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Les Lofquist 
EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR

Testimony of  
My Salvation

 

On October 2, 1972 I was born again 
when I placed my faith in Jesus Christ 
as my Savior and was regenerated by 

the power of the Holy Spirit. I trusted Christ as 
my Savior as an 18 year old, after searching and 
stumbling through my life, sensing my lostness, 
with an acute emptiness of soul.

I was born May 26, 1954 into a stable, lov-
ing, well disciplined family with seven children 
(two older sisters, two younger sisters, an older 
brother and a younger brother). My mother 
and father were always loving and supportive 
and provided great wisdom in many ways.  My 
parents and both sets of grandparents were suc-
cessful in business and marriage. But by the time 
I matured, ours was not a church going family, 
and so I looked to other activities for fulfillment. 
Football, basketball, baseball, golf, music and 
girls (not in that order) were the most important 
things in my shallow existence.

During high school in Winona, Minnesota, 
I came in contact with some vibrant Christians 
who shared with me the message from the Bible 
about God’s good news of salvation. Those four 
girls were faithful in speaking the truth to me 
from God’s Word. But I resisted them and for a 
year and a half, I mocked their message. Then 
the  month after high school graduation,  in July 
1972, I began reading the  gift New Testament 
that my Christian friends had given me. My 
deep antagonism toward God ceased. It was fol-
lowed by curiosity, then amazement, then crisis: 
Would I believe?

It was two agonizing months of struggle 
for me with pride and unbelief and sin until I 
f inally trusted Christ as Savior in the Fall of 
1972.   The eternal transaction was made on a 
Monday night in my basement bedroom, after 
I talked to IFCA Pastor Joseph Sebeny in his 
home. Talking to Pastor Sebeny was something 
my Christian friends urged me to do, but visiting 

a pastor in his parsonage home to talk about the 
Bible seemed so strange to me. 

Yet on that Monday morning forty-four years 
ago I felt overwhelmed by conviction and mis-
ery and abandoned my prideful resistance. I 
called Pastor Sebeny on the phone and intro-
duced myself. I said almost these exact words: “I 
am a friend of four girls from your church. They have 
talked to me about the Bible for a long time, and I 
am really confused. I want to know if I can meet 
with you and you can answer my questions…but I 
only want you to use the Bible and not your denomi-
nation’s teachings or your church’s dogma.” (Where 
did that word “dogma” come from? I don’t know. 
But I had gone to Pastor Sebeny’s church about 
a year earlier to watch a Christian movie on a 
Sunday night. After the movie ended, Pastor 
Sebeny spoke and he scared me; he was so 
certain of everything and quite passionate, espe-
cially about heaven and hell.) 

My deep antagonism toward  
God ceased. It was followed by 

curiosity, then amazement, then 
crisis: Would I believe? 

But on Monday, October 2, 1972 I no longer 
cared that Pastor Sebeny scared me. And he over 
the telephone assured me that he indeed could 
open the Bible and answer my questions. He 
agreed to meet with me, and we set a meeting 
for 7:00 pm that evening. Relieved that was over, 
I hung up the phone and immediately realized: 
“Oh no, tonight is Monday Night Football!” 
However, I knew how desperate I was when I 
just shrugged my shoulders and thought, “I don’t 
care about football! I need answers about God 
from the Bible.”

I went to Pastor Sebeny’s house at the 
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appointed time and, out of embarrass-
ment, parked my car around the corner 
a block away. He lived on the busy street 
right across from my old High School, 
and I didn’t want anyone seeing my 
car parked in front of his house: “is Les 
Lofquist talking to that Fundamentalist 
pastor about the Bible?!?”

