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 Living open and transparent lives not
 only brings freedom to oneself, but allows
 others to come into our lives to help us on our
 journeys. God can use the stories of our journeys
 to help others see how He is working in our lives
to save us from sins we have hidden in some dark corner
of our heart. “Let the one who walks in the dark, who
     has no light, trust in the name of the LORD and
                  rely on their God”  (Isaiah 50:10).

     1 Thessalonians 4:3-5 (NLT) says,
    “God’s will is for you to be holy, so stay away
   from all sexual sin. Then each of you will control
   his own body and live in holiness and honor—
   not in lustful passion like the pagans who do not
   know God and his ways.”  If you need God’s help
in this area of your life, confess your sin to a trusted Christian.
    When you do, God promises to heal you. “Therefore,
         confess your sins to each other and pray for each
                  other so that you may be healed.”
                    (James 5:16).

 When we share our witness through
 our stories, the Holy Spirit will do His part
 and open hearts so others may also come to 
 know the fullness of God’s love in their lives. The 
 Bible gives us a clear instruction in Luke 8:39 (NKJV).
  “Return to your own house, and tell what great
things God has done for you. And he went his way and
       proclaimed (published) throughout the whole city
   what great things Jesus had done
                      for him.”

     David learned the consequences of
     unconfessed sin. In Psalm 32:3-4, David
     says, “When I kept silent, my bones wasted
    away through my groaning all day long. For day
    and night your hand was heavy upon me; my
    strength was dried up as by the heat of summer.”
On the other hand, “If we confess our sins, he is faithful and
         just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse us from all
                    unrighteousness,” I John 1:9 (ESV).

Some Christians attempt to live part of their lives
in secret or darkness, letting others see them only
as a book cover, an iceberg, or cleaned 
and shined boots after their journey. 
Other Christians let others peer into the
inner chapters of their lives, observe how they live
their lives below the surface, and see how muddled
their boots get on their life’s journey. Is your life an
open or closed book?

What lies below the surface of your life? Is sexual
purity an issue for you? If so, we understand what
makes this a difficult issue. Our culture confronts
us every day with relentless glorification of
sexual perversion and sin. No matter 
where we turn—advertising, magazine 
racks at checkouts, television shows, movies, 
or social media—it is everywhere. The Bible is 
clear about the importance of living sexually pure
lives and instructs us to flee lustful thoughts. Who
controls your thoughts and your body? Has Satan
snared you in his trap?

Do you ever open the book of your life and 
share the inner chapters of your journeys 
with others so they can benefit and be 
blessed by what God has done in
your life? We are called to testify 
of God’s goodness. One of the best 
ways for us to do that is to share 
our stories and tell others what God 
has done in our lives. Are you sharing 
your stories of God’s goodness?

After a journey, boots need attention. Even 
if only covered with dust, a good cleaning, 
oiling, and polishing does wonders to 
restore them to their original luster
(a few scratches and tears excepted). 
Without care, the leather becomes hard and 
stiff, no longer flexible or comfortable. Our souls are
like boots; they also need to be cleansed and cared
for in our life journeys. We are cleansed 
when we confess our sins.
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by Jeremy Sather

y name is Jeremy Sather. My wife
Christine and I have been married for
thirteen years and are the parents to
three children: Ty (nine), Trey (seven),

and Tia (six). I currently serve as the football
defensive   coordinator and strength/conditioning
coordinator for the athletic department at Crown
College in St. Bonifacius, Minnesota. 

My parents Randy and Diane Sather have
attended Willmar AG my entire life. Both sets of
my grandparents John and Mae Sather and Henry
and (the late) Delores Deike have been members
of Willmar AG since 1952 and 1987 respectively.
So I am a third-generation Sather to attend Willmar
AG.

Growing up, I was blessed to be surrounded by a
cloud of witnesses in my own family, as well as
many other people in my parent’s and grandpar-
ent’s generation who cared about me. 

We love to come back to Willmar in the summer
and hang out at mom and dad’s place on Eagle
Lake. On Sundays, I get really excited when I get
to bring the fourth generation of Sather boys to
Willmar AG because that’s where the amazing
foundation for my faith in Jesus Christ was laid. 

I can barely remember what happened a couple
months ago during the football season. However, I
can remember, as clear as can be, sitting in the
front row of the balcony 29 years ago. That was
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Therefore, since we are suounded by such a great cloud of witnees, let
us throw o everything that hinders and the sin that so easily entangles,

and let us run with perseverance the race marked out for us.
Hebrews 12:1



when I gave my heart to the Lord, as I responded
to the speaker’s question, “Do you know Jesus
Christ as your Savior?” 

As a five-year-old kid, I didn’t completely under-
stand what that meant, but in the years that
followed, Pastor Dick (Van Aalsburg) helped me
come to know what it meant to have a personal
relationship with Jesus Christ.

We reconnected with Pastor Dick Van Aalsburg
because his grandson (Jared’s son) comes to
my wife’s daycare. Getting reconnected
through caring for the grandson of a man that
touched my life so greatly is a cool twist as
God continues to weave our lives together.

When I began attending youth group, Pastor Ty
(Tyler Grant) helped me to continue to grow in my
faith and nurture my relationship with Jesus Christ. 

Once I brought a friend with me to youth group.
He was a kid who was very far from any kind of
faith, and I invited him to hear Pastor Ty speak and
maybe talk with him afterward. That’s how Tony
got introduced to Jesus Christ. Today, he is an
incredible Christian man that I look up to in my
faith, but his journey to God began at Willmar AG
that night at youth group.

I get kind of jealous of all the kids at Willmar AG
now. I grew up before EPIK. Sometimes I think it
would have been easier to have gotten more of my
friends to come to youth group if we would have
had an exciting youth center like EPIK back then. 

As a kid, I played baseball, hockey, and football.
After graduating from high school, I knew that
football was going to be my ticket to a collegiate
athletic career. I had a couple of opportunities to
play college football. One was for a state school
that was recruiting me. Part of their plug was that
I could get away from home and get into a worldly
atmosphere. With God’s help, I had done a pretty
good job of not getting into worldly stuff through-
out high school, but they sold a worldly
atmosphere as a pretty cool idea. The other
opportunity was to play for a Christian college:
Bethel University. 

I ended up visiting both schools and thought the
secular school was the right place for me. Since a
lot of my Christian high school buddies were head-
ing down more worldly paths, I figured I should
too. 

I am so very thankful for the wisdom and godly
advice of my father who knew that I needed to be
surrounded by Christian coaches and teammates.
He steered me toward Bethel. That is where my
faith began to grow by leaps and bounds. I was
blessed to have an awesome football career there.
I also met and married my wife while at Bethel. 

Solomon showed his love for the
Lord by walking aording to the

instructions given him 
by his father david.

1 Kings 3:3

After graduation, Christine and I prayed and
prayed and prayed that we would get jobs. It was
the first time I really saw the power of prayer at
work. In 2005, Minnesota teaching jobs were next
to impossible to find, let alone for two kids without
any teaching experience. God answered our
prayers, but not exactly where we wanted to go;
we both got calls from Jacksonville, Florida. 

We were both close to our families, mine in
Willmar and Christine’s in Cottonwood. We had
no desire to leave Minnesota, but that was the door
God opened. It was not the answer we had sought,
but it was the answer God had for us, and we
followed His leading. 

In your unfailing love you
wi lead the people you have 

redmed, in your strength you
wi guide them.

Exodus 15:13

When we got to Jacksonville, we got plugged into
a church right away. 

God had opened the door for me to coach at
Mandarine High School (a 6A football school) one
of the biggest programs in the state of Florida at
that time. 

While there, we interviewed many coaches that
were much better than I was. The fact that I got
plugged into that program was truly an answer to
prayer. 
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After games, we’d be there until 2:00–3:00 AM
talking and breaking down film. After one of those
sessions, I said, “Are we done? I want to go home
to my wife.”

There were about thirteen coaches on the staff,
and I think I was the only one that was still married.
The head coach pulled me aside and asked, “How
is it that you are the only coach fighting to get
home to your wife?” It was the perfect opportunity
to witness and tell him about the “glue” that has
been the strength of our marriage. 

After spending a year in Florida, we really wanted
to get back to Minnesota to be close to family.
Teaching jobs were still difficult to find but we
prayed and ended up getting jobs only fifteen
minutes apart.

I had been coaching in the biggest class of football
in Florida—where football is life. I didn’t realize
how spoiled I was until I began my new job at
Cedar Mountain-Comfrey High School (a single A
football school) in Morgan, Minnesota. Within a
year, the head coaching position opened. At age
twenty-four, I was the head high school football
coach. I spent the next five years having a great
time building the program. 

I met some incredible people from some great
families while there, including getting re-
connected with Gary Crowe, his family, and some
of his grandkids. Gary is a great Christian man that
I had grown up with and learned from on fishing
trips. It was pretty cool to get re-connected.

While at Cedar Mountain, I got the itch to coach
college football. My wife is an amazing woman
who has always been supportive, so we prayed
and spent a couple of years sending out applica-
tion letters and accumulating a stack of denials.
That is, until Peter Haugen, a solid Christian man,
called and offered me a coaching job at Gustavus
Adolphus College. 

God answered our prayer, but not in the way we
had thought. We thought I was going to get a pay
increase. Instead, I took a big pay cut. But we were
obedient. We followed our heart, His leading, and
the answer that God had given to us. After a year
at Gustavus, I was offered a coaching position at
Crown College, which serves an amazing Christian
community of young believers. 

Today, as Crown’s football defensive coordinator, I
not only get to live out my passion of coaching and
recruiting for football, I also get to share my testi-
mony and passion for Christ with kids from all over
the country. I’ve been at Crown for five years.

Both times I changed from teaching to coaching,
God answered our prayers in ways we didn’t
necessarily think we liked. But Christine and I
were obedient to follow God’s leading and both
times turned out to be incredible for us, as we have
grown in our faith. 

I think being obedient is such an important part of
living for God—like the time my dad steered me
away from the state school opportunity (where
I could have gone to school for next to nothing)
toward Bethel (which was very expensive).  

By following God, we made decisions that did
not always make financial sense but they were
decisions that have paid off for us eternally. They
have helped me become a better father, a better
husband, and a better coach. 

At Crown, I get to share my testimony with
students from around the nation, and I do—a lot. I
get to tell them, “The amount of money that you
make or save is not as important as your eternity.”
I get to invite students from around the nation to,
“Come and grow in your faith while you play foot-
ball and earn your degree at Crown College.” Plus
my family and my kids get to be around that sort
of environment.

When I grew up, I had everything going for me: my
family’s support as well as the support of a solid
Christian church family. However, a lot of the guys
that we recruit did not grow up in a Christian
home, didn’t have two parents around, and didn’t
have a church like Willmar AG in which to start
their faith.

For example: five years ago, I had the opportunity
to recruit a young man from the inner city of
Houston. His final story is pretty amazing, but he
did not have a strong family background. He had
somewhat of a Christian foundation, but he was
battling academically after making some poor
decisions. He was struggling even more so in his
personal life. 

But now this young man is a leader on our
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campus. He’s currently the poster boy for our foot-
ball program at Crown. He absolutely turned it
around. For the past two summers, he has been
impacting kids’ lives for Christ while serving as the
head Bible counselor at a Bible camp. He is like a
super-hero to my kids. They think he’s untouch-
able. He is an amazing Christian man.

Very few people get to work in this kind of envi-
ronment. It is like being at church all day, in
addition to being surrounded by youth and feeling
the energy that they have, and then I get football
sprinkled into the mix! I’m very blessed. 

