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Both of my parents were saved as teenagers, so I was brought up with the knowledge of the Lord from my youth. As far back as I can remember, my folks took all of us kids to church and Sunday School. Since that is all I ever knew I figured that this was normal. It wasn’t until a lady named Mrs. Wentworth came to our door that I realized not everybody knew who Jesus was. She said she was doing a 5 day Good News Club in our neighborhood and asked if I wanted to join. I was intrigued and said yes, and that is where I was told that just because my parents were saved it didn’t mean that I was saved. I remember being very distraught by this news and eagerly raised my hand when asked if I wanted to have Jesus as my personal Savior. 
Even though I was only 4.5 years when I was saved, I believe I was mature enough to understand what it all meant, but it wasn’t until I was 13 and in Bible camp that I fully began to grasp what it meant to really be a child of God. We were at the campfire and it was the last night of camp. The speaker was talking to us about what it meant to have a relationship with God. He asked us what would happen to our relationship with somebody if we didn’t talk to them or spend time with them. We told him that it wouldn’t really be much of a relationship. Then he asked us what we would do with letters from a friend who we didn’t see very much. Of course we told him that we would read them over and over again and keep them in a safe place.
To be honest, I wasn’t really sure where he was going with all of this until he told us that our relationship with God was similar to having a relationship with another person. As I listened to what he was saying, it was like I realized for the first time how much God loved me and desired to be my Friend. I had never thought of the Bible as God’s letters to me and I had never really read it outside of church or Sunday School. It just sat on a shelf in the living room until I needed it on Sundays. I had also never thought of God as being my friend. I guess at that age God was still somewhat of an enigma to me, the big Guy in the sky.
After we got back from the campfire, I was getting ready for bed and my counselor asked if anybody had questions about what we had heard that week before we went home the nest day. I was still pondering everything I had heard, so I didn’t ask questions but my counselor noticed how quiet I was. She happened to be my Sunday School teacher as well and so she knew me better than a lot of the other girls. Since I wasn’t usually that subdued she knew that something w as going on in me.
After most of the other girls had gone to bed, I was in the bathroom brushing my teeth and my counselor came in to see me. She asked me if everything was Okay and the next thing I knew I was crying my eyes out. I told her that I didn’t have a lot of friends back at home and didn’t realize how much God wanted to be my friend. I wanted to read the Bible more and talk to God each day. I wanted to have that closeness and intimacy with Him that the speaker had told us about. She offered to pray with, so I just poured my heart out to the Lord.
I don’t think I had ever cried so much as I did that night. I asked God to forgive me for just ignoring Him and not trying to pursue a relationship with Him.  I asked Him to help me to read my bible each day and pray more often. I told Him how much I loved Him and how I desired to have that closeness with Him.
My relationship with the Lord took on a whole new meaning after I got back from Bible Camp. I started to talk to the Lord like a human being should. I told Him what had happened o me throughout that day and asked Him to help me and make more friends. I told Him about how mad I was at my sister or who excited I was about the coming weekend. I even told Him stuff that I had never told anybody else. I also began to go follow the daily Bible devotions I got in my Sunday School class each week.
Over time I developed an unquenchable thirst of the Lord. By the time I reached high School, I was teased incessantly for being a “goody goody two shoes.”  Whenever I was in a large group of people and one of them would curse or say something inappropriate, they would immediately apologize and do their best to watch their language around me. I got involved in being an AWANA leader and also was in Varsity AWANA myself. I helped with the younger kids in Jr. Church and even handed out tracts occasionally with my friends, The Sherburne family.
Looking back on my life now, I know for a fact that if it weren’t for the Lord I would not be here today. He has brought me through some of the most emotionally wrenching experiences a person could possibly go through. He has also brought me through extreme illnesses and months of hospitalizations. When life seems to be falling apart and I am feeling lost and alone, God is the One I cling to. I am so grateful that He spoke to me on that night twenty years ago. I wouldn’t trade my relationship with Him for anything in the world. He is my best friend and I am constantly striving to serve Him in everything I do. I am not perfect by any means, and I sin just like everybody else, but even when I’m at my worst, God’s love for me never changes. My identity is not determined by who I am, but rather by WHOSE I am. God chose me to be His child, and someday I will get to see him face to face and spend eternity with Him. 


