ask repairmen if my son, David, could watch them when they came to our house to 

make repairs. The only problem was, the same thing never broke down twice! He did become very 

handy though and after serving in Iraq, he completed a course in construction work and had his  
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own business for some time. He is now head of maintenance for a company so that he has more 

time to spend with his family. 

     And then there was Allyson. She went to work when she was twelve. It is her story I’m going 

to share with you here. 

I try to remember that “everything we do, should be done as unto the Lord” 

 

Story 19 
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We have long been aware that despite rain, sleet, or snow, the mail goes through. Let me assure 
you that what is true of the mail, is equally true of the newspaper, but the job is usually done by a 
child. 
 

My daughter Allyson began her career as a paper carrier at the age of twelve. After carefully 
folding each newspaper, she put them in a bag that she hoisted onto her shoulder (a weight that I 
wouldn’t have wanted to carry) and headed out the door into the dark at 4:30 A.M. She did this, 
six days a week for a year and a half until we moved to another neighborhood. 
 

It was our understanding from the first that it was her job, not mine. Though she tried her best not 
to awaken me, I watched from my window each morning as she left and my prayers went with her.  
 

 

(Trust God with your children) 

                                By Donna Jensen                              

WIMPS NEED NOT APPLY 
 

HELP WANTED: Newspaper Carrier 
 

 Special abilities desired:  Able to hold an umbrella 
 and a flashlight while pushing a newspaper through a 
mail slot (a third hand would be helpful); ability to 
handle angry dogs; able to find a new customer when it 
is dark, and there is no visible name or number; sure 
footed as a mountain goat for icy driveways, hill-sides, 
and painted porches.  
 

WIMPS NEED NOT APPLY 
 

 



                                                                                                                                                 98 
Only twice did I have to come to her rescue. Drifting back to sleep, I was awakened by heavy rain 
pelting my window. Sitting bolt upright, I remembered that Allyson had left in summer attire with 
no umbrella. Searching the streets of her route, I found her drenched and in tears on a customer’s 
porch. 
 

Then there was the time she substituted for a friend on vacation, as well as doing her own route.  
Once again, rain was the culprit. Jake’s newspaper bags were fastened to his bike. She couldn’t 
remove them, nor could she handle the bike with 115 papers! She had to run back to our house and 
get her bag. While she was gone, it started to rain.  She had left the bike by the rain gutter and 
many papers were wet. 
 
In tears, she awakened me to tell me her problem.  The only thing I could think of to do was to dry 
them in the oven. We quickly spread them out across the kitchen floor. As a few were dried, she 
ran out to deliver them while I dried more. Only one was slightly singed! 
 

After six months, a paper route became available in our new neighborhood. Since the new route 
took Allyson into some very out of the way places, and I could use the exercise, I decided to go 
along with her. 
 

The first day of our job, winter settled into Pennsylvania. As a bonus, we developed car trouble. 
This added an extra thirty minutes each way to our walk. Many days, Allyson couldn’t do the route 
and catch the van to her Christian School.  On those days, her younger brother and sister helped 
me with the route.  
 
One morning, Allyson was too ill to do the route and the weather was too bad to ask April or David 
for help, so…for the first time…I faced the route alone. Overweight, with high blood pressure, 
approaching my fiftieth birthday, tears of dread filled my eyes as I hoisted first one bulging bag of 
newspapers over my head and across my shoulder, and then the other, dividing the weight. 
 

Delivering newspapers these days isn’t a matter of walking down the middle of the street and 
tossing one at each house. Each paper is specially delivered to the exact spot the customer 
desires…in mail slots, hinges of doors, on door mats in front of indoor apartments, a tin can, under 
a brick, on a table, etc. By the time I finished the first block the dread had lifted. I was in control! 

When the job was finished, I was sure that I didn’t have Alzheimer’s! 

 
 One icy morning ten-year-old April helped out. We had never seen the area in the daylight.  
Starting up a fifty-foot driveway to a house, I cautioned her to stay on the grass. 

I delivered two papers across the street and waited for her at the back of the lot. No April. Finally, 
huffing and puffing, she appeared. Calling to her, I asked if she had fallen down. 
 

“No,” she replied, “but Mom, they don’t have a yard! It drops off by the driveway! I had to crawl 
up it on my hands and knees! Every time I put my hands down, my mittens stuck to the ice! ” We 
hugged each other and laughed as I told her how proud I was of all the effort she put into getting 
the job done. Perhaps you can see why I’m convinced that newspaper carriers deserve a special 
place in Heaven! 
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CHAPTER 20 
 

Happy Father’s Day, Mom! 
 

     My son had blessed me with another Father’s Day card. I had raised him and his three sisters 

as a single mon since he was twelve. For many years, it had been my desire to be the best wife and 

mother anyone ever had. I really tried, but I didn’t succeed. I am however, still working on the 

mother part of it. 

     I have learned a lot about myself, from my children. It began when my firstborn repeated 

something I had said. I didn’t realize how it sounded until I heard it in the mouth of a baby. I have 

listened to my children and apologized to them when I haven’t gotten things right. You can teach 

an old dog new tricks. � We are all still growing. 

     What a privilege it is to mother someone. And, to share in the fathering as well, when you are 

all there is. 

 

Thank you for my children Lord, 
each and every one. 

May your love and mine sustain them 
until their work on earth is done. 

 
Amen 
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Story 20 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

     Smiling at David I replied. “Well, son, maybe I deserve all the more 
credit then. For four years now, I’ve come to all your home games, sitting 
alone, with no one to point out the things that would have made it more 
interesting. I kept my eye on you and the ball and cheered when they 
announced, ‘tackled by Rotsch’.” 
    “Do you remember the game against Brookville when it rained so hard, 
I couldn’t keep my eyes open? You guys were so muddy the announcer 
couldn’t tell who was who. I wondered that night why I’d come. I see now 
that I should have learned more about the game. I want you to know 
though, that I’m proud of the athlete you are.” 

    David went on to make the football team at Shippensburg and last year 
he coached football at Punxy. 

    With a smile in his voice he called one night to tell me they showed a 
video to the parents to help them understand the game and that he’d told 
them about me. 

FOOTBALL MOMFOOTBALL MOMFOOTBALL MOMFOOTBALL MOM    
(There for your children)(There for your children)(There for your children)(There for your children)    

    By Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna Jensen    

 

 

 
    “But, Mom!  How could you appreciate what I 
was doing on the field if you don’t know the 
difference between offense and defense???” 
blustered my son, tackle for the Punxy Chucks. 
     As he waited for an answer, flashes of his 
games and me in the stands alone, cascaded 
through my mind.  The summer David turned 13, 
his father died of a massive heart attack.  In 
sports, he found the male companionship he 
needed. 
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Story 20b 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The years came and went, but no Prince Charming appeared. I graduated from college and drifted 
from one job to another, all the while wishing I was a homemaker. At the age of twenty-nine, I 
went to a revival meeting in East Los Angeles. It was there that I found Christ. 

 

In the days to come, I met the man whom I thought was my prince, and we were married. Over the 
next ten years, we had four children.  Then my dream took on the shades of a nightmare as my 
marriage crumbled. Seven more years passed before we parted for the last time. Packing our most 
treasured belongings in two cardboard boxes each, the children and I and my eighty-year-old 
invalid mother boarded a bus and traveled two thousand miles from Arizona to Pennsylvania to be 
near relatives. 

 
I was approved as a single foster parent. At the end of summer, seventeen-year-old Leann arrived. 
She was the mother of a two-year-old who lived with his grandmother. Leann was to reside with 
us while she finished her senior year of high school. 

My daughter Melissa, 16 and Leann became friends, sharing secrets and clothes. Leann was so 
grateful to be in our home, and I heard her tell Melissa how lucky she was to live there. 
  

Is Your Name Mommy? 
 

(Dreams need to be lived out) 
                         By Donna Jensen 

 

 

My girlfriends and I met regularly at noon on 
Saturdays for the matinee at the Strand. As we 
munched our 10-cent popcorn and laughed and 
cried with our heroes and heroines, we dreamed of 
growing up and having marvelous lives of our own. 
 

The afternoon I watched Myrna Loy play the 
mother of twelve in Cheaper by the Dozen, I knew 
that was for me! An image of a rambling house in 
the country with frolicking children spilling out of 
it was indelibly printed on my mind. 



Then, for reasons unknown to me, Melissa became hostile and blamed me for things that had 
happened in her past. Her grades plummeted. I tried public, Christian, and finally home schooling, 
as well as music lessons. Nothing seemed to work. 
 
                                                                                                                                                 102 
Repeatedly she complained, “I hate my life!” 
 
In the meantime, Jack, a six-foot-tall thirteen-year-old joined our family. These foster children had 
been through some tough times, and they loved our home. Melissa had come to hate it. Her 
outbursts destroyed the peaceful harmonious atmosphere I tried to create. 
 