Some guys can’t see that at 18 years old. It takes
them until they reach 20, 21, or 22 to see it. Some
don’t see it until they leave campus. That’s hap-
pened to several guys. They leave and then realize
how unique a place Crown College really was. 

One young man had a stumbling block as a soph-
omore but then transformed himself into a great
leader and is graduating with a degree. He got
married, has a little daughter, and is an incredible
father. He has absolutely changed his life. It is very,
very gratifying to see these guys grow so intention-
ally and immensely. 

However, it is just as exciting for me to watch guys
that come from a solid background and continue
to grow in their faith because statistically, even that
is sometimes scary. What we really like to see is a
guy come into the program and continue to grow
and succeed, regardless of where he came from. 

Our head coach, John Auer, encourages us to
push our players. In football, we push our guys to
go from average to good, good to better, and from
really good to great. And we do the same thing
regarding their faith. 

If we’ve got an individual who has grown up know-
ing Christ and has a great faith foundation, we
push him to be a faith leader on our team, and
then go on from there. If a guy has no faith back-
ground, we want to push him to get a foundation
so he can have a chance be a great dad and
husband, and employee or employer someday.

Pastor Keith says it best, “The physical reflects the
spiritual.” And I think football, even more so,
reflects the spiritual. There are so many lessons to
be learned such as teamwork and selflessness. For

me, football is the greatest game to teach faith and
life. In football, at whatever level they are, we want
our recruits to get a little bit better. The same thing
spiritually, we want them to go from wherever they
are to be better the next year.

Be shepherds of God’s flock that is
under your care, watching over

them—not because you must,
but because you are wiing, as

God wants you to be ; not pursuing
dishonest gain, but eager to serve ;
not lording it over those entrusted

to you, but being examples 
to the flock.
1 Peter 5:2–3

Early in my coaching career, I was told, “You can
coach as hard as you want so long as the kid
knows that you care about him.” I have known
coaches that are pretty hardcore guys, and I have
had some of those guys coach me. If I knew the
guy cared about me, I could take it—it was pretty
easy. 

I am a very energetic, loud coach. I love coaching
with energy. I feel the energy of the game. I have
been accused of coaching too hard sometimes.
But, my guys know I love them and care about
them. If I get on the back of a player during prac-
tice or in a game, I make sure that I walk in from
the field with him or catch him in the locker room
and talk with him before he leaves. It is very
important that my players know that there is a
difference between me not liking their play and not
liking them. Sometimes an 18-year-old kid doesn’t
get that, so I have to make sure I differentiate.  

It begins with the first phone call fifteen months
before they get on campus, when I tell them we are
not recruiting every “sweet football player,” we are
recruiting every “sweet Christian football player.”
There’s a big difference. 

Of course, that may not be the coolest thing to say,
but they know from the very first call, that coming
to Crown is not only about football. 
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It wasn’t only that first message from Pastor Ty.
Both my father-in-law and my dad stressed the
importance of purity before marriage. And so, sex
was something that Christine and I kept pure for
our marriage.

Kp yourself pure.
1 Timothy 5:22

Now we press and cheer on young men here that
are dating and engaged to make sure that sex
is something they save for marriage because it
is the “glue” that will hold their marriage together.
We really believe that and that is why we push hard
on it. 

In both of our families, divorce isn’t an option
either. When we got engaged, that was something
stressed by both families. It’s fine if you want to
get married young, but you better make sure there
is nothing that can pull you apart. 

My dad has always said, “Christ better be at the
center of marriage because marriage is tough even
with Christ in the middle of it.” The “glue” that
Christ provides at the center of our marriage has
been huge.

I am driven by two additional passions. First, I
have always wanted to be a great dad to my kids—
like my dad was to me. (I can remember my dad
missing one baseball game when I was twelve and
that is about it. That is amazing.) Second, I have
the passion to be a top-notch college football
coach. That means that I easily put in ninety plus
hours every week during the football season. 

That is when my two passions collide. It is some-
thing I battle, and my wife knows it, but she be-
lieves that college football is a platform for me to
share my faith and believes my passion to coach
football is also part of our ministry. Because she
knows balancing the passion of being a dad and a
coach is difficult, she has the kids on the sidelines
for two practices
a week and for
every game. 
That is ten 
hours she and
the kids are
where I am.
She has my son
on the sidelines 
as a ball boy.

I am one of the most competitive humans I know,
sometimes to a fault. So if they don’t have a
desire to grow in their faith, then maybe Crown is
not for them, because that’s who we are. 

We want to recruit guys that want to grow in their
faith. Whether that’s growing from a brand-new
faith or growing from being a super Christian to a
super-duper Christian. When they and their par-
ents hear that, they know that’s what we’re about.
They know we care about them far beyond the
football field which allows us to push them pretty
hard—academically, in football, and in their faith.

My wife has always been very involved in our high
school football teams and now she is often the
mom-away-from-home for these college guys.
I am the hard-pushing guy and she is the soft,
gentle sweetheart, so she balances me out pretty
well. Our marriage has turned out to be a role
model for the guys. Christine and I have always
been a team. 

Christine is far better than I deserve. I am so very
thankful for what she is to me as a wife and, just
as much, the wonderful mother she is to our
children.

May your fountain be bleed and
may you rejoice in the 

wife of your youth.
Proverbs 5:18

I remember sitting in the pew right in front of the
sound booth at Willmar AG when I was 13 or 14
years old. Pastor Ty was talking about sex and
what an important thing sex is in marriage. I don’t
know why I still remember that talk because I can’t
remember too many individual messages even
from this past month, but I remember that one and
it stuck in my head.

Sexual temptation is everywhere. It’s hard for a
guy of any age. It is even harder for teenage guys
than it is for married men. I am not sure Christian
fathers are doing a great job talking about this
topic. I tell our players that. I talk about it because
I feel like nobody else is talking about it, not even
the church. I believe it is the devil’s number one
attack weapon right now against men and it’s
tough to be a guy of any age.
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When I am struggling and frustrated with how a
game is going, it’s amazing for me to be able to
look down the sideline and see him looking at me
with his goofy smile. It puts things into perspective
for me. 

Crown has guys from all over and all walks of life
and Chris Pierre-Charles is one of those dudes.
He’s an Africa-American guy from Florida, about
6' 2" and 230 pounds. When he came to Crown,
his hair was in dreads, and he looked like he could
pound you into pieces, but he has a heart from
Jesus.

One of the coolest stories I like to tell to people
that have not been around football, is about Chris
Pierre-Charles (after a very intense practice) walk-
ing hand-in-hand with my daughter Tia—when she
was only two years old—all the 
way up to the locker room. 
She was reaching
up as high as she
could, barely 
touching his
fingertips that 
were reaching 
down as far as
they could to
touch hers. 

My wife is an amazing woman, and she makes
these moments possible. Christine believes that
what I do is a ministry. She supports me in this way
because she knows my struggle is that I want to
be a father to my kids first and a coach second.
She knows the job doesn’t always allow that during
the season. So she brings our boys to practice and
has them on the sidelines tackling dummies! The
benefit is 2-fold: they see their Dad in action, and
they have firsthand superheroes they get to look
up to: Christian men who are 20-years-old.  Chris-
tine is truly my gift from God.

My daughter gets to see and look up to all the fe-
male athletes at Crown. These are 20-year-old
Christian women who are great role models. At a
secular college, many of the students/athletes
might not be. 

So all my kids get to see amazing Christian young
adults that are competing at the NCAA level. For
them to be around that environment is unbeliev-
able, and an immeasurable bonus to my job. 

I want to thank my parents and family, Willmar
AG, the elders, Pastor Dick, and Pastor Ty, and
everyone else that helped me to establish my
foundation in Christ. 
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Thanks from Jeremy —
I also want to thank Pastor Keith who has been amazing to help my parents as they continue to grow in
their own faith journey. He has been there for them as my mom continues to battle cancer. With his lead-
ership, I have seen my parents grow closer to God through this time of struggle. He has been a great leader
for my parents who, in turn, have been great examples to me and my sisters.
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y story begins at the county fair when I was a
teenager. I was throwing darts at balloons to win

a poster—and I won. It was a poster of Farrah Fawcett
in a bikini. I took it home and hung it up on my bedroom
wall. Every day, it stimulated lustful thoughts. 
     I began to watch R-rated movies. Then came the
internet with its easy access to pornography. I found
myself craving more and more. Viewing porn became my
secret almost-every-day ritual.
     I wasn’t raised in a church so I didn’t have a Christian
upbringing. When I married my wife, I became a member
of a church. Even though I went to church with her, Satan
had control of my life. 
     About five years ago, after having spent about
twenty years in the same church, my wife and I decided
to visit some other churches. Willmar AG was our first
stop. We enjoyed Pastor Keith’s sermon, but seeing all
those hands in the air, helped us decide, “We better not
stay here!” 
     On the Sundays that followed, we visited several
churches around the Willmar area. They were each very
good, but we found ourselves drawn back to Willmar AG. 
     It wasn’t long before God began showing me that I
was trying to live life without His protection. Where other
guys had put on the “full armor of God,” I had not. 
     And so my journey began. 
     Matthew 13:15 gives a good picture of where I had
come from: “For this people’s heart has become cal-
loused; they hardly hear with their ears, and they have
closed their eyes. Otherwise they might see with their
eyes, hear with their ears, understand with their hearts
and turn, and I would heal them.” 
     As the weeks and months went by, I was amazed
how the Holy Spirit helped me relate to Pastor Keith’s
sermons. I also began to have a desire to read the Bible.
But every time I tried, things didn’t work out very well.
Satan was doing everything he could to stop me from
reading. 
     One day I was attracted to a book my wife had
picked up. It was Soul Detox, by Craig Groeschel. I
began reading it, and it absolutely “grabbed” me! 
     Then, Pastor Keith’s sermons began “grabbing” me
in a different kind of way. It is hard to express what I was
feeling—but every time I was in church, I would cry. I
don’t think my kids had ever seen me cry when they were
growing up, so this was a very different experience for
me. God was beginning to change my heart and drawing
me to Himself. 
     “My sacrifice, O God, is a broken spirit; a broken and
contrite heart you, God, will not despise” (Psalm 51:17).
     I read all of Groeschel's books. Then I tried reading
the Bible again. This time, it was much easier. I read

through the four Gospels. That went pretty well. Then I
tried reading the Old Testament but that did not go so
well. Reading the Old Testament was hard enough, but
then I came across lust-filled stories that weren’t helpful
for me to read at that time.
     So I turned to James, and it really “grabbed” me—
especially James 5:16: “Therefore confess your sins to
each other and pray for each other so that you may be
healed. The prayer of a righteous person is powerful and
effective.”
     Even though I was going to church, reading the Bible,
and praying, pornography still had a hold on my life. Even
though it became less and less over time as I read Craig
Groeschel’s books and Scripture, I still couldn’t shake it.
I would slip and go back to pornography. When I did, even
if it was only once every few weeks, once a month, or
sometimes only once in two months, I would break down
and cry out to God to help me. I hated it so much, but I
just could not get away from it. 
     There’s a set of steps going up from our garage into
the house. There were many times when my wife was
gone that I would just lay there and cry out, “Please God,
there’s no way I can do this on my own. I can’t stop. It’s
impossible. Help me!” 
     “Now those who belong to Christ Jesus have
crucified the flesh with its passions and desires”
(Galatians 5:24).
     Pornography is more than just a sin issue. It’s also
addictive. It’s like a noose around your neck; the more
you struggle, the tighter it gets. It’s like the Chinese Fin-
gers we used to play with as kids. Once you put a finger
in each end and pull, your fingers are trapped. The harder
you try to pull your fingers out, the more its grip tightens.
That’s what pornography does. It traps you. It’s almost
impossible to get away from it by yourself. You need God
to free you.

