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[bookmark: _GoBack]I grew up in a typical dysfunctional family.  Parents divorced when I was 3, big brother and mom disappeared for many years.  Lived with relatives, dads girlfriends and strangers so I knew I wasn’t wanted anywhere by anyone.  Grandma talked about God and I loved the tent revivals & gospel music but knew even God couldn’t care about me, my dad said so.  Eventually I went back to dad & step mom who “made” me Catholic.  At 17 had enough of their God so was off on a life of multiple marriages, alcoholism, jail and all around sinful living.  I believed in the Christian God just could not accept that He could care for me or ever forgive me for my sins.  Thanks to the judicial system AA became a part of my life and eventually I listened.  I believe God struck me sober one lonely night.  It sure wasn’t in my plans but it worked.  That was 20 years ago.  Another piece was in place in His master plan.  He also began convicting me of “complaining” and blaming everyone else for my troubles.  But it wasn’t my fault – no it wasn’t but who I am today is my responsibility.     

At 58 I lost everything while in the hospital and had no one to even visit me.  All I could do through the pain was say “God help me”.  Each time as they approached with another needle treating me as the destitute unworthy patient I was, I cried out in my semi-conscious state for God.  He was listening and got me through a week of horror.  Maybe there is a chance for me!  I wasn’t quite ready yet but I knew something was different.  After moving to Hesperia the following week to “stay with” a distant relative, she spoke of Jesus who died for me.  Within a few weeks I was up and around and found HCC, maybe there are some nice people there.  I was so alone and afraid so I kept crying out for God’s help and praying to Jesus and reading the bible with every breath I could take.  Thanksgiving of 2006, just 3 short months after becoming disabled and begging for His help He completed the work He had begun so long before and I was saved.  The following spring I was baptized in that church because I wanted the world to see my commitment to Christ and His to me.  I knew with every fiber of my being that I had received salvation and was going to live with Him for all eternity.  It took another 5 years before I no longer heard Satan telling me I was not saved – it was a struggle but with every puff of oxygen from a tank paid for by God’s grace I knew who to believe.  11 Corinthians 10:5 We demolish arguments and every pretension that sets itself up against the knowledge of God, and we take captive every thought to make it obedient to Christ.

Am I sorry about all the terrible things in my past?  NO.  I’m only sorry for those I hurt with my actions; however I have experiences and empathy for lost souls that many cannot understand.  The abused child, the drunk on the corner, the mom who abandoned her precious children, the prisoner who thinks no one cares and now the disabled and elderly who are often alone, I was one of them and now God is using me, little ole me from Seattle, to minister to these beloved souls. Today I have a life that far surpasses anything I ever dreamed of and it is my duty and extreme joy to be a disciple of Christ in every corner of my world.  It only took 58 years. God is so good; He never gave up on me.  

Need a smile?  Take one of mine, I have lots