For this reason, I told Jack and Leann I thought we should have them placed in other homes. Since 
Melissa’s rage was directed solely at me, they both decided to stay. 
 

In the end, it was Melissa who left. She contacted friends in Arizona and asked to stay with them 
for a while. When we talked, they explained that they couldn’t take her but they had a friend who 
could. 
 
At the bus stop, Melissa voiced second thoughts, but sadly for both of us, she stuck to her plans. 

Once in Arizona, Melissa discovered that things weren’t so bad at home after all. The situation 
didn’t work out at the first place and she had to go to a second home where she stayed with a 
minster and his wife and their ten children until the end of the school year. 
 

It had been hard to let Melissa go but I had taught her all I knew. The choice was hers. For years 
I’ve taken in the homeless and now that Melissa needed a place to stay, someone was there for her. 
 

My prayers were answered, Melissa returned home that June. 
 
*Over a ten-year period, I was a foster parent to forty-five children. These with my four, far exceed 
my dream of having twelve children. 
 
As I came down the stairs at church one day recently, a child looked up at me and said, “Is your 
name Mommy?” 
 

I had to smile as I said, “Yes, dear, it is.” 
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CHAPTER 21 

 

The Power of Words 

 

     A Sunday school teacher, her body riddled with cancer, was sent home from the hospital to die. 

She lay in bed with a small New Testament in her hand.  From time to time through the day she 

lifted it to her eyes and read a verse. Then her hand would drop in fatigue.  The days passed.  She 

didn’t die.  Instead, she grew stronger until she could read two verses, then three.  And the day 

came that she was healed and left her sick bed behind.  Proverbs 4:20-22 says “My son, attend to 

my words; incline thine ear unto my sayings.  Let them not depart from thine eyes; keep them in 

the midst of thine heart.  For they are life unto those that find them, and health to all their flesh. 

     There’s power in the Word of God because God is in it.  John 1:1 “In the beginning was the 

Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God”, and then verse 14, “And the Word 

was made flesh and dwelt among us…” If you want more of Jesus, spend more time reading the 

Word. 

     Just as God spoke the universe into being, He spoke Jesus into human form in the womb of 

Mary.  God’s words are creative and have the power of life in them. 

God spoke the universe into being: 
Gen 1:3 “And God said, Let there be light: and there was light.” 
Gen 1:6 “And God said, ‘Let there be a firmament in the midst of the waters … and it 
was so.” 
 
Gen 1:9 “And God said, Let the waters under the heaven be gathered together unto 
one place… and it was so.”  And thus it continued.  
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The Word became flesh when: 

A young woman named Mary believed an angel sent by God. 
And said, “… be it done unto me according to thy word.” 
 

Man is born again in the same manner: 
When we believe the word of God, that we are saved by the shed blood of 

Jesus, we become new creatures in Christ.  

     The Word came alive—walking and talking on this earth to destroy the work of  the devil that 

was done in Adam.  Jesus got the authority back and delegated it to man.  The born again man is 

joint-heirs with Jesus.  Mt 28:18 “Then Jesus came unto them and said, “All authority in heaven  

and on earth has been given to me.  Therefore, go and make disciples of all nations, baptizing 

them in the name of the Father and of the Son and the Holy Spirit, and teaching them to obey 

everything I have commanded you.  And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.” 

The words we speak are no different and they will have the same power as the apostles if you are 

born again, Spirit filled, and abiding in Jesus.  The same anointing that rested on them will rest on 

you 

     We need to hear the anointed word of God preached frequently.  There is a need to be in church 

that sitting at a fishing hole won’t meet.  God will minister to us collectively as we praise and 

worship Him.  Sometimes God uses hymns and choruses, communion, prayers, and words of 

edification from brothers and sisters in the Lord.  God may even take you in the spirit to another 

place.  That happened to me one time while I was standing with the congregation singing a hymn.  

Suddenly I felt that I was zooming upward through space to meet Jesus.  When I stopped, I stood  

before Him.  I received a brief personal message from Him and just as quickly, I returned for the 

finish of the hymn.   

     Jesus fought the devil and the cares of this world with the Word.  Again and again He said, “It 

is written….”  As we pour over the word it will get down into our spirit and rise up when we need  
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it.  Memorize as much of the Word as you can.  Speak and pray the Word.  That means, look for 

scriptures that support what you are asking and believing for.  Speak them over your life and the 

lives of others.  You’ll be strong when your talk is backed by the Word.  You won’t even consider 

the sins that many fall into because you know what you believe and why. 

     You won’t steal a ream of paper from your office because: Exodus 20:15 says, “Thou shall not 

steal.”  (Even from a big company who has insurance to cover that.)  

     You won’t start a rumor about someone you dislike because:  Exodus 23:1 says, “Thou shalt 

not raise a false report.” 

     You won’t become sexually involved outside your marriage because you won’t even think 

about it.  Proverbs 23:7 says, “For as a man thinketh in his heart, so is he.” 

     You won’t have lust in your heart as a single person because you won’t fantasize.  I Corinthians 

10:3-5 says, “For though we walk in the flesh, we do not war after the flesh: for the weapons of 

our warfare are not carnal, but mighty through God to the pulling down of strong holds; casting 

down imaginations, and every high thing that exalts itself against the knowledge of God, and 

bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ.” 

     Peace will reign in your heart because you won’t live in fear of any kind.  Speak the Word over 

your life.  Deuteronomy 28:6 “Blessed shall you be when you come in and when you go out.”   

And Isaiah 54:17 “No weapon formed against you shall prosper.”  Psalm 91:10 “There shall no 

evil befall you, nor any plague or calamity come near your dwelling place.”  Isaiah 49:25 “All of 

my children shall be disciples taught of the Lord, and great shall be their peace and undisturbed 

composure.”  Jeremiah 31:16 “Thus says the Lord: Refrain your voice from weeping your eyes 

from tears; for your work shall be rewarded, says the Lord; and your children shall return from the  
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enemy’s land.” Psalm 107:20 “He sent His word and healed them, and delivered them from their 

destruction.”  Philippians 1:27 “My mate and I stand firm in united spirit and purpose, striving 

side by side and contending with a single mind for the faith of the glad tidings of the Gospel.” 

Luke 21:15 “I have a mouth and wisdom which all my adversaries shall not be able to stand against  

or refute."  Ephesians 5:17 “I will not be vague and thoughtless and foolish, but rather 

understanding and firmly grasping what the will of the Lord is.”  Psalm 112:1 “Blessed is the man 

that fears the Lord, and delights greatly in His commandments… Wealth and riches shall be in his 

house.”  Isaiah 26:3 “I have peace because I trust you.” 

Don’t nullify what God says with your negative words.  Confess (positively agree with) 

His word and speak His will into being.  God spoke the world into being and we, for the most part, 

speak into being the world we live in.   

God wants to agree with you.  Are you saying things you want Him to agree with?  Don’t 

say, “I’m broke!”   “I can’t do this!”  “I’m so sick!”  “I never get a break!”  I’m so stupid!”  “I’ll 

die of a heart attack just like my dad!”  “I can’t break this habit!”  Start listening to what you’re 

saying.  If it doesn’t line up with the word of God, and you don’t want it, don’t say it. 

There’s tremendous comfort and joy in singing the Word.  Many are the times I’ve 

awakened in the night with a praise song on my lips.  In your darkest hour you can exchange the 

garment of heaviness for the spirit of praise when, even through tears, the Word in your heart 

refuses to be held down and rises up. Clenched lips relax and brokenly, haltingly, you find yourself 

at first mouthing the words, “S i n g…  with  th-e    Sp i r- i t”  and then softly   “a n d…wi th…un-

der- stand-ing… O mag-n-ify   the LORD.”   Romans 10:8 “The Word of God is nigh thee, even 

in your mouth.”  Sing it forth and let it minister to you and to others. 
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Story 21 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

on the street, to a restaurant, riding a bus, attending a public event, standing in line, 
lyrics blaring from vehicles, that’s another story.  
 
Freedom is the cry everywhere you turn, but folks, Ralph Waldo Emerson said, 
“My freedom to swing my arm stops at my neighbor’s nose.” Where does your 
freedom to pollute my thoughts with your words end? How much thought do you 
give to who is overhearing what you say? If people around you overhear you say 
something about a mutual acquaintance, are they surprised at what you said? The 
joke you told? The  language you used? The comment you made about a disabled 
person, one of another race, another sex, your political views? I overheard a con-
versation in a lunchroom at work forty-five years ago that changed my life for the 
better.                  
 