SET FREE
One day, I was in Willmar running errands, and I couldn’t
get away from the Holy Spirit nudging me to confess my
sin to one of our pastors. I made several calls before I
got Pastor Bruce’s voicemail and left a message. 
     I was just about ready to head home when Bruce
called me back and asked what I had in mind. I said, “I’d
like to visit with you for a little bit.”
     I met with Bruce. I confessed my sin and we prayed.
That was over two years ago, and I have not looked at
pornography since.
     Scripture clearly stated what I needed to do:
“Confess your sins to each other and pray for each other
so that you may be healed.” I did! It goes on to say: “The



Have you not put a
hedge around him? Job 1:10

Spring 2017 11

prayer of a righteous person is powerful and effective”
(James 5:16). It was!
     When I finally was obedient to what Scripture told me
to do, I was completely set free! 
     “Therefore everyone who hears these words of mine
and puts them into practice is like a wise man who built
his house on the rock” (Matthew 7:24).

IT’S NOT YOUR FAULT
My wife did not know about my addiction to porn. I had
kept it hidden from her. So, I had never considered the
consequences my sin would have on my wife until I told
her about it. 
     When I did, she was devastated. She beat herself up
asking, “How did I not know?” 
     I said, “It’s not your fault. It was because I kept it
hidden from you.”
     Then Satan began attacking her, suggesting, “You
must not be attractive enough,” suggesting it was all her
fault. It wasn’t. It was my sin, not hers.
     If you knew my wife, you would know what a bold lie
that was. I married way out of my league, by a lot. I mean
my wife, oh man, is she beautiful! But we all know Satan.
He is the great deceiver, and he will try to make you
believe black is white, if he can. 
     So guys, when God gives you the courage to confess
your sin, please be ready to support your wife—she will
need it.

TRANSFORMATION
Another transformation occurred in my life that day
which I was neither seeking nor expecting. 
     Until that day, I had been living my Christian life
based on the belief that I had to be obedient in order to
be saved. On that day, God transformed my heart and
gave me a desire to BE obedient. There is a huge differ-
ence between “having to be obedient” and “desiring to
be obedient.”
     People ask me, “How do you know that you are
saved?” I tell them, “One way to know is when you no
longer feel like you have to obey God’s Word, but rather
you have a strong desire to WANT to obey His Word.” 

THE HOLY SPIRIT
At a Wednesday night service at Willmar AG in January
2016, I was baptized with the Holy Spirit. I went forward
for prayer. This guy asked me, “What do you want?” 
     I said, “I was wondering if Jesus would baptize me
with the Holy Spirit?” 
     He answered, “Well, yeah!” 
     Then, he laid hands on me and said, “I baptize you

in the Holy Spirit.” I started bawling uncontrollably. He
said, “Speak as the Holy Spirit allows you to.” He told
me that I was in control. That I could start and stop
speaking in tongues at my will. 
     Later, a good friend told me that he hadn’t ever heard
anything like it. He said the words of an unknown tongue
flowed out of me like a waterfall. God hadn’t just given
me a few words; He gave me a large vocabulary!

SATAN’S ATTACKS
I expected Satan was going to keep attacking me in the
area of pornography. But that hasn’t happened. I believe
God has put a hedge of protection around me in that area
of my life.
     Satan is attacking me in another way: through the
insensitive and hurtful things other Christians say to or
about me.
     Thank God, He has given me His Holy Spirit, and He
is helping me to be strong in my inner man. He is teach-
ing me how to control my anger when I am attacked in
these ways. He is also teaching me how to forgive those
who say such hurtful things. 
     God has also been helping me to put on the full
armor of God so that I can stand against all of the devil’s
evil schemes. 

THE ARMOR OF GOD
“Finally, be strong in the Lord and in his mighty power.
Put on the full armor of God, so that you can take your
stand against the devil’s schemes. For our struggle is
not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers,
against the authorities, against the powers of this dark
world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heav-
enly realms. Therefore put on the full armor of God, so
that when the day of evil comes, you may be able to
stand your ground, and after you have done everything,
to stand. Stand firm then, with the belt of truth buckled
around your waist, with the breastplate of righteousness
in place, and with your feet fitted with the readiness that
comes from the gospel of peace. In addition to all this,
take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish
all the flaming arrows of the evil one. Take the helmet of
salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word
of God. And pray in the Spirit on all occasions with all
kinds of prayers and requests. With this in mind, be alert
and always keep on praying for all the Lord’s people”
(Ephesians 6:10–18).
     I pray that you will call out to God and ask Him to
help you

— Anonymous



by Jeff Nordin

A guest speaker at Willmar AG had just extended
an altar call when my dad stood; he grabbed my
hand, stepped into the aisle, and headed toward
the altar at the front of the church. 

Pastor Ernest Moen loved to tell the following
story whenever he spoke at a church where I was
on staff. He would always begin: “It was a cold day
in January 1971, when I got a call from Jeff’s
mom, LaDon Nordin. She told me that her hus-
band, Doug, had come home after drinking on
New Year’s Eve and tried to put his fist through
the windshield of his pickup. LaDon’s world was
out of control, and she wanted to turn her life
around. So I met with her. Shortly after, there was
a guest speaker at Willmar AG. At the end of the
service, an altar call was given. I looked up and
saw a big red-headed Swede walking down the
aisle with a dark-haired boy in tow. It was Doug          
and little Jeff. I will never forget the sight of seeing

the two of them kneeling side by side
at that altar!” 

My mom had rededicated her life to
Christ and that night, my dad be-
came a Christian. Our family’s life
changed—at the altar of the Willmar
AG church. I was five years old.

I was blessed to grow up in a church
where I had the opportunity to be
part of a great music program. It
began with being a part of Audrey
Huisinga’s little kids’ choir and
ukulele choir. 

When my parents discovered that
I had some ability to play the
piano, they got a little piano for me
and before they knew it, I was tak-
ing piano lessons from Kathy
Strandquist (our youth pastor’s
wife). It wasn’t long before I was
asked to play the big grand piano

doug,
Ladon &
Jerey.
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(the one David Sather and Ted Groat played) for
one of the Nights of Music.

As I grew up, I watched Tambrance Huisinga, Ruthie
(Huisinga) Meyering, Ted Huisinga, and Don Jelley share 
their musical talents in ministry, and God began to stir
something within me. 

My great-grandparents and grandfather were charter
members of Willmar AG. And even though my grand-
parents went through a divorce, the church still reached
out to my grandmother and her kids (my mom and her
five siblings). The Willmar AG was a true foundation to
my family and my faith. 

Music ministers Wes Smith and Kevin Taylor were men-
tors to me during my teenage years and helped nurture
the musical gifting’s God had given to me. Pastors Kevin
Taylor and Dean Gross each saw something in me and
gave me opportunities to play the piano. But it wasn’t
until under Pastor Gross’ ministry that I really came to
understand and experience the anointing of the Holy
Spirit. 

Pastor Gross had asked me to play a piano solo on the          
following Sunday, so I had been frantically looking for a 
song. Dino was doing songs with big orchestra backgrounds, and I wanted to do some-
thing similar. I went to the Christian bookstore at Skylark Mall and found a vocal track
to the only song that I really knew, It is Well with My Soul. I took it home and began
practicing and trying to figure out how I could make it into a piano solo. 

When Sunday came, Pastor Gross came up to me and said. “I’d like you to do the song
at the end of the service, not for the offertory.” Throughout that service, I was praying
like I never had before. I prayed, “Lord, I trust you. This is in your hands. I don’t know
what I’m really doing. I need You to help me today.” It was one of those things where I
needed God’s help because I hadn’t had time to work it up like I wanted. Then, as Pas-
tor Gross concluded his message, he began reading the lyrics to the very song I was
about to play,

It is Well with My Soul (Audrey Assad)

When peace like a river, attendeth my way,

When sorrows like sea billows roll,

Whatever my lot, thou hast taught me to say,

It is well, it is well, with my soul.

Je and his sisters: 

Alison , Key, and Angela

Je (right) with singing group
“Eternity”

A this also comes from the Lord

Almighty, whose plan is wonderful,
whose wisdom is magnificent.

Isaiah 28:29
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This Cd by Sharn Swanepoel & Je Nordin
is a powerful hymn experience.

It was just released in August 2016.

As I began playing, the Holy Spirit swept over me
in waves. I played like I had never played before.
I was crying. I was laughing. It was so refreshing.
When I finished the song, the congregation stood
to their feet and clapped in praise to the Lord like
I had never heard them clap before. That experi-
ence was an awesome confirmation that God had
given a gifting and a talent to me that He was
going to use to bless others.

The Spirit of the Sovereign
Lord is on me, because

the Lord has anointed me.
Isaiah 61:1

Following my graduation  from high school, I
struggled finding what I should do. I had won sev-
eral scholarships to North Central University by
competing in teen talent contests. I had always
thought I should go to Bible college, but I really

     was not sure that is what I was supposed to do. 

I ended up moving to Minneapolis and enrolled in
court reporting school. After the first semester,
I knew I hated it. I dropped out, moved back to
Willmar, and spent the summer there. 

After I dropped out of school, a dark cloud came over me: sadness, fear, and
depression. I got a night job working with the mentally disabled in New London.
During the day, I worked as a caretaker at a retirement home. The depression kept
building. I felt lost, and my life was filled with sadness. 

I reached out for help from the prayer counseling ministry at Willmar AG. Millie
Bertilson, Andy Leenstra, and Tambrance Huisinga prayed for me and tried to help
me through this dark time in my life. 

Then one night a plan came into my head. Where I lived was totally isolated. There
was nobody around. There was a wet-vac sitting on the patio. It had a flexible hose.
I had an old car with a big muffler. I backed the car up to the patio door, took the
flex hose from the wet vac and connected it to the exhaust pipe on my car, and
closed and duct taped the patio door so that it was just wide enough to allow the
flex hose to slip through. I used thick heavy quilts to block the doorway so the living
room was isolated. When everything was sealed up, I laid down for what I thought
was going to be the last time. 

I awoke with a start. It was still dark—around 4:30 in the morning. I thought, “I wasn’t
supposed to wake up. What’s going on?” 

I got up and found the patio door was open. The duct tape had been removed.
I checked the car and found the key had been turned off, and there was still over
half a tank of gas. The flex hose from the exhaust pipe was curled up on the patio.
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I panicked because I expected whoever had done this must be there, but no one was
there. There were no police, no firemen, nobody. 

Many are the plans in a person’s heart,
but it is the Lord’s purpose that prevails.

Proverbs 19:21

I remember stumbling into the bathroom and laying on the floor. It was almost like I
was having a seizure—I remember my head hitting the bathroom door. Somehow, I
found my way back into bed. I felt sick and nauseous. After a couple of hours, I found
my phone and called Millie Bertilson and told her what had happened. She said you
need to come over right away. I drove over to Millie’s house and spent the whole day
there. People from the church reached out and prayed for me. Andy ministered and
prayed with me. 

Satan had been desperately trying to destroy me. What I had been experiencing was
worse than physical pain. But that day God set me free from that dark cloud!

There is no doubt in my mind that it was an angel, sent on a special mission by God,
who turned off the car key and opened the patio door to spare my life.  

You have delivered me from death and my ft from stumbling,
that I may walk before God in the light of life.

Psalm 56:13

That fall I enrolled at North Central University. I wasn’t the best student, and I struggled
academically. Then, out of the blue, I got a phone call from The Spurrlows inviting
me to join their group. I thought, This is a dream come true: I get to travel, I get to be
on the road, I get to live on a bus, it’s everything I’ve always wanted to do.

