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My name is Kristy. I grew up in Alton, Illinois, 
and the image that best describes my former 
life is: I was in a small boat in a big ocean. It 

was always dark. I was drowning and I had no life jacket. 
That’s how I existed for too many years. I was abused by 
my kids’ father . . . addicted to heroin . . . and raped by 
two men who ganged up on me. I kept asking myself: 
how much of this can I take? I tried suicide, but I wasn’t 
even successful at taking my own life. I don’t want to 
brag — too much — but I was recently in the top 5% in 
math. I also got 100% in what is equivalent to the SAT for 
someone my age. But without Inner City Mission, none of 
this would have happened. The Mission is a stable place 
for me. The people are kind and helpful . . . and I feel a 
responsibility to keep being the kind of person God wants 
me to be.

In high school, I was voted dream girl. That was the 
outer appearance. Inside, I was judgmental of those who 
didn’t think like me or look like me. I saw those people as 
dirt bags and losers. But when I began to look and act like 
they did, my attitude began to change. Today, that spirit 
of judgment is long gone. I attribute this change of heart 
to a forgiving God, Inner City Mission and to someone 
like you who cares enough about homeless people to do 
something about it. 

I can now pray for my abusers . . .
I used to have a beautiful smile. Now my teeth are so 

bad, I don’t like to open my mouth — one of the many 
results of drug abuse. But I’m more interested in what’s 
going on inside . . . and that’s where I’m changing. I don’t 
like to cook . . . but here I am, helping to cook for 40 
people. It’s another way God is pushing me. (The good 

news is no one’s died yet from my cooking.) Today I 
pray for my abusers, hoping they, too, will one day find 
a way out of their own deep waters that are so dark 
and murky. Thank you again for being there for me . . . 
not only at Easter but each day of the year.

Your friend,

After a lifetime of doing things my way . . . 
I’ve finally decided to follow Jesus
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Your donations are working miracles 
for me . . . and I’ll be eternally grateful 
for your kindness

Kristy

“For I was hungry and you gave me something to eat. I was a stranger and you took me in.”
Matthew  25:35
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