James Allen said, “As a man thinketh in his heart so is he.” If we are to change the 
thoughts we speak, we must change the thoughts we hold in our minds. Thoughts  

 

“OOOPS, DID I SAY 
THAT OUT LOUD?” 

 

Much is being done today to rid our 
environment of pollution and most would 
agree with how important that is. However, I 
have been troubled by pollution of another 
kind for an even longer time. Those are the 
words that bombard and pollute my thoughts 
from all sides. I can determine to some 
degree what I hear in my home but going out 
on the street, to a restaurant, riding a bus, 
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pop into our minds from many sources but we choose which ones we will 
entertain. 
 
                                   
 

 

 

 

 

Please start listening to yourself. If you are not pleased with the image the words 
you speak create for those listening as well as those overhearing you, for the sake of 
us all, make some changes. 
 
Don’t settle for less than the mind of Christ, knowing that His thoughts can be your 
thoughts. 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

” You can’t keep birds 
from flying over your 
head but you can keep 
them from making a 
nest in your hair!” 
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                                              CHAPTER 22 

 

How About, We Make It 

A Beautiful Day in the Neighborhood? 

 

     When we moved to a little village in the hills of Pennsylvania, from the Los Angeles area, it 

wasn’t what I expected it to be. I guess I’d hoped for the neighborliness of Little House on the 

Prairie. People sitting on their front porches with time and the inclination to visit. But you know 

what? They came home from a long day at work and sat down in front of the TV like the rest of 

us. Perhaps it was the Amish I was looking for?. 

     No one stopped in with a freshly baked pie to say, welcome to the neighborhood. So, I baked 

them some of my huge dinner rolls, and called on them. 

     We began attending the local church. Construction was underway on a lovely new home on the 

hillside just above it. In a few months we heard that it was finished and the family would be moving 

in from out of state in a couple of weeks. I suggested to my Sunday school class that we cook them 

a meal and take it to them to say welcome to the neighborhood. Someone said, “That sounds like 

a good idea, Donna, why don’t you do it?” I didn’t know it at the time, but the sister of the young 

woman who built the house was in our class and they had grown up there! 

     Our income was small, so I made a pot of homemade chili, with a side of rice, a tossed salad, 

my dinner rolls, and a cake. I put in a cardboard box and carried it from my car up the hill to the  
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house. The drive wasn’t yet finished. The lady of the house welcomed me warmly and was most 

appreciative. We sat and visited some before I left while my daughter played with hers. A few  

days later she called and asked if I could use clothes her daughter had outgrown. She was also 

changing out the curtains and bedding in her room and would like to give the others to us. You 

can’t out give the Lord! 

    When I moved to Queens in New York, of course no one welcomed me, but then they didn’t 

even know I was there! First floor windows all were barred. The shades were pulled. I was told no 

one would come to the door if I knocked… But I gave it the old college try � I baked my buns, 

put them in a disposable basket covered with a large napkin and knocked on a few of my neighbor’s 

doors. They did open the door and receive them. I hope they weren’t afraid to eat them! 
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Story 22 
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Allyson, my fifteen-year-old, and I had gone from apartment to apartment inviting children and 
adults to come to church. The adults weren’t interested but many would allow their children to go. 
After several weeks of good intentions and unkept promises, I decided that the only way the 
children could make it was if I’d have them come Saturday night. 

 

This meant a commitment of our Saturday nights and would require the co-operation of my 
children. There was no problem with Allyson or April who was eleven. Thirteen-year-old David 
was another story. 
 

Struggling with his self-image and embarrassed by where we lived, he did not identify with our 
neighbors. After a lot of discussion he did agree to let us do it and found himself joining in on 
many of our activities. 
 

They came at 8:00 P.M. We made a craft, had a snack, and then gathered in the living room to sing 
choruses. After settling into their bedrolls, I told them a Bible story.  
 
As they drifted off to sleep, we listened to Christian music tapes sung by children. 

BLOOM WHERE YOU’RE PLANTED 
(NEIGHBORS) 

By Donna Jensen                                          
 

 

As the last strains of music faded on the stereo, peaceful 
silence filled our living room. How clean and sweet the 
little ones were! The moonlight filtered down on them 
through the window as they lay on bedrolls across the 
floor, in chairs and on the couch…eleven of them. They 
ranged in age from three to eight, boys and girls. 
Upstairs my three children slept in their rooms. 
 

They were my neighbors in a 42-apartment government 
housing project in a small community in Pennsylvania. 
It was Saturday night and the children had come from 
all around the courtyard, freshly bathed, in their P.J.s 
with bedrolls and clothes for church in the morning. 
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How different these children were in appearance and demeanor through the day! Weather 
permitting, they played outside from dawn until nine or ten at night. They must have been cleaned 
up from time to time through the day, but rarely did you see them that way. 
 

They learned early to fend for themselves. For the most part they settled their own quarrels.  One 
morning, the angry screams of a little girl, barely three, drew me to my window.  She didn’t need 
my help… An older boy was pushing her down the sidewalk at a high rate of speed on her big 
wheel.  Coming to the end of the walk, he let her go with a shove that sent her up an embankment, 
where she toppled over. 
 

Jumping to her feet, she gave him a verbal lacing with language that would have blistered paint! 
 
I had not wanted to take my children there to live, but after my husband and I separated and he left 
for Arizona, I had no other choice.   
 

The apartments themselves were very nice.  What made it so unpleasant was the bad language that 
bombarded us on all sides. 
 

Stumpy, the step-father of three of the children living there, would go running across the parking 
area and up to someone’s door yelling obscenities as he went. You’d have thought he was going 
to kill someone!  An exchange of epithets would follow, but no blows were ever exchanged. 
 

My door was standing open one summer day when Stumpy went through one of his tirades.  So 
startled was I that I jumped at his first beller.  Surely this was it! Whoever he was unloading all 
that on would punch him! 
 

I stepped up to the screen door to see if I would need to call the police. My heart sank as I saw 
him yelling at his eight-year-old daughter! The problem? She had asked permission to ride a 
friend’s bike. It took all that yelling and swearing to say no… 
 

As I stepped back from the screen door, my movement caught his eye. Embarrassed, I believe, that 
someone who openly professed Christ was a witness to his behavior, he turned his attack on me.  
It literally made my knees buckle! He yelled, “Move out!! You don’t belong here, you…you… C-

h-r-i-s-t-i-a-n!!! Drained, he stormed into his apartment. 
 

Tears streamed down my face, my stomach was tied in knots… waves of nausea swept over me. 
Now I knew what it felt like to be that little girl! 
 

Shutting the door and locking it, I paced through my apartment, grateful that my children were not 
at home. 
 
What should I do about this, Lord? I asked, still sick at my stomach. I was reminded of Paul’s 
admonition to apologize to those who have “ought” against you.  I couldn’t imagine facing 
Stumpy, let alone apologizing to him! 

 

After much prayer and a cup of tea, I sat down to write a note of apology. 
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I believe my apology kept a barrier from rising between us. We never became friends but we were 
able to speak. 
 
As Sunday mornings dawned, a holy quiet replaced the brawling of the night before.  Happily the 
children arose, clearing away the bedrolls so that we could get through.  

Preparation for church was a joint effort: fixing hairdos, buttoning buttons, tying shoe laces, 
cooking the French toast, pouring the milk, grabbing Bibles, and dashing for the bus that came for 
the fifteen of us.  
 

Over a period of several months, Jesus began to manifest Himself in the lives of the residents of 
the Project. Some reverence for the things of God began to appear. There was less negativity. 
Parents came over with questions. They bought Christian music tapes for their children. They 
borrowed and discussed my books. 
                                     

 

 

 

 

Stumpy, 
 
         Whatever I did that offended  
you, it was not my intention to do so.  
 Please forgive me. 
 
                                           Donna 
 

 
 
On the playground new sounds were 
heard. Amid the swearing and name 
calling a little girl sang, “Jesus Loves 
Me”, as her swing lifted her high into 
the air. 
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CHAPTER 23 

 

Hope Will Return, If You Give it Time 

 

 

 

On all sides today, hopeless people of all ages are taking their lives. My sister-in-law struggled 

with thoughts of it at the age of ten. Two of my half-brothers and their sister committed suicide. I 

considered suicide as I became disillusioned with life when I was graduating from college. 

There is an answer you can live with, for everything. You have more strength than you know. 

What kept me going until I found the Lord, was forgetting about myself and doing what I could 

for those around me. Anything, for anyone. Wearing yourself out doing good, will give you 

peaceful sleep when you lay down at night. But it won’t get you into Heaven.  

The knowledge that you have made Heaven, will give you more than enough hope to live this life 

well. When you receive Jesus as your Savior, and get to know His plan for your life, and your 

fellows on the journey, you will march to a different drummer. Now, keep your eyes on the Lord 

and hope will carry you through. 
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Story 23 

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Hmmm,” I breathed.  “Honey, I just came from a prayer meeting where I asked God to minister 
to those who felt hopeless. I didn’t know I was praying for you.  I’m so glad you called to tell me 
how you’re feeling.” 
 