The next thing I knew, I was on a flight to Florida. Then the thought hit me, I don’t
know how to read the Nashville numbering system, I don’t know how to do what they
need me to do! What am I doing? So I prayed, God, if this is what You have for me, You
are going to have to work everything out.

Joining The Spurrlows opened a whole new world to me. I played at a luncheon for
President Reagan. In Nashville, I played with Jerry Reid at the Opryland Hotel. Thurlow
Spur gave me a Bible in which he had inscribed, “To the best piano player we’ve ever
had!” That gift and inscription was just one more reminder that this isn’t about me, it’s
about God showing favor in my life.

After I left The Spurrlows, I joined Eternity. It wasn’t long before I found myself sitting
in Sandi Patti’s home playing her piano while she sat on the floor and sang. Later, I
joined The Larry and Gloria Lundstrom Team and saw hundreds of people come to
the Lord in their crusades across the country.  

It was during their Midland, Michigan, crusade that Pastor Joel Stocker asked me, “Jeff,
is this really what God called you to do?”

Although touring had been my dream come true, I had to admit God had called me to
be a minister of music. Pastor Joel’s question got me thinking, Had God been using
my years of touring as on-the-job training to compensate for the fact that I hadn’t
graduated from college or earned a degree. Was He now saying, “It’s time to step into



the role of My calling, as a Minister of Music?”

Long story short, God used Joel’s question to dramatically change the direction of
my ministry and my life.

After completing my commitment to the Lundstroms, I joined Pastor Joel’s staff as
an Associate Minister of Music. I learned so many things from both Pastor Joel and
Pastor Leon (his music minister). 

While in Midland, God continued to connect me with some of the biggest names in
Christian Music. That is when I had the opportunity to do some recording work with
Bill Gaither.

On one of my trips from Midland back to Willmar, I had a supernatural experience
with God. I knew I had a long drive ahead of me. It was late at night. It was winter. It
was cold. I was alone, tired and lonely. I was in southern Michigan when I found my-
self saying, “Jesus, the Bible says, ‘There is a friend who sticks closer than a brother
(Proverbs 18:24).’ Jesus, if You are real, why can’t You be with me right now?” 

The next thing I knew, I was on the other side of Chicago. The time and miles had
flown by. In brokenness, I had worshipped God. It was a supernatural worship expe-
rience that I will never forget. 

One day, I received a call from John Krans. John had married Judy Carlson who
had grown up in Willmar AG. He told me about a time when he was in Willmar visiting
family and heard me play a piano solo when I was twelve or thirteen years old. He
said God spoke to him at that time, “This kid has My anointing in his hands and
some day he will minister with you.” John had just taken a church in Cleveland and
wanted me to join him as his Minister of Music. I accepted his invitation. 

When I got to Cleveland, I found out they had a 40-piece orchestra and a huge choir.
I had never directed an orchestra in my whole life. The closest I had ever come to
directing an orchestra was being a drum major in my high school marching band.

An orchestra score has every part listed in the sections. All I could do was pray, Lord,
help me! I don’t know what I’m doing. I don’t have a clue. I’m going to look like a
fool. My only option was to look at the piano part, trust God, and follow it through.
God knew I needed another mentor. Almost immediately, Paul Ferrin was scheduled
to conduct a choir and orchestra clinic. Paul was huge in the music industry. He had
been the music director at PTL and has published well over 300 arrangements and
compositions throughout his career. During that week, I found favor with Paul, and
he spent time with me. He told me, “You remind me so much of myself when I was
young.” It’s amazing how God connected me with Paul. 

From the first day I met him, Paul blessed me by pouring of himself into my life. He
opened so many doors of opportunity for me including arranging for me to play the
piano, as well as a piano solo, for over 30,000 people at one of the Assemblies of
God General Council meetings. He has been a wonderful mentor to me and, although
he is retired, we still talk frequently.

The whole aembly bowed in worship, while the musicians
played and the trumpets sounded.

2 Chronicles 29:28
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When Pastor Krans left to take a church in Kansas City, he invited me to go with him,
but I felt God was telling me, “No, you need to stay in Cleveland.” Pastor Krans had
taken one other pastor with him, leaving a youth intern, a business administrator, and
me on staff at the church. We went a year without a pastor. During that time, I had to
preach, counsel, and assume other pastoral duties.

During that year, I was on my knees constantly praying, God I don’t know what I’m
doing, I don’t know how to deal with this, these people need counseling, they want
marriage counseling, I’m single. Help!  God showed me I did not have to know every-
thing about marriage counseling. God told me, “I just want you to share the Bible with
them.” It was hard, but God taught me so much during that year. 

From there it was on to Evangel Temple in Kansas City where I had a blessed time of
ministering with Pastor Krans again for three or four years. 

After I resigned from Evangel Temple, I began getting calls from big churches all over
the country, but nothing seemed right. I felt overwhelmed about what I should do. 

I was in Kansas City for General Council, and I ran into Gloria Lundstrom, on a city
bus of all places, and she said, “Jeff, my son, I have the best church for you! They
would love you, and you would love them!” The church was Christ Chapel in Wood-
bridge, Virginia, pastored by Bill Roberts.

It so happened that Pastor Roberts was in Kansas City at General Council, so Gloria
arranged a meeting. Pastor Roberts and I ended up hitting it off like crazy, as if God
had ordained it. Long story short, Pastor Bill hired me, and I have been
at Christ Chapel ever since. The ministry that God has entrusted to me
here at Christ Chapel is amazing. I have had the privilege of playing for
the Senate Chaplain as well as Bernice King, the daughter of Martin
Luther King, Jr., and Coretta Scott King. 

Christ Chapel is a diverse church twenty miles from Washington DC.
Here I am, this white guy from Minnesota, and yet I am the one they
asked to put together a mass choir and coordinate all worship for a large
multi-denomination, multi-cultural event called Taste of Heaven, which
takes place every two years at a large Christian event center. I am hum-
bled and amazed.

Speaking to one another with psalms, hymns, and songs from
the Spirit. Sing and make music from your heart to the Lord.

Ephesians 5:19

I can go back and pinpoint how I got to this point in my life. It began at Willmar AG
with the people in the church, the Night of Music productions, playing for
the Sunday night services, and the piano quartets—are all memories that happened at
Willmar AG that were hugely implanted and engrained into my life. Even after I moved
away and began my ministry, Nancy Murphy has provided incredible support, encour-
agement, and inspiration along the way.

It is not just the calling God placed on my life. I have had a lot of opportunities to
get off the road and to look to the left and/or the right. Prayer played a huge role in
following God’s call on my life—including times when I did get off the road and go
through some really tough times.
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This past year, I had a journey with cancer. The local doctors thought it was just a
mass—a meaningless tumor on my kidney. They told me they did not think it was

anything to worry about, but asked me to come back in three
months for another look. After the second round of tests, they
told me again that they didn’t think it was anything for me to
worry about. In the meantime, my sister Kelly had urged me to
send my test results to her friend who was a radiologist. 

Kelly’s friend, in turn, sent my scans and test results to a friend,
a renowned expert on kidney cancer at the Cleveland Clinic.
He had his radiologist look at them. Then he called, and told
me, “You have a cancerous tumor.” He then called the Kaiser
Institute in California to find the best kidney doctor in the
Washington DC area. 

Long story short, he connected me with a great surgeon in my
area. I saw him that same week. They got me into surgery
right away. After surgery, the doctor told me that my kidney
literally crumbled in his hand as they removed it. He told me
that they removed it just in the nick of time. Through my sister
Kelly, and her friend’s friend, God intervened to spare my life
one more time. I’m cancer free, but members of my new

medical team are continuing to watch things closely. 

There are still times when Satan reminds me, “You don’t even have a college degree.”
But, that’s when I get to remind myself, “Look at all God has done for me.” 

Sometimes I think that God has blessed me because I had to rely on Him when I
didn’t know how to do things He asked me to do. For instance, when I do produc-
tions, I ask myself, How is that going to happen? Then I pray, and God gives me the
vision. Then I get excited—like I’m bursting on the inside—like, this is going to be so
amazing! Then I think, Yeah, by myself?

Before long, I begin sharing the vision with people and soon, a team begins to form
around me. Everyone gets excited—they want to be part of it. Then everyone begins
to pray and the anointing becomes heavy. In the end, the outcome is always far more
than we ever thought, imagined, or even asked. 

It has been through experiences like this, and the multiple ministry opportunities
God has opened for me, that God has shown me that He is real. No one can ever
convince me otherwise.

I am so thankful for the life God has given to me, and I am confident that God will
continue to be faithful to me if I keep focusing on two things: my relationship with
Him and the power of prayer.

I will continue to trust God.
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Jeff Nordin grew up in Willmar, Minnesota but now resides in Woodbridge, Virginia where he is the
Worship and Fine Arts Pastor at Christ Chapel Church. His parents, Doug and LaDon Nordin, are mem-
bers of Willmar AG. Jeff has recently release a new CD titled: Sharon Swanepole and Jeffrey Nordin
Favorite Hymns. is recent project is currently nominated in four categories with the Harmony of Gospel
Awards. Jeff gives God all the glory for every opportunity he has been given to play piano, lead worship,
and share the love of Jesus. He is thankful to have grown up in Willmar AG and for all of the people in
the church who have encouraged him, prayed for him, and helped instill the love of Jesus in his life! e
concert grand Kawai piano at the Willmar AG is still his favorite piano to play.



I became a Christian through the ministry of 
Bob Poe when I was seventeen years old. 
Since that time, I have come to trust 
God’s Word, to know His voice, and to 
follow the leading of the Holy Spirit. 

This solid foundation has enabled me 
to develop a personal relationship 
with God that has sustained me in
life—especially through several 
life-and-death journeys along 
the way.

I want to share three such 
journeys. I trust you will 
be encouraged to trust 
God and that hope will 
become a strong 
beacon in each of 
your journeys.

My Journey 
Through and
Healing from 
Grand Mal Seizures
I spent twenty years suffering from 
grand mal seizures, and yes, twenty 
years of doctoring and searching for 
answers, but to no avail. 

From the time we were married in 
1990, my wife Janet spent years making
me comfortable as she watched, from 
time to time, one grand mal seizure after 
another take control of my body. These 
seizures would happen in my sleep at night, 
and they were extreme. It is a story most 
people do not know about me. 

Over the course of twenty years, I made 
many trips to Mayo Clinic hoping the doctors 
would figure out what was causing my seizures 
and stop them. It didn’t happen.
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They only had one hypothesis: They suspected
my seizures were somehow related to (and were
being triggered by) an unknown injury I had sus-
tained in an accident that occurred two months
prior to my first seizure. 

I had planned to go goose hunting. I was on my
way to meet my uncle. It was six o’clock in the
morning. I saw a vehicle coming up behind me.
There was nobody else on the road, so I thought,
“He’s just going to go around and pass me.” As I
glanced in the rear-view mirror for a second look,
the vehicle rear-ended me. 

I had been going 55 miles an hour and the speed
of the impact flipped my Ford Ranger causing it
to roll several times.
    
I had my seatbelt on, but as I rolled, my guns and
other hunting gear were all airborne. I remember
taking the back window out with my head. When
everything stopped moving, it was dead quiet. No
one else was there. That’s because the other
driver didn’t stop. I was all alone.

Guard my life and rescue me …
for I take refuge in you.”

Psalm 25:20

The police found me. An ambulance took me to
a hospital. Although there were no broken bones,
I could really feel it the next day. When I was dis-
charged later that afternoon, I thought everything
was going to be fine.
    
Two months later, I had my first grand mal
seizure. I thought, “What’s going on here?”
    