I rang the doorbell, and I won-
dered if Pastor Sebeny would yell at 
me for having long hair and wire-
rimmed glasses. But he greeted me 
at the door and quickly invited me in 
without even a sideways glance at my 
appearance. He directed me to his liv-
ing room couch and we got right to 
it without a lot of small talk. I don’t 
remember all the details about that eve-
ning, but I do remember him placing 
a Bible on my lap and directing me to 
verses such as Romans 3:23, Romans 
6:23, Ephesians 2:8-9 and 1 John 5:13. 
Pastor Sebeny would point to the pages 
and firmly (strongly!) say things like: 
“Read it! What does it say? What does 
that mean? You’re smart. You got good 
grades. You know what it says.” 

I needed his direct, New Jersey style 
to break through my wall of pride. I 
felt l ike a footbal l player gett ing 
tough answers from my coach, and I 
responded well to Pastor Sebeny. His 
no-nonsense way of presenting Bible-
based answers was exactly what my 
foolish pride needed. I am so grateful 
God sent that East Coast strong man 
to meek, little Winona, Minnesota to 
confront this arrogant young man with 
God’s assessment of my life and human-
istic world view. I was listening carefully 
to what God said in His Word.

After nearly two and a half hours 
of talking, Pastor Sebeny asked me if I 
wanted to place my faith in Christ as my 
Savior right there on his couch! Wow, was 
that ever an aggressive question. That 
was something I would never do in front 
of someone: talk right out loud to God 
and confess my sin and my hopelessness 
and ask for God’s forgiveness and admit 
I wasn’t as smart as I thought I was and 
that I needed a Savior from MY SIN. 

I quietly told Pastor Sebeny that 
I would do it at home. Pastor Sebeny 
said I had better do it, and “it better 
be tonight before it is too late.” I said I 
would. He said, “okay, but you should 
do it right here, right now if you really 
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mean business with God.” Oh I meant 
business with God, that was for sure! 
But I didn’t want to do business with 
God while a man from New Jersey I 
barely even knew listened in. After a 
few minutes of prodding, Pastor Sebeny 
prayed and it was over. I stood up from 
his couch and left. And as I was standing 
in his doorway, he said, “You better do it 
tonight before it’s too late! And if you do 
trust Christ, call me tomorrow. Call me. 
Do you understand?”

Oh, I understood. That was for sure. 
How could a Minnesotan not under-
stand him? 

I quickly, but gratefully, left. I felt 
the HUGE burden of my heart was 
gone, and I knew exactly what needed to 
be done. I had to do business with God, 
and I had to hurry home to where that 
eternal transaction would take place. I 
nearly ran down his front steps, turned 
left on the sidewalk and skipped around 
the corner on my way to my carefully 
parked car. I definitely remember that 

as I got close to my car, I jumped for joy 
and smacked a low-hanging tree branch. 
I felt free! For the first time in my life 
I had the answers to my deepest ques-
tions, and I felt free as a bird!

I drove immediately home and went 
straight down to my bedroom. I knelt 
at the foot of my bed and confessed my 
sin and my foolish pride and trusted 
Christ as my Savior. No one told me 
to kneel but it seemed the thing for my 
now repentant, humble heart to do.

The next morning I called Pastor 
Sebeny and told him what happened the 
night before. I did business with God. 
I trusted Christ as my Savior. Pastor 
Sebeny didn’t sound happy, but extremely 
insistent. Urgent. I had to come to church 
“every time the doors are opened, starting 
tomorrow night at 7:00pm. Bring a Bible 
and a notebook and take notes. Every 
time. Don’t miss church. Ever.” Then he 
told me to come to his house right away 
because he had some things for me. I was 
there in a matter of minutes.
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Pastor Sebeny gave me f ive or six 
(or ten) Gospel pamphlets. “Make sure 
you’ve done this! Make sure you read all 
these and your decision is a true one!” 
Then he gave me a stack of Radio Bible 
Class pamphlets, which were tran-
scribed sermons from M.R. DeHaan 
and Richard DeHaan. They covered 
theological topics in a concise, simple, 
Bible-based way. I devoured those things 
that afternoon and kept asking for more.