Her response was inaudible over the roar of a passing truck.  Pausing, she waited for it to move on 
down the street.  “I’m so lonely, Mom.  I really miss you.”  She broke into sobs.   
 
Tears filled my eyes. I should have given her more thought, written. I always seemed to be so 
absorbed with the thing at hand. Family and friends that were out of sight had always gotten the 
short end of things. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                  

DO YOU FEEL LIKE GIVING 
UP? 

(Hopelessness is not forever) 
By Donna Jensen 

 

 
The phone rang. Hurrying from the rear of my 
apartment before the answering machine picked up, 
I grabbed the receiver, “Hello?” 
 
Muffled sobs escaped my youngest daughter’s lips 
on the other end of the line as she tried to control her 
voice. “Mom, I don’t even feel like I want to live 
anymore…” 
 
Pain gripped my heart. Suicide had been a malicious 
enemy to my family. Two of my half-brothers and a 
half-sister had taken their lives and a younger brother 
had attempted suicide. Now April, my baby, twenty 
years old, was telling me this, standing on a corner 
in Pittsburgh at a pay phone, four hundred miles 
away. 
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In late August, I had moved from a small town in Pennsylvania to New York City to take a teaching 
job that I’d found through the internet. I had begun to sell my stories and had recently completed 
a novel. I expected to write in my off hours. But there were no off hours! My workload was 
overwhelming, leaving me exhausted and frustrated that there was no time for anything else. I’d 
even neglected reading the Bible and praying. By Thanksgiving, I had a better grip on my job and 
was getting back to where I should be spiritually. 
 
April had completed a very difficult year in the Job Corps and had gotten a good position as a 
secretary in a medical center.  Now her employer would pay for any further college she wanted.  
 
Unsure about where her romance was going and with no family near, her emotions hit bottom. 

                                                                                                                                                                             
A very feisty young lady, she had struck out on her own at the age of seventeen. Sharing an 
apartment with two girlfriends, she worked and finished high school. Her two older sisters had 
dropped out, but April was determined to graduate. And graduate she did, even though she 
struggled with a learning disability. 
 
Life had been hard for all of us. A troubled marriage had caused our family to break up three times. 
When my husband left for the last time, we never heard from him again. Three years later he died. 
April was nine then. By the time she was twelve, she was exhibiting bouts of uncontrolled anger. 
Since my efforts to help her spiritually weren’t working, I took her to be evaluated by a 
psychologist. He said there was no problem. 
 
When, she was fourteen, she started to smoke and use bad language. The next year, when I 
unknowingly awakened her one afternoon, she had a screaming fit, attacking me with her fists.  
More stunned than hurt, I thought she must be on drugs to act like that. She was uncontrollable 
and ran from the house breaking, from my hold on her.  I called an ambulance, fearing she would 
hurt herself. A youth worker from mental health came and said we should probably have a drug 
test done, but she didn’t need to be hospitalized. 
 
After a dramatic conversion to Christianity at the age of twenty-nine, I’d served the Lord with all 
my heart, searching for answers for myself and others. I had lived my faith in front of my children, 
but one by one they had all gone astray. April was my last hope. And now that hope was gone. I 
felt like a failure as a wife, a mother, and a Christian. If I couldn’t make a difference in the lives 
of my husband or my children, how could I help anyone else? 
 
For about a month I stopped trying, sinking into depression.  I didn’t do the things I knew to do to 
help myself.  Finally, I realized that the only life I have any control over was my own.  I could 
counsel and love and support and surround others with prayer, but I couldn’t cause anyone to make 
godly choices.  A little wiser, I picked myself up and got on with my life. 
      
I reminded April over the phone now, that there were places we’d have to go by ourselves 
sometimes, but we were never alone. How well I knew that. My mother, whom I’d cared for in my 
home for seven years, died three months after my husband left. Never had I experienced such a  
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feeling of being alone. When I had to undergo some grueling tests in the hospital as an outpatient, 
I began to feel sorry for myself, wondering if I’d be able to drive home. “Lord,” I said, “I know 
you’re always with me, and that’s what makes it possible for me to go on, but I sure wish there 
was someone here right now with some skin on their bones, to give me a hug.” 
 
A short time later, I was sitting in the hall in one of those stunning hospital gowns, waiting to see 
if my x-rays had turned out when a technician approaching from behind me reached down and 
gave me a hug in passing. Wasn’t that nice, I thought. I didn’t even realize the significance of what 
had happened until after I got home. 
 
“Mom,” April continued through her tears, “I just need someone to put their arms around me and 
tell me everything’s going to be all right.” 
 
“Then let’s do that,” I replied.  “Pretend you’re sitting here on my lap with your head on my 
shoulder.  Can you feel my arms around you?”   I asked. 
 
“I think I can,” she sniffed.  “Mom, would you sing to me?” 
 
“Sure, Honey, what shall I sing?” 
 
“Sing me that song you used to sing when I was a little girl.” 
 
“Which one was that?” 
 
“Something about letting the sun shine in.” 
 
“Ohhhh, ok.” Softly I sang into the telephone. Miles away in a big lonely city, with traffic 
clamoring and an occasional stranger passing, April and I talked and prayed. Now? She’s going 
for counseling because she knows she needs it. I’ve sent her the Bible she requested, and my hope 
for her remains in God.      
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CHAPTER 24 

 

A Fragrant Offering 

 

      You see, at just the right time, when we were still powerless, Christ died for the ungodly. 

      I remember the day I got saved, and the mess that I was delivered from. I was so grateful for 

the sacrifice that Jesus made to make that possible for me that I felt no sacrifice I could make to 

serve Him would be too great. 

     I determined to walk in the way of love, just as Christ loved us and gave himself up for us as 

a fragrant offering and sacrifice to God. 

     So, daily I lay down my life for those whom God would make His friends. The lovely and the 

unlovely. 

      The first thing I laid on the altar was my one human desire, that of marrying and raising a 

family. I gave it to God tearfully. I said if it means I can serve you in a greater way, then I will 

remain single. When I gave it up, He gave it back. 

     Before I came to know the Lord, I was a defender of what I considered to be truth. I was good 

with words and showed my adversary no mercy when I considered him wrong, cutting him to 

pieces along with his argument. This became intolerable to me as a servant to God. Over and 

over I attempted to control my tongue but to no avail. 

     Finally, with great trepidation, knowing full well He could silence me, I laid my tongue on the 

altar. I asked God to never let me say or sing another word, If I couldn’t be kind in my  
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conversations.  Honestly afraid to see if my voice was gone, I hesitated for some time before I 

tried to speak. My voice was still there. God has brought me a long way in the loving use of it. 

 
 

Story24 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

including places and things I’d never seen before. An urge to go to foreign lands was taking root. 
I had ventured from Punxsutawney, PA to take a job in New York City that I’d found through the 
internet and was teaching school ten miles away from the Trade Center when it was struck down. 

 

Searching the internet once again, a position teaching kindergarten in Taiwan caught my eye. I 
knew nothing about Taiwan, not even its location, but somehow I thought, “This is it!” The first 
thing I needed to do was to consult God about it. At the age of twenty-nine, I’d had a dramatic 
conversion to Christianity and immediately began to serve God. All these years, the United States 
had been my mission field. Was that about to change? 
 

SacrificesSacrificesSacrificesSacrifices    
By 

Donna Jensen 

 

In my late fifties, I was inspired to new levels of creativity 
and depth of living, by Michael J. Gelb’s book, How to Think 

Like Leonardo da Vinci.  
 

Did you know that intelligence can be developed throughout 
life? I have expected to get better as I age, and nothing about  
being average appeals to me. Deepak Chopra points out that 
the average human being has about 65,000 thoughts a day 
and that sadly, tomorrow, 95% of those thoughts will be the 
same. Let’s do better than that. 
 

As I studied da Vinci, I discovered that I could not draw 
because I never really looked at things. As I began training 
my eye to “really” see, I found that I desired to see more, 
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After praying, I had a wonderful peace about applying for the position. But… then my mind went 
to work on it. I was having serious doubts by the time I fell into a restless sleep. 
 
When I awoke in the morning, I was very uneasy. There was no way I could do this. I couldn’t 
afford to keep my apartment. What would I do with all my stuff? Immediately the answer came. 
You could give it all away… 
 

The school year in Taiwan had already begun with no one to fill the opening. After receiving my 
inquiry, the pastor called to interview me. Before our conversation had concluded, I was hired, 
with my promise to leave in six days. There would be no time to do anything else but give my 
things away. I thought about people I’d known who had lost everything in a fire or a flood. They 
were given no opportunity for choices. 
 