This began a twenty-year journey of seizures,
checking into Mayo Clinic multiple times for tons
of tests, and experimenting with different medi-
cines; but in spite of all the doctors’ efforts, they
never figured out what caused or how to control
my seizures.

After spending so many years trusting doctors to
find answers, I began to focus more seriously on
prayer. I prayed, You know what, God? These
meds make me feel so cruddy and miserable. I’m
trusting You for an answer.

Then, one day, the Holy Spirit raised my faith to
a whole new level when I heard Him whisper in an

inaudible still small voice, “You don’t need to take
your meds anymore.” 

Because I had learned to know God’s voice, I
obeyed and stopped taking my medications. That
was nine years ago, and I’ve been seizure-free
ever since.

The doctors may have suspected the cause of my
seizures, but it was God who healed me of them. 

Just as the doctors couldn’t pinpoint and explain
the cause of my seizures, neither can I explain
how God healed me of them, except to say, I am
a blessed recipient of His grace. 

My Journey Through the
Valley of the Shadow of Death
In 2006, I began to get chest pains and to be short
of breath, so I went to the emergency room. They
thought I was having a heart attack so they air-
lifted me to St. Cloud, but my heart checked out
fine. 

They could see I was struggling to breathe so they
did a CT scan and that’s when they discovered
what was really going on. My colon had herniated
through a hole in my diaphragm and was pushing
up against my lungs and heart.

The doctors couldn’t tell how long the hole
had been in my diaphragm or why it happened;
there was no rhyme or reason, but it was a big
problem.

So, they sent me back to Willmar for surgery to
repair the herniation with a mesh patch. I thought
everything was going to be fine.

But in 2009, I began having breathing problems
again. I knew there was something serious going
on, so I made an appointment to see my doctor.

Thinking it may be heart-related, he put me on a
treadmill, but my heart checked out fine. 

Then they ordered a new CT scan. They found
that the mesh patch which had been inserted in
2006 had broken loose, and my colon had once
again herniated through my diaphragm and was
pressing up against my lungs and heart.
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Preston, Janet, Bruce and Madeline

I was excited when they told 
me, “We won’t have to open 
you up this time. We will do 
it laparoscopically. You’ll go 
in one day and be out the 
next. This will be easy.” 

I thought, “This sounds easy 
enough. Let’s get it fixed, 
because I can’t continue 
like this.”

After surgery I woke up 
thinking, “Things are good.” 
They told me everything 
went fine during surgery. 
But by that afternoon, 
I was back struggling to 
breathe. This time it was  
my lung—it had collapsed
—so they inserted a chest 
tube. 

It felt so good once they got air back into my
lung, and I could breathe again. But they became
concerned when they noticed a black fluid in my
lungs. 

This concern led to another surgery. They opened
me up from my chest to my navel. I was full of
bile. This time they inserted six drainage tubes to
remove the bile. They were getting about four
quarts per day and they could not figure out what
was going on.

By then, I was crashing real hard and the doctors
said there was nothing more they could do for me
in Willmar.

Janet asked them to arrange for me to go to
Mayo. They checked but were told there was no
room available. 

When I am afraid,
I put my trust in you.

Psalm 56:3

My step-dad, Don, began praying that a room
would open up. A few hours later, we were told
that a room had become available, and a helicop-
ter was on its way to pick me up. That was the
good news.

Then came the bad news. They called Janet and
the kids in and told them they should say their

goodbyes to me because my prospects to survive
did not look good. 

Once I was on my way to Mayo, Byron and Dee
Ahrenholz drove Janet to Rochester. 

When Janet got there, the first thing they told her,
“It’s unlikely Bruce is going to survive another
surgery. But if he does, he’s going to be in very
bad shape, and you will need to begin looking for
a nursing home.”

For the next five days, I was on life support. This
kept me stable while they ran many tests and
continued to remove fluids from me.

When I finally woke up, I thought I was still in Will-
mar. I did not realize I had been in Mayo’s trauma
unit for five days already. 

Janet told me, “You’ve been on life support for
a week.” She told me everything else that had
taken place. 

It was then that the Holy Spirit came over me with
a supernatural calmness, and I just knew every-
thing was going to be okay. I can’t explain it, but
God gave me the assurance that He was in con-
trol. I knew things were bad, but I was not afraid.
I knew things were ugly and things were a mess,
but a peace came over me, and I had no fear. 

I can still remember that peace. Here I was lying
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in the trauma unit hearing helicopters coming and
going. People were dying around me, but I was
enveloped in this calm. 

Even though I walk through the
vaey of the shadow of death, I

wi fear no evil, for you are with me.
Psalm 23:4 ESV

Every time I heard a helicopter land, I would pray
for whoever was on board. Unfortunately, a lot of
those people didn’t make it, but after two and a
half weeks, God enabled me to walk out of there. 

When I came home I still had a feeding tube and
drainage tubes in my body. That was followed by
many months of checkups. I lost a lot of weight
and strength. I haven’t gained all of it back, but
you know what? It’s been eight years now. It was
a life-changing experience. There are still days
when things get pretty bad; when I cry because
of the pain and side effects, but I know God is in
control. 

Because of the Lord’s great love
we are not consumed, for his 

compaions never fail.
They are new every morning;

great is your faithfulne.
I say to myself,

“The Lord is my portion; 
therefore I wi wait for him.”

Lamentations 3:22–24

My Ongoing Journey
I had my first surgery at Mayo when I was just
thirteen years old. They removed the base of my
esophagus because my flipper valve had quit
working. As I grew older, I began having increas-
ing problems swallowing. 

By the time I turned twenty-six, my muscles had
weakened to the point where it was difficult for
me to swallow either food or water. 

Janet and I were married in 1990. We spent our
first wedding anniversary in Mayo’s intensive care

unit. They had just removed part of my esopha-
gus and two-thirds of my stomach. When I was
admitted, I weighed 210 pounds. Three weeks
later, when I was discharged, I weighed 145
pounds.

Over the years, my esophagus has gotten
stretched out, and I have ongoing issues with it.
Two years ago, they told me, “There’s no more
fixing anything.”

Food gets trapped in there a lot. I still vomit about
ten to twelve times a week. That’s been going on
for the last 20+ years. There are times when I
can’t breathe. 

If I would have been given the choice, I would not
have chosen to live my life this way. But God has
taught me how to stay calm through these
storms. He has given me the understanding that
I can deal with this, and that He is not finished
with me yet.

My wife and two children, Preston and Madeline,
have been through a lot with me. I led my wife to
the Lord when we were dating. My serious health
issues began in the first year of our marriage.
You can imagine the incredible fear and anger
that she had to deal with as a new Christian.
Later, she had to deal with the stress of holding
things together when I was laid up. When my
lungs filled with fluid and I couldn’t breathe, my
children would ask, “Is dad going to die?” But,
through every storm, God has been faithful. He
always provides me with an incredible calm and
His awesome assurance that, “We can get
through this!” And we have. God has blessed me
with an incredible family and together, we have
experienced God’s amazing grace and favor. To
God be the Glory! 

What A Journey It’s Been
As you can see, God has brought me through a
lot. I trust Him. I lean on Him. I understand His
power. Because I know He can do all things,
I don’t go to prayer guessing. I go into prayer
expecting things because I know our God is
mighty. He’s brought me this far by His grace, and
I know He will see me through.

You may wonder, “Where does my confidence
and trust in God come from?”

I grew up living in messed-up circumstances. But
since my family’s acceptance of Christ and turn-
ing from our past, God has redeemed and
changed three generations. 
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My kids and their cousins are the third generation
of our family to serve Christ. I look at my kids
compared to the world I grew up in, and I am so
grateful. 

We have been able to do things that I never
dreamed about at their age. My kids have been
able to do so many things because we trusted
God in all of our paths, including trusting Him
with our finances and our abilities. It’s really been
amazing. 

I grew up having a very low self-esteem. I didn’t
think I was good at anything. My father was not a
builder-upper. He was very critical, and it stuck
with me for years.

Everyone wants and needs the acceptance of
both their father and mother. I have always had it
from my mother but not from my father. It wasn’t
until after I became a Christian that I was able to
look to God and other Christian men to take the
place of my earthly father and finally feel the ac-
ceptance for which I was yearning.

When I left Rochester, I knew God was going to
use me as one of His vessels—to give people
hope, not through me, but through Him.

God has given me a heart for people. I often meet
people who are where our family was—people
who are tired and frustrated with some of the
things life throws at them. 

This is when I say to myself, In spite of whatever
else God wants to do in my life, I need to be
responsible, receptive, and willing to share God
with them, because of what God has done for me.

Prayer is a daily part of my life. I trust God. I begin
each day by asking, Lord, who are you going to
bring across my path today so I can share my tes-
timony with them? 

That has become one of the most important parts
of my life—to share the hope that He has given to
me. We all experience different circumstances—
each on different levels. But in Christ, everyone
can find hope.  

I find that there are so many people that are living
in the past, and they don’t ever move forward be-
cause of it. So, I encourage people to forgive and
not hang onto the past.

If I had hung onto all the garbage that has
happened in my life, I would have likely been a

suicide candidate long ago, because I could have
easily concluded, “Life isn’t worth it.”

The Lord your God has bleed you
in a the work of your hands. 

He has watched over your journey
through this vast wilderne. 

These forty years the Lord your God
has bn with you, and

you have not lacked anything.
Deuteronomy 2:7

I tell people, “There are always going to be cir-
cumstances in life that are not pleasant, even
when you’re a Christian, even after you’ve given
your heart to the Lord. Committing your life to the
Lord doesn’t mean life’s problems are going to go
away.”

What’s important is how we handle the storms of
life. I tell people, “He will get us through. If we
trust Him, the outcomes will always be good.”

There’s one more thing I share: I don’t question
God. I don’t question God’s plan for my life.
I would like to be around for a long time, but if
He takes me tomorrow, I understand. My family
understands. 

I like to remind people, “We have to learn to walk
before we can run.”  It’s the same with God. “We
need to learn to walk spiritually before we run. We
do that by listening to Him and learning to trust
Him a little more each day.” 

With God, I am now at a “running stage” because
I know what He can do. I know what He has done
in my life, and I don’t plan on slowing down any-
time soon. In and through Him, I am able to do so
many things.

You see, I could have chosen to say, “Woe is me,”
and have been collecting a disability check. But
that’s not what God wanted me to do. By trusting
God, He has and is enabling me to do everything
I could ever have imagined. 

I give all the glory and praise to God for the bless-
ings He has bestowed on my family and me. 

What a journey it’s been! And it’s not over yet!   
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Wi�iam Wul�

My father had battled depression and alcoholism most of his 
adult life.

When I was growing up, Dad would often threaten to shoot 
himself in front of my brother, my sister, and me. I struggled 
with the fear that someday it would happen.

Then, on August 22, 2016, my brother, Brian, called and told 
me that what I had always dreaded, had happen; he told me 
our father had taken his own life. He had committed suicide. 
Despite the fact that I had both dreaded and often actually 
wished it would happen, it was still a shock. I regretted ever
thinking those thoughts.

What I feared has come upon me;
what I dreaded has haened to me.

Job 3:25
As I hung up the phone I knew I was about to take
an emotional roller coaster ride. At first, I was over-
whelmed with sadness; next the anger rolled in. 

Then came the BIG question: “Is Dad in heaven? Or
not?” I thought about the opportunities God had
given me along the way to plant a lot of little seeds
into his life.

My mind took me back to when I was a teenager. At
that time, I was so sick and tired of the threats and
the head games Dad played with us, I actually
wished he would just kill himself and get it over with. 
Then, when I was seventeen, I became a Christian.
From that time on, I understood how important it
was for me to pray for my dad; and I did. 