My f irst meeting at church as a 
true believer was on Wednesday night, 
October 4, 1972. Pastor Sebeny was 
there, up front, with a 4’ x 6’ black-
board covered with white-chalk notes: 
“THE TIMES OF THE GENTILES 
– LUK E 21:24; DANIEL 9:27; 
12:7” There, on that chalk-board, 
began my life-long quest to compre-
hend all the mysteries of the universe: 
Nebuchadnezzar, Daniel, Jews, Gentiles, 
God, visions, the world, eternity. I wrote 
everything down like a mad man, every 
so often sneaking a peek at the four-
teen unimpressed old men and old ladies: 
“why aren’t they writing?! Pastor Sebeny 
told me to bring a notebook and write every-
thing down that he would be teaching. Why 
isn’t everyone as overwhelmed with The 
Times of the Gentiles as I am?!”

That night I learned an impor-
tant lesson. Not every Christian is as 
concerned as they should be with the 
wonderful truths from God’s Word. 
Not every Christian is hanging on with 
white knuckles to be sure they know 
what God says in order to obey Him. 
Not every Christian takes God seriously. 
Many professing Christians are bored 
to the point of apathy. But I sure didn’t 
want to be that way! He saved my miser-
able, arrogant, mocking soul from the 
judgment of the f lames of the Lake of 
Fire. How could I respond in any other 
way than with a white hot passion to 
grow in the grace and knowledge of our 
Lord Jesus Christ? 

My l i fe  changed.  I  mean,  it 
REALLY changed. I had forgiveness 
of sin. I had hope. I had a new perspec-
tive. I had meaning and purpose in life. 
I could now live for God and His glory 
alone. I was forgiven of much, and I 
loved Him much. I wanted to let every-
one know I was a new man, so I told 
everyone what happened. Then I did 
something really radical: I got a hair-

cut. I no longer wanted to identify with 
my old life, my old philosophy, my old 
friends. I wanted to eliminate the sym-
bol of my pride and arrogance. And in 
1972, believe it or not, my long hair was 
my fist in the face of all things conserva-
tive (including God and the Bible). 

Without anyone saying a thing, 
two or three days after becoming a 
Christian, I joyfully got a haircut, 
thus declaring to the world: “I am no 
longer walking as a rebellious young 
man. I have been humbled by the 
almighty hand of God. And I am 
rejoicing!” My parents took notice of 
that, and they were surprised. When 
I stopped listening to depressing and 
angry music, they really took notice. 
When I explained from whence all these 
changes came, they were not impressed. 
They did not support me going to “that 
Fundamentalist church.”

I wanted to let everyone know 
I was a new man, so I told 
everyone what happened.  

Then I did something really 
radical: I got a haircut.

A month after my sa lvation, I 
attended the Missions Conference at 
Calvary Bible Church in Winona. Even 
though it was a church of under 75 
people and only had one missionary in 
attendance at the Missions Conference, 
my heart was stirred. The day after the 
conference ended, Pastor Sebeny asked 
me what I thought of the Missions 
Conference. I told him I loved it and 
I loved that missionary. Then he said 
something that shocked me and totally 
changed my life. “You’d be a good mission-
ary or pastor.” I remember responding, 
“ME?! A missionary or pastor?!” In 
my mind I felt so unworthy of such a 
high and holy calling. But in my heart 
I screamed out, “That’s exactly what I 
want to do!!” 

I asked Pastor Sebeny how you 
became a missionary, and he told me 
you had to first go to Bible College. I 
exclaimed, “you mean they have colleges 
where you only study the Bible?” I was 
so excited. He told me about a school 
in Michigan where Chris Bauer was 

already enrolled (a young man who grew 
up just around the corner from my house 
and was saved a year and a half earlier 
through the testimony of those same four 
girls and). Three months later I registered 
at Grand Rapids School of Bible and 
Music (GRSBM), beginning my life-long 
quest to study God’s Word, obey God’s 
Word and teach God’s Word. 

