
I grew up in a broken home in California. Without a father in the home for the 
fi rst six years of my life, I felt insecure and unprotected. We struggled for sur-
vival, and my mother did the best she could to put food on the table. As a child 
I played “Mommy” to my dolls, craving any form of control. I longed for a father 
in our family.

The only father I ever knew was my stepdad, “Bill,” who married my mother 
when I was six. Bill helped me realize how important family was. He taught me 

thankfulness and respect for elders. He took me on fi shing trips and loved to tickle me and make me laugh. It was good 
to be a part of a family, with a mother, a father, and a brother.

Our family moved a lot because my stepfather was transferred several times for his work. I found it very diffi  cult to 
constantly be making new friends and then giving them up, always being “the new girl” at school. I felt so insecure 
and unsettled with each new move. We didn’t live in any one place for more than three years. We went to church just a 
few times with my stepfather. I particularly remember one sermon on “Hell” and “Hell Fire” which really scared me. At 
that point, I didn’t understand God’s judgment on those that refuse His love, but having disobeyed my parents, I knew 
deep down that I was a sinner and I was bound for that place. I don’t remember a message of hope being preached 
that day.

My stepfather and I grew apart as I entered my preteen years. I tested his authority often, because (as I saw it) he wasn’t 
my “real” dad. Then I saw him die when I was 13. He was driving my mother and me back to our home and suddenly 
just fell over the steering wheel. He was turning blue and groaning loudly. Somehow I knew we were losing him, and 
I cried his name over and over. His sudden death was traumatic for me, especially since he and I weren’t on very good 
terms when he died. Suddenly losing my father fi gure made my teen years very diffi  cult, and I began to rebel more 
than ever.

It was in the middle of those diffi  cult years, when I was 16 years old, that the Lord dealt with my sinful soul. An acquain-
tance, a Christian woman named Claudia, invited me to a tent revival at a church in Costa Mesa, California. Like me, 
Claudia had been through a very hard experience – her fi ancé had left her. But unlike me, it was obvious that Claudia 
was truly at peace. You could see the happiness in her beautiful blue eyes. The Lord had given her true love in Him, and 
had brought her into a relationship with a man of God, who she was preparing to marry.

Family – marriage and children – was something I had always wanted. As a lonely teenager, feeling so disconnected 
from my own family, I began to realize, by the grace of God, that it was time I stopped trying to achieve contentment 
on my own.  He revealed to me that what I didn’t have in life (peace and happiness) would come through a relationship 
with Him and freedom from sin. He was calling me to Himself!

It was time for me to make a decision.  I felt a pounding in my heart as the Bible was being preached. I went forward at 
the close of the sermon, convicted of my own sin and deep need for a personal relationship with Jesus Christ. 

The Scripture that was being preached that night about how I could have daily fellowship with Christ, “Behold, I stand 
at the door and knock: if any man hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with him, and 
he with me.” Revelation 3:20, spoke to me greatly.

God the Holy Spirit was dealing with me personally, in my innermost being. I prayed to God, asking for the forgive-
ness of my sins and with faith in Christ, I received His righteousness in place of my sins. A burden was lifted from my 
soul and I experienced a peace like I had never felt before! I came away from that experience knowing that I had been 
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spiritually born again by the way of what Christ had done for me by dying in my place and shedding His blood on the 
cross for my sins. 

That was in 1971. I’ll never forget what my precious Lord did for me and I’ll never forget the day I accepted His precious 
free gift of salvation. The Bible reveals His Son and His plan of salvation to us:

“For by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of yourselves: it is the gift of God:” Ephesians 2:8

Every person will someday die. Each person has a choice to continue on his or her own way (separated from God) or to 
be saved and go to Heaven when they die:

“Enter ye in at the strait gate, for wide is the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth to destruction, and many there be 
which go in thereat:” Matthew 7:13

There is only one way to God, and that is by accepting His Son, Jesus Christ, for salvation:

“Jesus saith unto him, I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but by me.” John 14:6

Better than anything, I am assured by God’s Word and in my heart that my Father loves me! He gave me His only Son, 
Jesus Christ, to meet my deepest need for a relationship with Him. I trust my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ with every-
thing. He has promised never to leave me. To think, it all started the moment I looked to Christ to save me! He is alive 
today, as He continues to work in me. He comforts me, understanding my every need. God has proven Himself in my 
life in a very special way. My desires to understand His Word, and to have a marriage as well as children, have all been 
met by Him:

“Delight thyself also in the LORD and He shall give thee the desires of thine heart” Psalm 37:4

My Father is so good! He loves me and He loves you! I hope you will consider what God has done for me, and be willing 
to trust Him by faith to save you too!

“That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus Christ, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised 
him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness, and with the mouth 
confession is made unto salvation.” Romans 10:9-10