I had stopped by to see my dad just four days before
the day he ended his life. When I approached the
house that afternoon, I found everything locked. I
learned after the fact that he had pretty much
stopped going outside and talking to his neighbors.
He was still taking phone calls; I had called ahead,
so he knew I was coming. But it still took him a long
time to open the door. 

As we sat down for a visit, I sensed he was in
trouble. Life was overwhelming him; it was every-

thing—from paying the bills to moving on after los-
ing his third wife; she had passed away from a
stroke only two months before. I could see Dad was
really struggling—to the point of giving up. It was a
sad, sad encounter.

When I left, I told him, “I love you Dad!” 

It was the last time I saw him alive.

It was my older brother who found him. My brother
is a farmer, and he always asked Dad to help with
the field work in the spring and fall. Brian knew how
much Dad enjoyed driving the equipment, so he
had stopped by that day to check on him and to ask
if he would like to help out again. 

But he didn’t answer the door. 

Brian looked through the garage window. Both
vehicles were there, so he assumed that Dad had
gone to coffee with one of the neighbors or one of
his buddies. 

Brian had only driven about two blocks away when
he had this strong sense that he needed to go back
and check the house. 
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He knew where the key was, so he went inside to do
a walk through. When he got to Dad’s bedroom, he
saw Dad lying face down on his bed. When he got
closer, he saw a gun and blood-soaked bedding.
Brian called the authorities, and then he called me.

A brother is born to help in time of nd.
Proverbs 17:17 NLT

The police found a note Dad had left next to him on
the bed.   It said, “William Wulff, last requests:
cancel cell phone, cancel utilities, cancel TV. I don’t
want a funeral. I don’t want an obituary. I don’t want
flowers.” 

That afternoon, I drove over to meet Brian to begin
making arrangements. For us, Dad’s final request
was hard to understand because we knew he was
still a human being, and he was our father. 

This was one more hard day to add to the list of
other hard days God had brought our family
through. My brother, sister, and I had each given our
heart to the Lord many years before, now we had to
heavily lean on God again to get through this new
circumstance.

We knew we served a God of love; as well as a just
God. So in spite of the circumstances surrounding
his life and death, we felt we wanted to show the re-
spect we had for our father. 

Brian and I called our sister Pam, and our half-
brother Ben, (from dad’s second marriage).
Together, we decided we wanted to honor Dad, but
rather than honor his last wishes, we wanted to
honor him as our father. To do that, we needed to
have a funeral.

Honor your father.
Ephesians 6:2

So, my brother and I went to meet with the funeral
director.

Dad had not gone to a church, so finding a place to
hold the funeral was difficult. We ended up having it
at the funeral home. 

We placed an obituary in the paper—not knowing
what to expect. 

My Dad had been well-liked by many people. In the
good times, he had loved life and had a great sense
of humor. Most people only knew him from the good
side of life and not the other side as the family mem-

bers did. (When the depression kicked in, he had
turned into an entirely different person.) 

Between 225–250 relatives and friends came to the
funeral. 

My brother-in-law Bob (Pam’s husband) is a pastor;
he officiated, and gave a message of hope and
salvation. 

My sister talked about depression: the reality of it
and how it affects so many people—and even
though it’s a sad thing—it’s okay to talk about it and
that there is help available. With the help of friends,
professionals, and for Christians, Christ’s help, we
can get through depression. It doesn’t have to be a
silent killer. Then Brian, Ben, and I talked about our
father’s strengths—the positives. 

At the end of the service, my brother-in-law ex-
tended an invitation for salvation, and over twenty
people gave their hearts to the Lord. 

When we walk as Christians, we are not immune
from hard days. The reality of life still goes on. We
don’t have to understand why things come our way.
What is important is how we handle the things that
do. We need to always remember we serve a big
God who is always willing to walk with us through
tough times.

So that no one would be unseled by
these trials. For you know quite we

that we are destined for them.
1 Thessalonians 3:3

God enabled us to turn a moment of tragedy into a
victory. That doesn’t mean it’s any easier to deal
with the fact that Dad took his own life. It means we
can rejoice for the souls that came into God’s king-
dom because we honored our father. 

Even though I wasn’t close to my dad, he was my
earthly father, and I miss him. On the other hand,
I am truly grateful for the men that my heavenly
Father has brought into my life to fill the shoes my
Dad either was unable or chose not to fill. 

Through this story, I trust that you will come to know
that the goodness and the hope I have found in
Christ is also available and attainable for you if you
reach out, confess your sin, and ask God to save
you. 



Marilyn: Charles and I were married in 1956.
We had been married eight years when we
adopted our first son Keith. Then two years later
our biological daughter Penny was born. Then,
on November 8, 1969, our biological son Mark
was born. Little did we know how Mark would
change our lives.  

Something’s Wrong!
When I saw Mark for the first
time, I knew something was
wrong. I noticed how dark-
complexioned he was, and
his finger and toe nails were
almost black. The doctor
told us the reason: “Mark’s
great vessels are transposed.
Instead of pumping blood to
the body, the heart is pumping
Mark’s blood to his lungs and
then right back to his heart. Mark’s
body is not getting the oxygenated blood it
needs.” 
    Over the next seventeen months, Mark and I
made many trips to the University of Minnesota,
and we spent a lot of time in and out of hospi-
tals. While Mark and I were at the hospital, my
husband Charles stayed home to work and care
for Keith and Penny. 
    Each time I left the hospital (carrying his
blanket and clothes to the car) I would wonder

if I would ever hold him again, see his happy
smile, and tell him how much I loved him. 
    One evening when I kissed Mark goodbye for
the night, he was not doing very well. When I got
to the car, I prayed and admitted to God that I
was a selfish mother, and that I really didn’t want
to let go of Mark. Then I prayed that if it was His
will, take Mark home to heaven, and then please
help me understand why.
    Later that evening, I called Pastor Ray Reine
to tell him how Mark was doing and to ask for
prayer. Pastor Reine had previously been a pas-
tor at Paynesville AG and was living in Min-
neapolis at that time. It was about 10:00 PM
when Pastor Reine finished praying, and I hung
up the phone. 
    In the morning, I called the hospital as soon
as I awakened to see how Mark was doing. They
said, “Mark wasn’t doing very well last night, but
about 10 o’clock, he started rallying.”
    When Mark was born, our pediatrician told us
that a normal baby’s brain gets the first supply
of blood, so because of Mark’s condition, he told
us, “Don’t let Mark cry too hard or for too long.”
    I decided that if there was any chance the
doctors could fix Mark’s heart, and if there was
any chance Mark could incur brain damage for
lack of oxygen, then I was going to make it a pri-
ority that I did everything possible to make sure
Mark didn’t cry. So that’s what I did. Sometimes,
I would get up in my sleep and wake up after I
was walking the floor with him.

by Mark Geer and Marilyn Geer (Mark’s mom)
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and said, “I wish there were more people that
believed that, as you don’t know how many
times we have to depend on Him.”
    While Mark was in surgery, I prayed that God
would be with the surgeons and guide them.
    I was fully awake when God gave me a
vision: I saw a table with the surgical lights
above it. I saw surgeons and nurses on each
side. I could not see any faces. At the foot of the
table I saw a white figure. Then the thought
came, See, I’m with Mark. I am guiding the
surgeons. Mark is going to be okay.
    I was immediately relieved, relaxed, and filled
with a peace. Later, when they wheeled a person
out of surgery, I told Charles, “That was Mark.”
He asked, “How do you know?” 
    I said, “I know. Let’s go to the ICU.” When we
got there, the nurses were busy settling him in.
He was so pink. He looked like a new baby. His
nails were even pink.
    After the surgery, Mark had only three heart
chambers to do the work of the four found in a
normal heart. The surgery did not fix everything.
There were many more visits to doctors and
hospitals. But it was better than before. 
    They eventually told us that someday Mark
would likely need a heart transplant.  

Mommy, Me Going to Die?
When Mark was about a year old, I was using the
vacuum, and I had to leave it for a moment.
Suddenly, I heard him begin to cry. I ran in and
found he had crawled up to it and put the exten-
sion cord in his mouth. He had bit into the elec-
trical cord and the shock had burned the left side
of his lips. I rushed him to the doctor for emer-
gency care. 
    As the wound healed, it would sometimes
bleed profusely when the dead flesh sloughed
off. It was quite frightening. 
    About a year later it was
time for the plastic surgeons
to begin the process of re-
constructing Mark’s upper
and lower lips on his left
side. So back to the Uni-
versity of Minnesota we
went. During surgery, his
heart started acting up. So
they had to bring him back
and give him a different
anesthesia. 

    Living life like this was not easy. One day
when Charles was in town, I sat at our kitchen
table crying, because I didn’t think I could take
it anymore. I didn’t even dare get up from the
table because I was afraid I would be tempted to
end my life. 
    Then something happened that is hard to
explain. It was like a voice, but it wasn’t a voice.
It was as a thought that came to me—yet I knew
it was God saying, “I will not give you more than
you can handle.” 
    I thought, If God knows I can take this, then
the least I can do is try to keep going. 

No temptation has overtaken you
except what is coon to

mankind. And God is faithful; he
wi not let you be tempted beyond
what you can bear. But when you

are tempted, he wi also provide a
way out so that you can endure it.

1 Corinthians 10:13

    As time went on, it became evident that Mark
would need surgery to help get more oxygen to
his body. I asked if I could talk to someone
whose child had gone through this type of sur-
gery, but they told me they didn’t want us to talk
to anyone because they didn’t want to give us
false hope.  

Mark looked like a new baby.
When Mark was seventeen months old, he was
scheduled for surgery to re-route his blood flow
so his increasingly active body could get the
oxygenated blood it so badly needed. 
    As the day of the surgery neared, the doctors
told us that Mark would be the youngest person
ever to have this type of surgical procedure.
They asked how we felt about that. I answered,
“We believe we have done the best we could by
bringing him here to the University, and we feel
that you are all committed to do the best you
can to help Mark, but we also believe there is
someone ‘upstairs’ that has everything in His
hands.” One of the doctors looked me in the eye
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    A few days later I was holding him, and he
looked up at me and said, “Mommy, me going
to die?” I thought, “At two years old, he’s not
supposed to be thinking about dying.” I told him,
nobody knows when we are going to die. Only
God knows. That seemed to satisfy him.

The Faith of a Child
When Mark was about four years old, we were
raising pigs to help pay for some of Mark’s
medical expenses. That year, three of the piglets
born ended up being runts. When I fed the sows,
Mark fed the runts with a baby bottle. One day
we went out to feed the pigs and found one of
the runts was dead. I took it out, and I was going
to lay it on top of one of the bales, but that’s
where Mark was kneeling so I decided to lay the
dead piglet on top of the wheelbarrow until I was
done feeding. 
    Mark asked, “Mommy, should I pray for the
little piggy?” 
    I said, “No Mark, the piggy is dead. He is stiff
as a board and cold as ice and praying for him
won’t help.” 
    I kept feeding the sows but watched as Mark
stood staring at the pig. To this day, I can show
you exactly where I was when Mark said,
“Mommy, if the piggy is dead, why is he
wiggling?”
    It felt like someone threw an ice-cold bucket
of water on me. I went over and sure enough the
pig was alive. So I took it back to its pen, and
Mark fed it. 
    Later, when Charles got home, I told Charles
about what happened. I began, “If you don’t be-
lieve what I’m about to tell you, I won’t blame
you. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I
wouldn’t have believed it either.”
    The Bible reminds us to have the faith of a
child. I learned a lot about faith from Mark. 