At  GR SBM I became Chr i s 
Bauer’s room-mate; in him God gave 
to me a life-long friend and brother. At 
GRSBM I studied under great men of 
God and found life-long mentors like 
Dr. Ron Manahan and Church Planting 
Missionary Ron Thompson. And at 
GRSBM I met Miriam Ransom, my 
life’s mate and faithful partner in our 
wonderful journey with Christ.

Along the way I also had confirmed 
in my heart and mind the call of God 
into ministry.  After my education at 
GRSBM and Grace College and Grace 
Theological Seminary in Winona Lake, 
Indiana, I began my life of service that 
ultimately led me to this ministry posi-
tion in 1999.

Forty-four years after my new life 
began, I offer God my deepest and most 
profound gratitude. I was an arrogant 
mocker and so unworthy of His grace. 
But God saved me and cleansed me and 
prepared me. And He has used me. He 
alone is to be praised!

In the words of John Newton: “I have 
come to realize I am a great sinner and He 
is a great Savior.”
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Arnold Fruchtenbaum 

Dr. Arnold 
Fruchtenbaum is the 

founder and director of 
Ariel Ministries. He has 
been an IFCA member 

for 49 years and Ariel 
Ministries is an IFCA 

member organization. He 
attended Shelton College 

and then graduated 
from Cedarville College, 

Dallas Theological 
Seminary (Th.M.) and 

New York University 
(Ph.D.). He is the 

author of eight books, 
including his masterful 

work Israelology: 
The Missing Link in 

Systematic Theology, as 
well as a vast number of 

articles and other resources 
available at www.ariel.

org. His insights into 
Scripture are profound 

and all IFCA members 
need to know about his 

ministry. 

EDITOR’S NOTE Dr. Arnold Fruchtenbaum’s last name in German means “ fruit tree.” He was born in 1943 
in Siberia, Russia into a devoutly observant Jewish family. His testimony of coming to faith in Yeshua the 
Messiah is an exciting account of Arnold being chosen fruit, by God, for His glory.

Many reading these words of mine have 
heard testimonies about how peo-
ple came to face the issue of Yeshua 

the Messiah, but there is a marked difference 
between a Gentile believer’s testimony and the 
testimony of a Jewish believer. Gentile believ-
ers will often begin with their own childhood 
or perhaps go back to their own birth. A Jewish 
believer’s testimony must begin much earlier. 

Introduction
When a Jew is faced with the messianic 

proclamations of Yeshua, it raises issues and 
questions that have their origins in century old 
teachings. Every Messianic Jewish testimony 
really has its beginnings with the following 
words of Yeshua: “Now as He drew near, He 
saw the city and wept over it, saying: ‘If you had 
known, even you, especially in this your day, 
the things that make for your peace. But now 
they are hidden from your eyes. For the days 
will come upon you when your enemies will 
build an embankment around you, surround you 
and close you in on every side, and level you, 
and your children within you, to the ground; 
and they will not leave one stone upon another, 
because you did not know the time of your visi-
tation’” (Luke 19:41-44 NKJV).

“And they shall fall by the edge of the sword, 
and shall be led captive into all nations: and 
Jerusalem shall be trodden down of the Gentiles, 
until the times of the Gentiles be fulf illed” 
(Luke 21:24 ASV).

Forty years after Yeshua spoke these words, 
the Roman legions invaded the land. After a 
two-year siege, the city of Jerusalem was 
destroyed in a fashion which exactly fulfilled 
the prophecy quoted above. From that point on, 
the history of the Jewish people goes through 
the period which is known as the Diaspora: the 

worldwide scattering of the Jews and the begin-
ning of centuries of persecution. Not only were 
people forced out of the land, they also found 
that they were continually forced to move from 
place-to-place and country-to-country. The his-
tory of the Jews from that time on has been one 
of continual escape from anti-Semitic persecu-
tors. Soon as they would settle in one corner 
of Europe, an anti-Semite would gain control 
of the area and use his authority to either kill 
Jews or to force them to leave in search of new 
homes elsewhere. And so the words of Moses 
came true, to the very letter, that the Jews would 
be scattered and tossed to and fro among all 
the nations of the earth (Deuteronomy 4:27-29; 
Leviticus 26).