When I realized that I could stay home with my “stuff” or get rid of it and possibly be used by God 
somewhere else, in a greater way, my “stuff” didn’t seem so important. That made the decision 
simple. There was no heartache over what was discarded. Of the things I’d collected in my life, I 
knew it was my memories that were most important, and I’d be taking them with me. 

 

I have moved many times in my life, and sometimes the choices of what to keep and what to 
discard were overwhelming. One time a I packed to move with my four young children from North 
Carolina back to Pennsylvania in a mini-van, pulling a six by nine tandem UHAUL. I broke down 
in tears as I studied several items I held in my hands.  My sixteen-year-old daughter Allyson took 
them from me and told me to sit down for a while. Because of her help, we made it. 
 

Now my belongings were distributed among my children, friends, and some people who 
happened along. My daughter Melissa kept my books for me. From a two bedroom apartment full 
of stuff, I downsized to what could be carried in two seventy-pound suitcases. And the airlines 
meant seventy pounds each and not some odd number like sixty-three and seventy-seven. At the 
airport I had to step aside and even out the weight before my bags could be checked. 

 
Prior to my decision to live in another country, I had to talk it over with my grown children. I’m 
very close to all of them. It had been just “us” for many years as I raised them alone after their 
father died. My eldest daughter Melissa said, ”Go for it!’ The others didn’t feel that way about it. 
My son David hesitantly asked, If anything happens to you, will they send you back?” I assured 
him that a round trip ticket had been purchased for me and that I could return home anytime I 
chose. April, my youngest daughter, twenty years old with a job and her own apartment, saw me 
off at the airport. Bravely she held her emotions at bay, and let me go to start a new life so very 
far away. 

 

The day I boarded the plane for Taiwan it was the anniversary of 9/11. From Pittsburgh to Osaka 
there were only a handful of passengers. It was not a popular day for Americans to travel. 
 

During the nine months I was in Taiwan, the war broke out in Iraq and we  lived first hand through 
the SARS epidemic. There were alerts when Americans were warned to keep a low profile and a  
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suitcase nearby in case of the need to evacuate. One day while in the Laundromat, I thought I was 
being shot at. I heard a loud bang, bang, bang, nearby and was about to flatten myself on the floor 
when I realized what it was. Firecrackers! The Taiwanese set them off regularly to scare away evil 
spirits. 
                   
It’s not true that they speak English everywhere. I frequently had to pantomime or draw pictures 
of items I wanted to buy. Most Taiwanese are desperate to learn English and many times attend 
Church services to that end, and in so doing find Jesus. 

 

I taught the only adult English Sunday school class at our Chinese church and it was held in my 
Kindergarten classroom. A Chinese woman who helped me carry some items I’d purchased to the 
school, complimented me on all the teaching aids I had and how appealing the room was. When 
she discovered that I’d purchased all the items myself, she was amazed.  
 

“You make a big sacrifice to leave your family and your country to come here, and then you spend 
your money on us as well. That is truly showing us love.” She put her hands together in front of 
her, the way Asians do and bowed saying, “I honor you.” 
 
 
 

John C. Maxwell in his book, THE 21 MOST POWERFUL MINUTES IN A LEADER’S DAY, 
makes dramatic statements about the need for sacrifice to reach the heights that God has for us. 
First nothing is a sacrifice unless it costs you something. You can only give up what you possess. 

 

Ironically when Moses was young, he thought he was strong, but he really wasn’t. Only as an older 
man, humble before God, was he of any use to God. If you are willing to look at yourself honestly, 
admit your weakness, and humble yourself before God, He will be able to use you. 
 

Life is filled with trade-offs. But you can trade up only if you have something to sacrifice. It takes 
incredible stamina to keep giving up. The greater the calling, the greater the sacrifice. The higher 
you intend to go, the more you will need to give up. For everything you gain you lose something. 
Of course, I’m not speaking of sacrificing your values, your self-respect, or your family. I’m 
talking about giving up material possessions, opportunities to do other things, and even your rights. 

 

Sacrifice is never painless, even when we try to maintain an attitude of gratitude and a giving heart. 
If a temporal sacrifice will bring an eternal reward, make the trade. 
 

You will experience time when fear will try to get the better of you. Understand that ripe 
opportunities are never completely devoid of fear. 
 
    “Dear God, give me the heart of a giver. Help me to understand your timing, to see what I 

should sacrifice for the sake of those I serve. And if the best sacrifice I can make is to step aside 

and allow someone else to lead, give me the courage and the heart to do that. Amen” 
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CHAPTER 25 

 
 

He Was Old, Yet His Strength Did Not Abate 
  

 
Moses, Joshua, and Caleb were the first people I read about in the Bible. The were leaders of the 

people and even in their old age they were physically strong. I decided right then that I was going 

to be that kind of old person too.   I don’t think I’ll make it to 120 as they did, but now I’m pushing 

eighty. I feel good every day and I can get done what I need to do. In fact, I don’t know how to 

quit. I continue to look for ways to serve God.   You see, I know something important, and I must 

not keep it a secret. I know how to get to Heaven, and have a marvelous life here on earth in the 

meantime. Can you imagine if we were friends and I never told you the secret? When my niece 

was a teenager, she shared a poem with me. I only remember the last verse but I believe it was the 

most important one. It ended. “We walked by day and talked by night, and yet you showed me not 

the light. And, now on coming to the end, I cannot call you my friend.” Bertrand Russell, well 

known atheist, said, “If Christians think I’m going to hell, why are none of them trying to save 

me?”  

     I can think of no greater privilege than ushering someone into the kingdom of God and helping 

them grow in the Lord. Thank you, God, for using us in that way… See you soon! 
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Story 25 

 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

here and there around everything else making use of all the left-over space. As I walked around 
the load, giving it a final inspection, to my dismay, I found a package of panty-hose plastered 
against the side window, proudly announcing it was Queen Size! I decided not to tear the load 
apart to get it. Perhaps I needed to be humbled. 

     The next fall on September 11, 2001, the Trade Towers were attacked. I was called into the hall 
by our principal and told about it. She asked me not to give the children all the details. When I re-
entered the room, my students could see that I had been affected by something and asked what was 
wrong. I told them that a plane had crashed into a building down-town and let it go at that.  All 
day we heard the sirens of rescue vehicles. Children were picked up by their parents as they could 
get there. Prior to this, being alone, I’d wanted to be a part of a group who could help me in the 
time of some disaster. In the middle of all this though, I was one of the strong ones helping others. 
     

GIVING IT ONE MORE TRY 
                    By Donna Jensen 
 

 

     When I was sixty, the title of a story came to 
me but it has taken until now, at the age of 
seventy-two, for me to have gained the 
knowledge to write it. The title was, “What Do 
You Do, When You’re Almost Done?” 
     What I did first was to leave a small town in 
Pennsylvania to teach third grade in New York 
City. I found the job online, which was a wonder 
in itself because I first started using a computer 
when I was fifty-six. Heading for Queens, my 
van was loaded to the hilt with all I felt it could 
safely hold. I had mailed twenty-five boxes of 
books ahead. My undergarments and night 
clothes were the last to be packed. I laid them 
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    The next year, on the first anniversary of 9/11, I landed in Taiwan to teach kindergarten. Again, 
I’d found the job online and had a contract for the year. What an amazing adventure that was! 
While I was there, we went through the SARS epidemic and the war broke out in Iraq. 
 
     Returning to the United States that summer, I wondered what next? What could top the last two 
years? I guess life doesn’t need to top what came last. My next move was to a rural community 
where I was the supervisor and head teacher in a small Christian school. Six of my grandchildren 
were among my students. 
 
     While there I married a retired minister. I’d been a widow for seventeen years. Sadly, I was 
only married six days when I found I’d made a big mistake! We were together two months when 
I had to leave and go to a shelter. I wanted he and I to go for counseling. His reply was, “I am a 
counselor!” Two weeks later he filed for divorce and moved another woman in with him. 
 
     The hardest part for me was having to tell all the people who cared about me that it was over. 
They had been so happy for me. It all turned out okay. Because I wasn’t devastated, we all moved 
on. I’m not saying that it didn’t affect me. I felt very lost and unsure of how to proceed with my 
life. I found two quotes from Bridges and Transitions that said it all. The first is, “Before we can 
find a new something, we must deal with a time of nothing.” Fortunately, that “time of nothing” 
didn’t last long. And then, “An ending…followed by a period of confusion and distress…leading 
to a new beginning.” 
     From there I went to stay with my son and help with his children, ages one, two, and seven 
when his wife left. Since they did not get back together, I gave up my apartment at the end of three 
months, stored my things, and made the transition more permanent. 
     Two years later it was time to move on. I stepped out on faith and rented a storefront to open a 
Christian drop-in center. I needed another $50 a month just to meet my bills and whatever else was 
needed to operate the center and living expenses were beyond that. I had planned to sleep on the 
couch at my son’s house and use his shower. All of my belongings were being used in the center 
and I had no money to rent a place to live. Just then it became necessary for David to move four 
miles away. That actually left me homeless.   
 