Growing Up
At first Charles and I tried to tell Mark what he
could or should not do in order to protect him.
One day Mark came home from school crying.
He told us that it had been sign-up day for foot-
ball, and he couldn’t sign-up. He said, “I’d rather
be dead than have to live with heart problems.”
    Charles and I had a discussion. We decided
Mark was not living, he was just existing. We de-
cided to let Mark do what he wanted to do, and
if he died playing football or wrestling, at least
he would be living and happy.

   We sat down with Mark, and I told him that
we had talked with the doctors but none of us
knew what he could or could not do. The only
thing we told him was, “If you need to rest, then
rest.” We also talked to the coaches and asked
them to let Mark make the  
decision as to what he felt 
he could or could not do,
but to be sure to let Mark
rest when he asked. 
    Mark signed up for
both football and
wrestling, and we
finally had a happy
camper. Over time,
Mark learned what he
could and could not do,
and he was able to live a
somewhat normal life.
    Later when he got
older, Mark and
Charles built a race
car. Mark would 
always do well for
about four laps but
then he’d wear out. 
    No matter, Mark
loved racing.

My Heart Was Wearing Out
Mark: Eventually, I found my soul mate Linda,
and we got married. At first, everything went
quite well. 
    Then, in November of 2000, I was diagnosed
with heart failure. The doctor that diagnosed me
sent me to St. Cloud by ambulance. Then the
doctor in St. Cloud sent me to the University of
Minnesota to do a transplant work-up.
   At that time, I was living in sin and wasn’t

going to church. This event caused me to realize
how big of a mistake I was making. I came back
to God, let God work on me again, and made it
through that time with his help.

My son, do not forget my 
teaching, but kp my coands in

your heart, for they wi 
prolong your life many years and
bring you peace and prosperity.

Proverbs 3:1–2
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    Then in June 2004, I was at home, and I told
Linda, “You’ve got to take me to Mom and
Dad’s. I don’t feel good.” 

Marilyn: We were in the family room, and I heard
my daughter-in-law yell, “Mom, come here.” 
    I went into the dining room, and Mark was
standing there, leaning on the table with perspi-
ration streaming down his face, his clothing
drenched.
   I said, “Get in the car. We are going to the

hospital.”

Mark: They brought me to the ER at Rice
Hospital in Willmar. My blood pressure was 60
over 40 with a pulse of 40. Luckily, one of the
doctors familiar with me and my history was
there. As soon as he assessed my condition, he
placed an order to take me to ICU. It wasn’t long
before I was in an air ambulance on my way to
St. Cloud. My wife, my mom, and Keith followed
by auto. There, the doctors made the decision
to implant a cardioverter defibrillator (ICD). 
    That helped a little but by the first of August,
I wasn’t feeling very good again. I had offered to
help my uncle put an addition on Mom and
Dad’s house. It took all of my energy just to sit
on a board to hold it so my uncle could cut it. It
didn’t take much to wear me out.
    By the middle of August, I was back in St.
Cloud—then on to the University of Minnesota.
The doctors ordered a heart catharization to
measure the pressures in my heart. They in-
serted the cath in my jugular vein and then
threaded it into the heart. The results confirmed
that I was a candidate for a heart transplant.
They told me that I would have to stay in the
hospital until a donor heart was available. Linda
stayed by my side.

Our Verse For This Journey
One day, a chaplain stopped by and gave me a
pamphlet that included a verse from Isaiah: 

“So do not fear, for I am with you;
do not be dismayed, for I am your

God.  I wi strengthen you and
help you; I wi uphold you with

my righteous right hand.
Isaiah 41:10

    I looked at it and thought, “That’s cool!”
    Several days later I was moved to a room
that had a whiteboard that they were not using,
so I asked the nurse if we could use the white-
board, and she said, “Sure.” 
    So, Linda and I went through the Bible look-
ing for a special Scripture verse, and we kept
coming back to Isaiah 41:10, but we said,
“Nah, there must be a better one.”
    A few days later, a friend of mine sent a card
to me. Guess what the Scripture verse was?
That’s right, Isaiah 41:10. Then one day, I picked
up my Bible, and it opened to a page into which
I had slipped a thank you note I had received
from a friend back in 1990. I read it and then
turned it over. There it was again—Isaiah 41:10.
I am a little thick-in-the-head sometimes, but I
finally got the message. 
    God was telling me that Isaiah 41:10 was to
be our verse for this journey.
    It was my desire to honor God on this jour-
ney, so I asked to be anointed with oil and
received communion on a regular basis. We
always strived to lift God up in everything we
said and did. We listened to healing CDs, and we
prayed every night. 

A Rebuke
One day, two chaplains stopped by to see me,
one older and one younger. The younger one did
most of the talking. He said, “Do you realize
what can happen to you if they don’t find a
donor heart for you or if things go wrong during
surgery?” 
    I said, “Yeah.” 
    He kept on focusing on what could happen if
things went south and kept asking, “Well, do you
understand?” 
    I kept saying, “Yeah, I know.” 
    And he kept on saying, “You could die.” 
    Finally, I had had enough of his negative talk,
and I said, “Chaplain, if that’s all you have to
offer me, please leave because in this room, we
are staying positive, and we are trusting God for
life, not death.” He left, and we never saw him
again. 

Growing Weary
As the days turned into weeks, I came to realize
just how weak my heart was getting. Every so
often, my heart would go into atrial flutter, and
they would have to get it back into rhythm using
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cardioversion1. 
    During the entire time we waited for a donor
heart, we found favor with the doctors and
nurses. There was a night nurse who would often
come into my room and say, “I just love coming
into this room. There’s such a peaceful spirit
here.” 
    We had fun-filled days, and days that were
not so fun filled when it seemed nothing could
go right. When we had bad days, we would ask
the Lord to watch over us and give us comfort
and things would always get better.
    One day Pastor Jonathan Reine, a friend of
the family, stopped by to see how I was doing.
At one point he stopped in the middle of our
conversation and asked, “Mark, what do you
want?” 
    I said, “What do you mean?” 
    Jonathan said, “Do you want a new heart,
miraculously, or do you want a new heart, sur-
gically? You know—the specifics—exactly what
are you asking God for?”
    I looked at him and said, “I don’t know. I
couldn’t tell you. I just want a new heart.” 
    I must admit, I was beginning to get a little
down. It didn’t help that we met a young woman
who was also waiting for a heart. She got her
heart—but she died. That brought my spirit
down even more.
    It was the end of November, and I wasn’t
sleeping very well one night. I had trouble
breathing. I kept waking up about every forty-
five minutes. When I woke up about four o’clock,
I began crying. Linda asked me what was wrong,
and I said, “I don’t care what happens. I want it
done. Whether I get a heart or not, I want it to
be over.”

Marilyn: In spite of Mark’s challenges, he was
always chipper, never depressed. Mark’s attitude
was always, “God will take care of me.” But dur-
ing one visit at the end of November, Charles
and Linda had left the room so we were alone
together. Mark was very quiet. Then he looked
at me and asked, “What’s a guy to do?” It really
bothered me because for the first time, the wait
was beginning to take its toll on Mark. He
seemed very depressed. 

Be strong and take heart,
a you who hope in the Lord.

Psalm 31:24

A Mother’s Cry For Mercy
    
It bothered me the rest of the week. Driving
home from work on the following Sunday
evening, there is no doubt: I was angry with God.
I was near Eagle Lake when I began to pray,
“God, Mark needs an answer. He needs a new
heart, and I know You know that too. He has al-
ways been happy and has always trusted and
depended on You to see him through. But he’s
getting depressed now. If it is Your will to take
him home then do it, and help us to understand.
But I am selfish, and I want to keep him here. He
needs an answer, NOW! Please God, please do
something!”

I Am Getting A New Heart
Mark: The next day about four in the afternoon,
a nurse came into my room and said, “Don’t eat
anything.” 
    We asked, “Why,” but the nurse just turned
around and walked back out. We didn’t know
what to make of her remark. 
    Then the transplant coordinator came in and
told us that there was a possibility of getting a
heart. She asked, “How do you feel about that
prospect?” 
    I said, “Scared. If I die, I know I’m going to
heaven, but I love life, and I’d rather not die.”
    They did another heart cath to make sure my
heart pressures were right. When the test was
done, the doctor looked at me and said, “You are
going to get a new heart.” It was 6:00 PM on
Monday evening, December 6, 2004. Then
began a burst of activity. 
    The first thing I did was call mom.

Marilyn: The phone rang, and it was Mark. He
said, “Mom, they have a heart and if it’s a good 
match, I will get it.” 
    I said, “Mark, don’t be joking about this. This
is serious.” 
    He kept trying to convince me, and then I
heard Linda say, “No mom, they have a heart.”
    When I got off the phone, I called my sister
Cindy who had had a double lung transplant.
Mark wanted her to be there when he went into
surgery on Tuesday morning. 

Mark: First, they told us, “Your new heart will
be here by 10:00 PM tonight.” At ten, they told
us it would be there by 2:00 AM. Two in the
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morning came and went. Then came the word
that they were in the process of getting every-
body and everything lined up and ready to go
by nine or ten in the morning. The reason for the
delay? When multiple organs are being har-
vested, the heart is the last organ to be taken,
because it is needed to keep each of the other
organs alive for harvesting.
    It had been a long night. As the clock contin-
ued to tick, I thought about everything God had
brought me through in life, and how faithful He
had been to me. Of course, Satan showed up to
remind me of the message the young chaplain
had brought earlier: “This could be the last day
of your life, you might die.” I was tired and tried
to go to sleep. It was hard.
    Finally, when morning came, they came to
get me ready for surgery. 

Marilyn: When we arrived, they were just ready
to take Mark to surgery. He looked at me. I
pointed up, and he nodded his head, “Yes!”

In God’s Hands
Mark: I said my goodbyes to Linda, my mom
and dad, and my aunt Cindy. I was on my way
to the prep room. It was 9:30 AM. 
    As I laid on the surgical table with my arms
restrained, I focused on the clock in the operat-
ing room and prayed the words of Philippians
4:13 and Isaiah 41:10 until my mind and vision
were both blurred by the effects of the anes-
thetic. The clock showed 11:00 AM when my
eyes closed.

I can do a this through him
who gives me strength.

Philippians 4:13

    Before surgery, they told me I may not
wake up for two or three days, so when I
did, I wanted to know what day it was.
My arms were still restrained, and I
had a breathing tube. Linda told me
it was still Tuesday, but late. I drifted
back to sleep. 
    After surgery, the doctors told
me they hadn’t seen anybody go to
sleep so peacefully. They told me
the surgery went well and that my
new heart started by itself. They also
told me that I had only been one day away

from going on a heart pump to keep me alive
until a donor heart was available.

Marilyn: After surgery, the doctor told us that
when they took Mark’s heart out, it was so limp
and mushy they didn’t know how he had kept
going. I thought about all the things that God
had done for Mark and our family from the time
Mark was born until now, at thirty-five, when he
received his new heart. We have seen so many
miracles over the years. God is good, all the
time.
    It was twelve years this past December since
Mark got his new heart. Mark is doing so well.
God does answer prayer—but in His time.

Mark: The average wait for a heart is six
months. I went into St. Cloud on August 14, and
I got my new heart at the University of
Minnesota on December 7—a little less than four
months.