Gentile believers will often  
begin with their own childhood or 
perhaps go back to their own birth. 
A Jewish believer’s testimony must 

begin much earlier.

One of the great tragedies of Jewish persecu-
tion is that from about the 4th century onwards 
virtually all persecution was committed in the 
name of Jesus Christ, the church, and the cross. 
It is because of so much Jewish suffering that a 
major barrier has arisen in the minds of Jewish 
people between “us” and “them”—the “them” 
being Gentiles or Christians (these terms being 
synonymous to most Jews) who worship a God 
called Jesus in whose name they persecute and 
kill Jews. This is the background most Jewish 
people have to deal with when they come face-
to-face with the issue of Yeshua, and they are the 
issues that I would personally experience as well. 

Chosen Fruit:  
My Testimony 
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Let me begin my testimony by explain-
ing the Fruchtenbaum family history. 

Roots
In the 17th through 19th centuries, 

Poland opened up to Jewish refugees 
escaping from persecution in other areas 
of Europe. By the time of World War I, 
the Jewish community of Poland num-
bered some three million people and 
was the largest such community in the 
world. Within this community, a reli-
gious sect began to grow and eventually 
permeate the whole of Judaism. These 
people became known as the Chasidim 
(literal ly “Pious Ones”), the Ultra-
Orthodox, always to be seen in black 
with large furry hats, long beards, and 
side-curls, their traditional garb. After 
the founder of the movement died, it 
split into several divisions, based pri-
marily on geography.

Among the leaders of one of these 
divisions (known as Gerer Chasidim) 
were men of the Fruchtenbaum fam-
ily. My grandfather and his father, and 
so on, were among the leaders of this 
group. To become a leader, my grand-
father underwent rigorous training and 
memorization.  The Scriptures served 
merely as a base of study, and he was 
to spend his life studying the books 
of the rabbinic traditions. His entire 
understanding of the Scriptures was 
determined by these writings and by 
the interpretations of rabbis from centu-
ries before. He was never really able to 
read a text and hear what it plainly said. 
His interpretation was always controlled 
by Jewish tradition. For this reason, 
although he knew the Scriptures so well, 
he was never able to see the Messiahship 
of Yeshua in them. 

Some idea of how much authority 
my grandfather had among the Ultra-
Orthodox can be gained from the 
tomato debate. Tomatoes, like corn and 
tobacco, were discovered in the New 
World and then taken back and intro-
duced in Europe. Tomatoes did not 
reach some parts of Poland until after 
World War I. The question then arose: 
“Are they kosher?” This was a big debate 
for the Orthodox Jewish people of that 
time. Was it permissible for a Jew to 
eat a tomato? The Bible makes no men-
tion of them, and no one had ever seen 
one before. So were they kosher or not? 

Finally, a delegation was formed and 
sent to my grandfather to decide the 
issue. He told them to come back in a 
week. During that week, he went out, 
bought some tomatoes, took them home, 
and studied them. He cut them up and 
looked at their color, their seeds, and so 
on, consulted his books of traditions and 
rabbinical writings, and finally decid-
ed they were, indeed, kosher. Thus, his 
community has been eating tomatoes 
ever since.

My Father
My grandfather died of appendici-

tis shortly before the outbreak of the 
Second World War. After my grand-
father’s death, my father began to be 
groomed to take over the leadership. He 
began the same kind of training that my 
grandfather had undertaken, particularly 
in memorizing the Scriptures.

He managed to escape from 
Poland into Russia, but the 

Russians were showing the Jews 
no more mercy than the Germans.