     I called all the ministers in the phone book and wrote letters asking them to come and look the 
center over and see if they could use it as well. No one ever came. The Lord kept it afloat for nearly 
a year and then I gave it up. It was never my intention to do it alone. 
 
     As I packed again, an apartment in a government subsidized building was offered to me. After 
two years, I’ve been elected president of the Resident’s Association. I view it as an opportunity to 
serve and hopefully be an encouragement. 
 
     Presently I teach 3rd-5th grade girls in our girls-club at church. When no young women 
volunteered, I asked if I might be allowed to do it. 
 
     In September I began volunteering as Chaplain at a large nursing home here in town. I was once 
their director of activities so I help with that too. 
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       Last year my first novel was published. I’m so pleased about that. I decided to look for places 
to speak and sell the novel and my short stories. I wasn’t sure if people would still find me an 
interesting speaker. I had done some speaking in the past. An invitation came to address about fifty 
ladies who operated a charity in a near-by town. I decided to judge my present ability to speak by 
the outcome of the event.  

     A friend came with me and helped me set up my writing display. I really needed a podium but 
there was none. We were in the church basement. Eying the counter that jutted out into the room 
with refreshments, I told them I’d like to use it to lay my notes on and moved over to it. Without 
thinking about it, I soon was behind it. What a blessing that turned out to be! 
 
     All was going well. They seemed moved by what I was saying and I had their full attention. 
Then it happened. I felt a strange sensation like something was tangled around my ankles. I glanced 
down as I continued to speak. There lay my skirt on the floor! Inwardly I gasped… what should I 

do? How can I pull it up? If I let it lay there until I finish someone may pass me to enter the kitchen 

and wonder why I had taken off my skirt. Thank goodness I was wearing a slip! All these thoughts 
were rushing through my mind as I continued to speak. I’ve got to tell them what has happened I 
thought and pull up my skirt. I stopped and said, “My skirt fell off.” A buzz started around the 
room.  

     “What?” 
 
     “What did she say?” 
 
     “Did she say her skirt fell off?” 
 
     At first, they wondered if it was a trick. Was it part of my message? 
 
     I continued, embarrassed. “I’m so sorry! I don’t know why it fell off.” Then I laughed and bent 
down to retrieve it. Relieved, they laughed with me.  A lady minister that I know was there. She 
laughed the hardest putting her hands to her mouth with a look on her face that said she was so 
glad it hadn’t happened to her! I interjected a funny story about another author and her 
embarrassing moment and went on with my talk. My friend told me I’d handled the whole thing 
very graciously. I got a nice thank you card from the president of the organization that I saw her 
write after I spoke. She said I did a great job! They also paid me generously. What a thing to have 

happen. I groaned inwardly as we packed up and left. I can never tell anyone about this. If people 

ask how it went, I’ll just tell them, not very well. However, as I spent a sleepless night thinking 
about it, I decided it was a story worth telling. 

     I must keep trying, working on the opportunities placed before me. And when it’s done, it’s 
done. 
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CHAPTER 26 

 
 

Don’t Waste Your Suffering 
 
 

Whatever we do, we should do it to the glory of God, even suffering. Jesus didn’t leave us an 

example of how to be a sick person, but He surely did teach us how to suffer. When even Jesus 

suffered, should be surprised that as Christians, we should suffer too? How good have you gotten 

at it? � I’m sure it’s nothing we want to major in. But, while you are in the midst of it, make the 

most of it. And how can I do that you ask? You might pray for someone else who is in great pain. 

God promises to comfort the suffering. You could ask God for grace to bear it well, keeping a 

good attitude, and witnessing to others how the love of God sustains you at all times. You could 

forgive the person who has caused the suffering, and tell him that you did. You could hang on to 

your dreams and plan for what you’ll do next. If necessary, you could rethink your life as you 

listen to God and begin something new.  Not a simple task? No, it isn’t! But the task will bring 

glory to you, and God, as you work it out together. And, those watching, will know you had to be 

leaning on God. 
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Story 26         

 

 

 

                    In my old age, I recently got my first pet. She isIn my old age, I recently got my first pet. She isIn my old age, I recently got my first pet. She isIn my old age, I recently got my first pet. She is    aaaa    delightful carameldelightful carameldelightful carameldelightful caramel----
colored “Morky”colored “Morky”colored “Morky”colored “Morky”    with black highlights on her facewith black highlights on her facewith black highlights on her facewith black highlights on her face    and lower back. I have the and lower back. I have the and lower back. I have the and lower back. I have the 
privilege of introducing the world to her and teaching her to deal with it.privilege of introducing the world to her and teaching her to deal with it.privilege of introducing the world to her and teaching her to deal with it.privilege of introducing the world to her and teaching her to deal with it.    

                        I discovered in reading about her breed that she is naturally proI discovered in reading about her breed that she is naturally proI discovered in reading about her breed that she is naturally proI discovered in reading about her breed that she is naturally protective, tective, tective, tective, 
although very friendly. She immediatelalthough very friendly. She immediatelalthough very friendly. She immediatelalthough very friendly. She immediately barked at any unusual sound in our y barked at any unusual sound in our y barked at any unusual sound in our y barked at any unusual sound in our 
home or out on the street. I worked at training her not to do that for my peace home or out on the street. I worked at training her not to do that for my peace home or out on the street. I worked at training her not to do that for my peace home or out on the street. I worked at training her not to do that for my peace 
and that of my neighbors. Very quickly she learned to control her barking. She and that of my neighbors. Very quickly she learned to control her barking. She and that of my neighbors. Very quickly she learned to control her barking. She and that of my neighbors. Very quickly she learned to control her barking. She 
responded bodily to noises as she froze and perked up her earesponded bodily to noises as she froze and perked up her earesponded bodily to noises as she froze and perked up her earesponded bodily to noises as she froze and perked up her ears. Then she looked rs. Then she looked rs. Then she looked rs. Then she looked 
at me to take her cue. If I remained calm, so did she. How smart she is! Isn’t that at me to take her cue. If I remained calm, so did she. How smart she is! Isn’t that at me to take her cue. If I remained calm, so did she. How smart she is! Isn’t that at me to take her cue. If I remained calm, so did she. How smart she is! Isn’t that 
just what Jesus taught His disciples when they woke Him as He slept through just what Jesus taught His disciples when they woke Him as He slept through just what Jesus taught His disciples when they woke Him as He slept through just what Jesus taught His disciples when they woke Him as He slept through 
the storm? The quickerthe storm? The quickerthe storm? The quickerthe storm? The quicker    we learn to take our cues from Jesus the less stress we learn to take our cues from Jesus the less stress we learn to take our cues from Jesus the less stress we learn to take our cues from Jesus the less stress we we we we     

“HOLD ME TO YOUR HEART, JESUS”“HOLD ME TO YOUR HEART, JESUS”“HOLD ME TO YOUR HEART, JESUS”“HOLD ME TO YOUR HEART, JESUS”    

                                                                                                                                            By Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna JensenBy Donna Jensen    

I used to squirm in my distresses, I used to squirm in my distresses, I used to squirm in my distresses, I used to squirm in my distresses, 
bucking against the trials that bucking against the trials that bucking against the trials that bucking against the trials that 
came my way. I couldn’t see that came my way. I couldn’t see that came my way. I couldn’t see that came my way. I couldn’t see that 
JJJJesus’ plan was to walk me through esus’ plan was to walk me through esus’ plan was to walk me through esus’ plan was to walk me through 
hard times, not pluck me out of hard times, not pluck me out of hard times, not pluck me out of hard times, not pluck me out of 
them all. Because He has them all. Because He has them all. Because He has them all. Because He has proven proven proven proven 
Himself to me again and again, I Himself to me again and again, I Himself to me again and again, I Himself to me again and again, I 
have nothing to fear and feel no have nothing to fear and feel no have nothing to fear and feel no have nothing to fear and feel no 
need to control what He is directing need to control what He is directing need to control what He is directing need to control what He is directing 
or those making the journey with or those making the journey with or those making the journey with or those making the journey with 
me. That is peace.me. That is peace.me. That is peace.me. That is peace. 
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will experience and the better will be our witness to those observing how we live as will experience and the better will be our witness to those observing how we live as will experience and the better will be our witness to those observing how we live as will experience and the better will be our witness to those observing how we live as 
the result of our Christian faith. It hathe result of our Christian faith. It hathe result of our Christian faith. It hathe result of our Christian faith. It has gotten so that now, when I’m in the s gotten so that now, when I’m in the s gotten so that now, when I’m in the s gotten so that now, when I’m in the 
middlemiddlemiddlemiddle    of some thing of some thing of some thing of some thing I think, “Boy, this will make a good story when it’s over!”I think, “Boy, this will make a good story when it’s over!”I think, “Boy, this will make a good story when it’s over!”I think, “Boy, this will make a good story when it’s over!”    