No Rejection
I spent the next few weeks in recovery at the
hospital. We had prayed that we would be
home by Christmas. I  was discharged on
December 17. 
    I returned for a scheduled biopsy on
December 23. While there, I told them about my
sore leg. They did an ultrasound and found a
blood clot. The doctor felt so bad when she had
to tell me, “We’ve got to put you back in the hos-
pital.” I told her it was all my fault because I had
not been specific when I prayed. I had prayed to
GET OUT of the hospital before Christmas, but
I hadn’t prayed to STAY OUT!
    On the morning of Christmas Day, they told
us, “Your blood is thin enough so we are going
to let you go so you can celebrate the rest of
Christmas Day at home.” 
    I said, “No, I want to stay here.” 

They asked, “Why?” 

I said, “All the food is frozen at
home.” So they let me stay one
more night.

On one of my first checkups,
they drew blood samples and
checked the levels of different
things. We were in the doctor’s

office when my doctor was
checking the test results and she

said, “Oh, my.” 
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    “What’s wrong,” I asked. 
    She responded, “Nothing.” 
    I said, “Well, you were surprised at some-
thing. What’s wrong.” 
    She said, “There is a test called B and P. It
measures how well your heart is working. Before
the transplant it was at 640, which is normal—
normal, that is, for having heart failure, and now
it’s at 314.” 
    I asked, “Well, is that good or what?” 
    And she said, “We don’t expect to see this
low a number until about three months out;
you’re only a couple weeks out.” We took this as
one more confirmation of God’s healing power
and how much He had touched our lives and
those around us. 
    Another thing they told me was, “Don’t be
surprised when your body rejects your new
heart, because you will go through rejection.”
I’m still waiting.

A Heart Of Gold
It is amazing to look back and see how God has
worked in my journey. I often think about what
Pastor Jonathan Reine asked me, “Do you want
a new heart, miraculously? Or do you want a
new heart, surgically?” Praise God, He gave me
both!

On Memorial Day 2006, Linda, mom, and I got
to meet Dorle Blackwell, the mother of my heart
donor, Greg Trautman, who was killed in a car
accident. He was only twenty-one years old, but
he had a heart of gold! 
1Cardioversion is a medical procedure done to restore a normal
heart rhythm for people who have certain types of abnormal
heartbeats (arrhythmias). Cardioversion is most often done by
sending electric shocks to your heart through electrodes placed
on your chest.

Mark 
with 
his first 
race car
after 
surgery, and
the meage on the back!

Mark’s first
day back in
New London
and on his

“1st” new heart
birthday!

Marilyn Geer: Willmar AG has been Marilyn’s church home
for over 50 years. She spent her career in nursing. Now that she
is retired, she loves to crochet and as a labor of love, spends a lot
of her spare time crocheting afghans. She has given them as gis
to her children and grandchildren, and now is working on one
for each of her great-grandchildren.    

Mark Geer grew up at Willmar AG. He and his
wife Linda are members of the Word of Faith
Church in Willmar, where Mark is actively
involved in helping with their youth ministry
program. He is also passionate about racing and is
currently active and serves as President of the KRA
Speedway in Willmar.
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reg had a heart of gold. He was a fun-
     loving and outgoing guy. He was one of
those happy-go-lucky kids who enjoyed life and
made the best of every day. Life to him was all
about having fun, and he had the biggest smile—
everyone loved his smile. Greg liked to sneak up
behind me and hug me, I miss that. He was a con-
siderate young man and was very respectful of
others, especially the elderly. He also loved ad-
venture, and one of the special things Greg and I
did together was flying. I am a licensed pilot, and
he loved the thrill of flying together high above the
earth.  
     One day, before Greg was old enough to get
his driver’s license, he happened to be looking at
my license and asked, “What does ‘organ donor’
mean?” I told him what an organ donor was. His
immediate response was, “When I get my license,
that’s what I am going to be!”

Love your neighbor as yourself.
Mark 12:31

     Greg’s accident happened on a Saturday. The
doctors told us he had a very low chance of sur-
viving. I let the hospital know that he was an organ
donor but they were unable to find his driver’s
license at that time. A decision needed to be
made so they could make arrangements to
harvest his organs when the time came. 
     Even though Greg had made the decision to
be an organ donor when he was sixteen, there was
a family member who was not comfortable with
the idea. I fought for Greg because it was impor-
tant for me to do what he wanted. Luckily they
found his driver’s license, and we didn’t have any
issues after that.
     Greg was able to donate his heart, two kid-
neys, and his liver through LifeSource (the organ

donor 
company). 
He also 
donated his
eyes through
the Minnesota Lions Eye Bank. As his mother, I
was also able to make decisions to donate his skin
to burn victims, his bones to the bone bank, and
many of his other organs that were needed for
research. 
     Monday following the accident, we were told
we had to say our goodbyes so they could make
arrangements to take his organs before his body
shut down. You cannot image how hard that was,
but it was the right thing to do. Greg’s desire
to give life and sight to others was becoming a
reality. 
     Since that time, Greg’s sister Cassondra has
done a lot to raise awareness about organ dona-
tion. I hope many will consider becoming organ
donors as a result of reading this article.

You wi be enriched in every way 
so that you can be generous on every

oasion, and through us your 
generosity wi result in

thanksgiving to God. 
2 Corinthians 9:11

     Several months had passed when I began to
have the desire to know: Who were Greg’s organ
recipients? Who did he bless? Should I reach out
to them? Would they be uncomfortable? What
should I do? I decided to wait. I didn’t want to put
anyone in a tough position or make them feel
uncomfortable. 

by Dorle Blackwell (Greg’s mother)

G



     For the next two years, I prayed that one or
more of the organ recipients would reach out to
me. I wanted to know more about who Greg had
helped, but most importantly, I wanted to know
who had his heart. Then it began to happen. The
first person who contacted me was the man who
had received Greg’s liver. Mark Geer was the
second person to reach out to me; the best organ,
Greg’s heart, had gone to him. Later a third
person found me; she was one of the women who
had accepted one of Greg’s kidneys. 
     When Mark reached out to me, I was both
excited and nervous at the same time, but very
thankful. I found out Mark lived in my backyard.
We lived in Litchfield, and Mark lived in New
London. The fact that he was that close to us was
simply amazing. We made arrangements through
LifeSource to exchange contact information and
meet. We met in Willmar. 
                                      Before our meeting with 

Mark, his wife, and his 
mom, I had gone to 

Hallmark and picked
out a figurine of a boy 
holding a gold heart 
for Mark. The funny 
part was that Mark

brought the identical
figurine as a gift for me!

How unbelievable was that! 
Our visit went well.

We cried as we shared 
our thoughts about how 
something so good had 
come out of something

so bad. Mark and his
family were so kind
and compassionate. 

                                         We have since moved
to Arizona. Now,
whenever Mark

comes to Arizona,
he takes time out of 

his schedule to contact us,

and he stops by to visit. The fact that Mark is so
generous and cares enough to keep thinking
about us after twelve years is huge for me.

Greater love has no one than this: 
to lay down one’s life

for one’s friends.
John 15:13

     I never blamed God for the accident. I knew it
was life’s circumstances that caused it. I was
raised with the United Methodist Church beliefs,
and I was a Sunday school teacher for ten years.
I am not sure how I would have made it through
this tragic loss except for my faith and trust in
God. 
     The West Central Minnesota Chapter of
Compassionate Friends also played an important
role in my healing process—and still does.
Compassionate Friends is a national organization
(www.compassionatefriends.org) with local
chapters that support families after the loss of a
child. Even though we live in Arizona, I still
produce the quarterly newsletter for the West
Central Minnesota Chapter, and I also manage
their website, (w.compassionatefriendswcmn.org). 
     God keeps on blessing us. Greg’s sister Cas-
sondra had a son in 2015, and she named him
‘Ronin Gregory.’ (Greg was born on October 9
and Ronin was born on October 8). 
     My husband Jim, Cassondra, and Greg’s
brothers Tracy and Jarrod, (along with other
family and friends) miss Greg greatly. 
     Praise God for Greg’s life-giving legacy!

Dorle Blackwell is Greg Trautman's mother. She was
born and raised in Minnesota but moved to Arizona
eight years ago. She is employed full-time with Wells
Fargo and works from home. Greg grew up with two
wonderful families who loved him: Jim and Dorle
Blackwell & Allan and Sue Trautman. Greg had three
brothers: Tracy Blackwell, Jarrod Blackwell, and
Timothy Trautman; and two sisters: Cassondra

(Blackwell) Whitaker and Taylor Trautman. Time does heal the pain, but
the heart is forever broken.

Willow Tree® Heart of Gold Figurine 
by Susan Lord
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Connections is celebrating its 1-year anniver-
sary! In five issues (4,500 total copies), forty-
five stories have been shared. 
     When Connections began, we envisioned
God using our stories to connect those of us
who attend Willmar AG with each other. It has
become apparent, however, that God had
much more in mind, because He is also using
the stories to bless people beyond our church
family. An increasing number of people are
telling us how they have been led by the Holy
Spirit  to share their copy (or an extra copy) of
Connections with their family members,
neighbors, co-workers, and/or even complete
strangers. 
     One of the great things about telling your
story in Connections is that you don’t have to
be a writer to share your story. You have the
option to simply relate your story to one of the
Connections team members; they will put it
together for your review. You will then be able
to add, delete, or make any changes you
desire before your story goes to print.  
     During the weeks before and after publica-
tion, we pray. Each author, pastor, and the
Connections staff members pray, asking God
to anoint both the message of each story and
the hearts of the thousand or more people that
will read these stories. We pray specifically that
each one will be strengthened in their faith. 
     Why is it so important for us to share our
stories with each other? Here are three good
reasons:

You will receive power when the Holy
Spirit comes on you; and you will be
my witnesses in Jerusalem, and in all
Judea and Samaria, and to the ends of
the earth.

Acts 1:8 NIV

I will tell everyone about your right-
eousness. All day long I will proclaim
your saving power, though I am not
skilled with words.

Psalm 71:15 NLT

Give thanks to the LORD and proclaim
his greatness. Let the whole world
know what he has done. 

1 Chronicles 16:8 NLT

     Were you surprised that each of the stories
in this issue of Connections was shared by a
man except for one who had assistance from
his mom and one which was written by a mom.
     I was having breakfast by myself one
morning in December, when I grabbed a
notepad and asked God, “What do you have
in mind for the next issue of Connections?”
Within fifteen minutes, God gave me the
names of eight men. Over the next few weeks,
I began calling them, one by one. I explained
how I happened to get their names and then
asked if they had a story to share. Each one
said they did, five for this issue and three for a
future issue. I shouldn’t be amazed when this
happens, but I always am! God is the real deal!
     Three of the stories in this issue were writ-
ten by men who grew up in Willmar AG and
still have a strong connection to Willmar AG,
but who have moved away to find employ-
ment, and raise their families elsewhere. Why
are their stories included? Donna (Sather)
Bonawitz deserves the credit for this idea. She
called one day and asked, “Have you thought
about including faith-journey stories of people
who grew up in Willmar AG but have moved
away? My response was, “That’s a great idea!”
     As we begin our second year, we pray that
many of you will be led to share your story and
testify of the power of God in your life. By shar-
ing your story and how you trusted God on
your journey, you not only answer God’s call
to  be a witness, you also fulfill His call to
disciple others. 

Whatever you do, whether in word or
deed, do it all in the name of the Lord
Jesus, giving thanks to God the Father
through him.

Colossians 3:17

Dale Lindquist  
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Psalms 1:1-3 NKJV 

Who walks not in the
  counsel of the ungodly,
 Nor stands in the
  path of sinners,
 Nor sits in the
  seat of the scornful;

But his delight is in
  the law of the Lord,
 And in His law he
   meditates day and night.

He shall be like a tree
 Planted by the rivers 
  of water,
 That brings forth
  its fruit in its season,
  Whose leaf also
  shall not wither;
 And whatever he does
  shall prosper.