My father’s training was interrupt-
ed in 1939 when the Germans invaded 
Poland and World War II broke out. 
He managed to escape from Poland into 
Russia, but the Russians were show-
ing the Jews no more mercy than the 
Germans. They accused my father of 
being a Nazi spy and transported him 
to a Siberian prison camp where he 
remained for the next two years. In 
1941, the Germans attacked Russia, and 
a new phase of war began. The Russians 
needed the support of the Polish gov-
ernment that was in exile in Britain. 
The Polish Government-in-Exile prom-
ised their support on the condition that 
the Russians release all Polish citizens 
from their concentration camps. As a 
Polish citizen, my father was released; 
however, since at that time Germany 
dominated much of western Russia, he 
decided to remain in Siberia until the 
end of the war. He survived by using 
the skills he had learned as a young man 
when he was apprenticed to a photog-
rapher. The war and Stalin’s policy of 
mass transportation of his own popula-
tion created a need for passports and 

other official documents requiring pho-
tographs. Everyone needed photos, and 
my father was therefore able to receive 
a steady income. This was also how 
he met my mother. She, too, had been 
forced to f lee to Siberia and needed pic-
tures for official papers. A few months 
later, they were married. When I was 
born on September 26, 1943, I was given 
the Russian name Arichek Genekovich 
Fruchtenbaum.

The Return to Poland
When World War II came to an end, 

all Polish citizens were given permis-
sion to return to their home country 
and my parents decided to make the 
move back. I was three years old at the 
time. The long road back led through 
the Ukraine. There, my mother caught 
typhus fever and had to be hospitalized. 
In order for his family to survive, my 
father had to find work and was forced 
to put me into an orphanage. There was 
a severe famine in the area at that time. 
Very little food was available and none 
for the orphanage. Children were dying 
of starvation. But at the end of every 
day, my father came to the orphanage 
with two pieces of bread for his son. 
Although I was reduced to skin and 
bone, by my father’s resourcefulness, I 
survived. Eventually, my mother recov-
ered, and we completed our journey back 
to Poland. We moved back to a small 
Jewish ghetto surrounded primarily by 
the Roman Catholic Church. Our stay 
there lasted less than one year.

My father was able to meet up with 
those members of his family who had 
survived the Holocaust. He was one of 
13 siblings, seven of whom had died, six 
in the Holocaust. He found one brother 
and three sisters. One sister had lost her 
husband, and the brother had lost his 
wife and only child. A second brother 
had managed to escape to Israel dur-
ing the course of the war. The others 
had all perished, along with spouses and 
children: some in the Warsaw Ghetto; 
some in Auschwitz; some were shot in 
the Ponari Forest near Vilna; most died 
in Treblinka.1

A few months after our return to 
Poland, we were due to celebrate our 
f irst Passover since the war. It was 
now the year 1946. This was to be an 
especially important and signif icant 
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Passover since we were to celebrate both 
our redemption from Egypt and also 
our redemption from Germany. And so 
we were looking forward to it in a very 
special way. During the eight days of 
Passover, we were to eat only unleavened 
bread, and so our mothers began to bake 
in preparation for Passover. 

At the same time, a small three-
yea r-old  Roman Cat hol ic  ch i ld 
disappeared and the rumor was spread 
by the priests that the Jews needed the 
blood of a Christian to make unleavened 
bread. This rumor was spread all over 
Poland and on the first night of Passover 
as we sat down to eat, there were mobs 
forming in the streets outside, organized 
by the police and led by the church hier-
archy. All over Poland, violent mobs 
attacked Jewish ghettos, including the 
one I was living in. On that night of 
Passover 1946, throughout Poland, 
many Jews were killed in the name of 
Jesus Christ. It was under those circum-
stances that I first heard His name - not 
as someone who came to die for me, but 
someone for whom I almost had to die. 

As the mobs broke down the doors 
of Jewish homes (ours was not one of 
them), there were priests standing by, 
waving big crosses, and before killing a 
Jew, they would shout in Polish the com-
monly heard line: “You killed Christ, 
and so we will kill you.” It was in those 
words that I first heard about Jesus.