                    For some time, I’ve been thrilled by the opportunities our Lord gives me to For some time, I’ve been thrilled by the opportunities our Lord gives me to For some time, I’ve been thrilled by the opportunities our Lord gives me to For some time, I’ve been thrilled by the opportunities our Lord gives me to 
touch those who care for me in my need. Last week I spentouch those who care for me in my need. Last week I spentouch those who care for me in my need. Last week I spentouch those who care for me in my need. Last week I spent several hours at our t several hours at our t several hours at our t several hours at our 
local hospital having outpatient oral surgery under a general anesthetic.  I was local hospital having outpatient oral surgery under a general anesthetic.  I was local hospital having outpatient oral surgery under a general anesthetic.  I was local hospital having outpatient oral surgery under a general anesthetic.  I was 
brought to the hospital by a medical transport and had the opportunity to be brought to the hospital by a medical transport and had the opportunity to be brought to the hospital by a medical transport and had the opportunity to be brought to the hospital by a medical transport and had the opportunity to be 
encouraging to the driver encouraging to the driver encouraging to the driver encouraging to the driver and another passenger.and another passenger.and another passenger.and another passenger.    

                One of the nurses who One of the nurses who One of the nurses who One of the nurses who prepared me for surgery recognized me from a prepared me for surgery recognized me from a prepared me for surgery recognized me from a prepared me for surgery recognized me from a 
Christian Writers group from several years back. I asked her if she had had Christian Writers group from several years back. I asked her if she had had Christian Writers group from several years back. I asked her if she had had Christian Writers group from several years back. I asked her if she had had 
anythinganythinganythinganything    published.published.published.published.    She She She She replied that she only wrote for herself. I offered to help replied that she only wrote for herself. I offered to help replied that she only wrote for herself. I offered to help replied that she only wrote for herself. I offered to help 
in any way I could, should she want to publish one din any way I could, should she want to publish one din any way I could, should she want to publish one din any way I could, should she want to publish one day. Then I told her I’d been ay. Then I told her I’d been ay. Then I told her I’d been ay. Then I told her I’d been 
advised that if I wanted to have an effect on my readers I would need to “open a advised that if I wanted to have an effect on my readers I would need to “open a advised that if I wanted to have an effect on my readers I would need to “open a advised that if I wanted to have an effect on my readers I would need to “open a 
vein and bleed” for them. She smiled and said she would keep that in mind. vein and bleed” for them. She smiled and said she would keep that in mind. vein and bleed” for them. She smiled and said she would keep that in mind. vein and bleed” for them. She smiled and said she would keep that in mind.     

                    Two resident anesthesiologists talked with me about my procedure Two resident anesthesiologists talked with me about my procedure Two resident anesthesiologists talked with me about my procedure Two resident anesthesiologists talked with me about my procedure and one and one and one and one 
mentioned that she was from Russia and mentioned that she was from Russia and mentioned that she was from Russia and mentioned that she was from Russia and asked ifasked ifasked ifasked if    I’d ever been out of the I’d ever been out of the I’d ever been out of the I’d ever been out of the 
country. I told her I’d spent a year in Taiwan teaching school She asked how country. I told her I’d spent a year in Taiwan teaching school She asked how country. I told her I’d spent a year in Taiwan teaching school She asked how country. I told her I’d spent a year in Taiwan teaching school She asked how 
that had come about. I told her that since I had been born again at the age of that had come about. I told her that since I had been born again at the age of that had come about. I told her that since I had been born again at the age of that had come about. I told her that since I had been born again at the age of 
twentytwentytwentytwenty----nine, I consnine, I consnine, I consnine, I consididididerederederedered    myself a missionary to the United States, but after myself a missionary to the United States, but after myself a missionary to the United States, but after myself a missionary to the United States, but after 
reading a book called, HOW TO THINK LIKE LEANARDO Dreading a book called, HOW TO THINK LIKE LEANARDO Dreading a book called, HOW TO THINK LIKE LEANARDO Dreading a book called, HOW TO THINK LIKE LEANARDO DAAAA    VINCI, I wanted VINCI, I wanted VINCI, I wanted VINCI, I wanted 
to see more of the world. At sixty, I got online and found the position in Taiwan. to see more of the world. At sixty, I got online and found the position in Taiwan. to see more of the world. At sixty, I got online and found the position in Taiwan. to see more of the world. At sixty, I got online and found the position in Taiwan. 
One week later, on the first anniversary of 9One week later, on the first anniversary of 9One week later, on the first anniversary of 9One week later, on the first anniversary of 9/11, I arrived in Taiwan. /11, I arrived in Taiwan. /11, I arrived in Taiwan. /11, I arrived in Taiwan.     

                    As I had my I V placed, the loudspeaker came on and I got to hear a devotion As I had my I V placed, the loudspeaker came on and I got to hear a devotion As I had my I V placed, the loudspeaker came on and I got to hear a devotion As I had my I V placed, the loudspeaker came on and I got to hear a devotion 
on hope given by the hospital chaplain. It on hope given by the hospital chaplain. It on hope given by the hospital chaplain. It on hope given by the hospital chaplain. It thrilled my soul. As it ended, my thrilled my soul. As it ended, my thrilled my soul. As it ended, my thrilled my soul. As it ended, my 
surgeon steppedsurgeon steppedsurgeon steppedsurgeon stepped    in to see me and I commented to him how I had been touched by in to see me and I commented to him how I had been touched by in to see me and I commented to him how I had been touched by in to see me and I commented to him how I had been touched by 
the Chaplain’s message.the Chaplain’s message.the Chaplain’s message.the Chaplain’s message.    

                    The young lady from transport arrivedThe young lady from transport arrivedThe young lady from transport arrivedThe young lady from transport arrived    to to to to take me to surgery and the doctor take me to surgery and the doctor take me to surgery and the doctor take me to surgery and the doctor 
left. left. left. left. JaneJaneJaneJane    introduced herself. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed very sad. I introduced herself. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed very sad. I introduced herself. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed very sad. I introduced herself. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed very sad. I 
toltoltoltold her I had worked at Queen of Angels Hospital in Los Angeles as a ward d her I had worked at Queen of Angels Hospital in Los Angeles as a ward d her I had worked at Queen of Angels Hospital in Los Angeles as a ward d her I had worked at Queen of Angels Hospital in Los Angeles as a ward 
secretary when I was in college. One afternoon I was asked to help transport a secretary when I was in college. One afternoon I was asked to help transport a secretary when I was in college. One afternoon I was asked to help transport a secretary when I was in college. One afternoon I was asked to help transport a 
patient to surgery. I was in awe. I thought that was certainly very important. patient to surgery. I was in awe. I thought that was certainly very important. patient to surgery. I was in awe. I thought that was certainly very important. patient to surgery. I was in awe. I thought that was certainly very important.     
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JaneJaneJaneJane    smiled her thanks. She said she’d been transporting cancer patients for smiled her thanks. She said she’d been transporting cancer patients for smiled her thanks. She said she’d been transporting cancer patients for smiled her thanks. She said she’d been transporting cancer patients for 
several years and it had been too hard when after getting to know them, they several years and it had been too hard when after getting to know them, they several years and it had been too hard when after getting to know them, they several years and it had been too hard when after getting to know them, they 
died. died. died. died. ““““NNNNowowowow    IIII    only transport surgery patients.only transport surgery patients.only transport surgery patients.only transport surgery patients.””””    I told her that reminded me of I told her that reminded me of I told her that reminded me of I told her that reminded me of 
when I’d been a foster parent. People asked how I could let the children go after when I’d been a foster parent. People asked how I could let the children go after when I’d been a foster parent. People asked how I could let the children go after when I’d been a foster parent. People asked how I could let the children go after 
learning to love them.learning to love them.learning to love them.learning to love them.    

