
The Redemptive Work of Christ in the life of Tracy Hess 
 

When I think about writing my testimony, it seems difficult to put years and years of experiences in a few short 
paragraphs. Then it seems even harder to determine which of these many experiences actually led to the 
transformation that continues to take place in my life.  
 
I grew up attending First Baptist Church in Scott City, although sporadically. My first recollection of the Holy 
Spirit beginning His work in my life was in 3rd and 4th grade Sunday school class. From this tugging of the Holy 
Spirit, I was baptized when I was 11 years old. I remember feeling relief once I was baptized that whew! I did 
it!  That was scary, but now it’s over.  
 
Although I continued to attend Sunday school, Church and other programs going on at the church, it becomes 
very apparent looking back on my teenage and college years that I wasn’t living the Spirit-filled life. Now, that 
didn’t mean that the Holy Spirit wasn’t still alive and well in my heart. Oh No!  Conviction set in at every wrong 
turn. 
 
After moving back to Scott City to marry Mike, it seemed very natural to me that “church” would be a part of 
our lives. After pre-marital counseling with Pastor Lynne, we were invited to a new Sunday school class taught 
by Gary Smith, the Associate Pastor at FBC. This is where we began to experience Christian community and when 
our lives began to take on new meaning, less of us and more of Jesus, not just “church”, but a relationship with 
the Lord.  With both Mike and I growing up in Scott City, this wasn’t exactly an easy transition. We weren’t 
always comfortable - imagine that!  
 
The years that followed were a time of serving, learning, teaching and growing in my walk with Jesus. However, 
one thing I always struggled with was trying to “be good”, to earn God’s favor. It was hard to comprehend that 
following the rules, determination and hard work on my part were not what God wanted from me. After all, 
these things had always seemed to work for me in my worldly endeavors. If you can’t understand the depth of 
this sin in my life, just talk to my children that I was raising at the time (and their Dad). They can attest to the 
fact that I often times missed the mark, when I thought I was showing them Jesus, I was really misrepresenting 
what God truly required of them – A heart totally surrendered and dependent on Him, not on performance.  
 
I think these truths of God’s Word are resonating with me at just the right time, maybe I will get it right as a 
Grandma. Maybe my grandchildren will be in “do no wrong land” as my Father- in- law would often say. Or 
maybe they will just know the patience, peace and grace of our Heavenly Father that I am ever so slowly 
beginning to understand. 
 