My reply was that so many of my friends and family members had passed My reply was that so many of my friends and family members had passed My reply was that so many of my friends and family members had passed My reply was that so many of my friends and family members had passed 
away that Iaway that Iaway that Iaway that I’d learned to love people for as long as they were allowed to be a part ’d learned to love people for as long as they were allowed to be a part ’d learned to love people for as long as they were allowed to be a part ’d learned to love people for as long as they were allowed to be a part 
of my life. of my life. of my life. of my life. JaneJaneJaneJane    said she said she said she said she was was was was so glad I’d told her that. She had lost several close so glad I’d told her that. She had lost several close so glad I’d told her that. She had lost several close so glad I’d told her that. She had lost several close 
members of her family in the last couple of years, and one of her best friends members of her family in the last couple of years, and one of her best friends members of her family in the last couple of years, and one of her best friends members of her family in the last couple of years, and one of her best friends 
just last month. She just last month. She just last month. She just last month. She didn’t understand it at all and was physically bowed by didn’t understand it at all and was physically bowed by didn’t understand it at all and was physically bowed by didn’t understand it at all and was physically bowed by 
her grief. I told her to contact me later if she wanted to talk more. I’m praying her grief. I told her to contact me later if she wanted to talk more. I’m praying her grief. I told her to contact me later if she wanted to talk more. I’m praying her grief. I told her to contact me later if she wanted to talk more. I’m praying 
for her. for her. for her. for her.     

                    As I was being discharged, I gave each of the two nurses my homemade As I was being discharged, I gave each of the two nurses my homemade As I was being discharged, I gave each of the two nurses my homemade As I was being discharged, I gave each of the two nurses my homemade 
Christmas card that included a truChristmas card that included a truChristmas card that included a truChristmas card that included a true story from my lifee story from my lifee story from my lifee story from my life    about taking in the about taking in the about taking in the about taking in the 
homeless.homeless.homeless.homeless.        

                    Thanking God for the whole experience, I was brought home by my sonThanking God for the whole experience, I was brought home by my sonThanking God for the whole experience, I was brought home by my sonThanking God for the whole experience, I was brought home by my son----inininin----
law where he and my daughter nursed me back to health.law where he and my daughter nursed me back to health.law where he and my daughter nursed me back to health.law where he and my daughter nursed me back to health.    

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

    

    

    

    

    

        

        

 

 

 

There has never been a time There has never been a time There has never been a time There has never been a time 
since I began my relationship since I began my relationship since I began my relationship since I began my relationship 
with Jesus that He left me to with Jesus that He left me to with Jesus that He left me to with Jesus that He left me to 
deal with anything alone. The deal with anything alone. The deal with anything alone. The deal with anything alone. The 
bigger the problem the closer bigger the problem the closer bigger the problem the closer bigger the problem the closer 
He is. When the struggle is so He is. When the struggle is so He is. When the struggle is so He is. When the struggle is so 
great that my knees great that my knees great that my knees great that my knees buckle buckle buckle buckle 
and I can’t take another step, and I can’t take another step, and I can’t take another step, and I can’t take another step, 
Jesus scoops me up in His Jesus scoops me up in His Jesus scoops me up in His Jesus scoops me up in His 
arms and carries me close to arms and carries me close to arms and carries me close to arms and carries me close to 
His heart.His heart.His heart.His heart.     
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CHAPTER 27 
 

Until Then… 
 

 
 
     People believe some strange things. But, believing or disbelieving doesn’t make something true 

or false. For the most part, people look for evidence to prove that what they want to be true, really 

is. 

     We read and hear a lot of things. Everyone knows that a structure built on a faulty foundation 

will collapse.  That is also true of a life. Do you believe that the God who created the Universe and 

you and I, is not capable of getting His message to us in purity without distortion or error? I know 

that every word of the Bible is true because God told me it is. He’ll tell you too, because you need 

to know that. It is our foundation and it will continue to stand through-out eternity. Since the Bible 

speaks the truth, then we know that Jesus died for our sins and rose again; that we need to be born 

again because no one comes to the Father except through Him, and that there is a Heaven or a 

Hell where we will spend eternity. It will be our choice as to which is our final destination.  

     The biggest lie ever told, is that the Bible is full of errors and not to be believed. Who do you 

suppose got that rumor going? Why, the Devil of course. He is, after all, the Father of Lies. 

     I’ve read several books written by men and women who have died and the Lord has brought 

them back to tell what they have seen of Heaven and Hell. 

      Hell isn’t sitting around playing poker with your buddies and sharing stories. It is abandonment 

by God, isolation from all human contact, and eternal suffering that is beyond imagination.                          
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Story 27 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She’s really confused, I thought as they wheeled her down the hall to the front of the nursing home 
to where the ambulance waited 
 
It was time for Bingo in the dining room.  
 

“You don’t have to get mad,” Joe said to Harriet as I walked by. They were talking as they sat side 
by side in their wheelchairs. Harriet was fanning the air with her fist, trying her best to reach over 
and punch Joe. 
 

Seeing my questioning glance, Joe said, “Honest, all I said was, ‘Honey, can I see you to your 
room?’  I wasn’t going to ask to come in!” 
 

Smiling, I continued to prepare for the afternoon activity.  I loved this job as director of activities. 
Imagine, I thought, getting paid for having fun!” 
 

 More residents came out for Bingo than any other activity. The prizes were candy or fruit 
depending on diet or preference. Everyone in their seats, it was time for me to call the numbers.  
June was assisting me today. 

DEATH WAITS 
(Death-bed confession) 

 
                   By Donna Jensen 
 

 

 
The ambulance attendants gently lifted the frail, 
pain-racked body onto the gurney. As the belts 
snapped around her, Jenny’s eye lids fluttered 
open. She glanced anxiously around the room at 
her surroundings. The deep yellow of her skin had 
crept into the whites of her eyes, making a sharp 
contrast with the cornflower blue that had dazzled 
many a young man.  
  
Her lips worked in an attempt to speak.  “Once I 
loved Rachael…she was so pretty… so sweet to 
me…” 
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Fifty-six, she shared a room with her eighty-year-old mother, Katie. June had been crippled all of 
her life from a birth defect. She’d never taken a step. 
 

She told me how her tall, strong, father had lifted her easily from bed, to chair, and to the car for 
trips to church. 
 

Each morning Katie and June were bathed and dressed, and after breakfast, placed side by side in 
their wheelchairs in the hall. Katie mumbled unintelligible words as she fidgeted in her chair and 
seemed not to see the people and things around her. 
 

From time to time, like now, June left her mother’s side to join in the social and recreational 
activities of the center. Social workers had tried to persuade her to go to another facility that had 
more to offer her personally. June’s reply was always a firm, “No.” Now her mother needed her.   
 

That evening as I enjoyed the quiet of our little West Virginia hamlet from my porch, I thought 
about the talk in the break room at work that day. Death, a frequent visitor to nursing homes, 
emerged as a logical topic of discussion. Several of the nursing staff confessed a desire to better 
understand how God determined when it was time to take someone home. 

 

“Look at Jenny,” one nurse said. “She’s ninety-seven, been a Sunday school teacher.  Wouldn’t 
you think God would end her suffering and let her die?”   
 

“And what about Katie right across the hall?” commented another.  “Whatever, will June do when 
her mother goes?” 
 

“Maybe it won’t be Katie who goes first,” someone else interjected.   
 
We returned to work agreeing that it was all beyond us. 
 

During the two years that Jenny had been a resident she seldom left her room. Once in a while we 
were able to coax her to come out to attend church services. Sometimes her son came to visit. 

 

Weeks past, Jenny lingered on through two more trips to the hospital where she rallied and came 
back, clinging painfully to life. As director of activities, I visited the residents daily. One morning 
as I concluded my visit with Jenny, I asked, “Is there anything at all that I can do for you?” 
 

Thoughtfully, she said, “N-o-o.” I patted her hand and turned to leave. 
 

“Unless, I could tell you something.” 
 

Turning back to her I said, “Sure, Jenny, what is it?” 
 

“When I was seventeen,” she began, “I loved Rachael.” 
   
“Yes?” I replied. 
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Haltingly, she went on. “I never told Phillip. He wouldn’t have understood. Rachel and I spent a 
lot of time together. We wanted to live together always, but what would people have said? Love 
can be very confusing… It was wrong that I loved Rachel the way I did.” 
 

Realizing what she was saying… what she had tried to say before… I asked, “Are your feelings 
for Rachael still bothering you?” 
 

“Yes,” she sighed. 
 

I moved to her side and picked up her hand.  “Then, Jenny,” I said, “why don’t you just tell Jesus 
how you feel and we’ll get it all taken care of?” 
 

Freely she spoke to Him, not as some far-removed deity but a friend there in her room.  When she 
finished, tears stained her cheeks.  Peace filled her heart. Jenny died that afternoon. 

 

A few months later it was discovered that June had cancer. Her doctor told her that she didn’t have 
long. She was a lovely woman. Her every word and deed radiated her love of God. “Donna,” she 
asked, “Will you agree with me in prayer that God will use me to the end, and not leave my mother 
alone?” I assured her I would. 
 

On a Sunday morning, June went home to be with her Lord. Within 24 hours, so did her Momma. 
 

 
 

 
 