It was because of this experience 
that a barrier began to grow in my mind 
which separated “us” from “them.” I 
wanted little to do with the Christian 
or Gentile world. The only Jesus I knew 
about was the hateful, murderous Jesus 
presented by the Christian church and 
not the real Jesus of the New Testament.

Escape from Poland
When the Israeli Underground heard 

about what had happened in Poland, 
they began to formulate a plan to rescue 
as many Jews as possible from behind 
the Iron Curtain. Bribing the Polish 
border police, they came to an “arrange-
ment” that for a period of thirty days, 
any Jew would be allowed free passage 
across the border.

My parents heard through the 
Underground that they had thirty days 
to leave and decided to do so. Carrying 
our belongings on our backs, we joined 

a group of other Jews and began the long 
trek on foot to the border. When we 
arrived, we were stopped by the Polish 
border police. We identified ourselves 
as Jews, and the men put their guns 
behind their backs and turned and raised 
their eyes skyward, thus pretending not 
to see us, so we were free to cross over 
into Czechoslovakia. I discovered later 
the cost of our crossing…it was nothing 
more than a few cartons of American 
cigarettes. These were rather expensive in 
Eastern Europe at the time, and a carton 
of Camels was enough to secure the free-
dom of a Jewish family. While cigarettes 
may have endangered the lives of many 
others, they undoubtedly saved mine!

After crossing into Czechoslovakia, 
things were a little disorganized for 
a while, but one-by-one the Israeli 
Underground rounded us up and orga-
nized us into a walking party. Under 
their direction, we walked through the 
Czechoslovak forest, heading for the 
Czech-Austrian border where similar 
“arrangements” had been made with the 
border police. It took several weeks for 
us to cross Czechoslovakia, from the 
Polish border to the Austrian border, 
and it was on the day before we arrived 
at the border that the Czechoslovak gov-
ernment collapsed and the Communists 
took over. As soon as they gained power, 
the Czech border guards, who had been 
bribed, were removed and replaced by 
Russian guards with whom no deals had 
been made. The Israeli Underground 
told us to sit tight while they went to 
the border to investigate. What they 
discovered was that the Russians were 
under very strict orders to allow no one 
through except for Greeks returning 
home from concentration camps. When 
the Underground returned to our hid-
ing place, they instructed us to burn 
anything and everything which had our 
name on it. That night, passports, birth 
certif icates and all other documents 
went up in smoke.

The next morning, we headed for 
the border. None of us were Greek, 
none of us could speak a single word 
of Greek, but then, neither could the 
Russians! With this simple subter-
fuge, we safely crossed into Austria 
- all except one member of the Israeli 
Underground who was shot and killed at 
the very last moment. Since that time, I 

have applied the words of Romans 1:16 
to myself in a special way: “I was a Jew 
first, but also a Greek!”

That night, passports,  
birth certificates and all other 
documents went up in smoke.

Once in Austria, the American 
Military Police took over from the 
Israel i Underground, escor ted us 
through Austria to West Germany and 
placed us in the first of several British 
Displaced Persons camps, where we 
spent the next five years. We were kept 
from going to Israel because it was at 
this time that the Jews of Israel were 
fighting the British for independence. 
We remained in Germany until 1951, 
when we were given visas to immigrate 
to America.

It was three years prior to this, in 
1948, that an incident occurred which 
would prove to be a significant factor 
in my life, causing me to be confronted 
with the issue of the Messiahship of 
Yeshua. Working among the Jews in the 
camps was a Lutheran minister named 
Theophil Burgstahler, and his daugh-
ter Hanna, who provided clothing and 
humanitarian aid for new refugees from 
behind the Iron Curtain.

When Theophil heard that we had 
applied to immigrate to America, he 
had with him the October 1948 edition 
of a Messianic Jewish magazine titled 
The Chosen People. On the cover was the 
address of the New York headquarters of 
this particular organization. Theophil 
tore the cover off and gave it to my 
mother, telling her that when she got 
to New York she should contact these 
people since they would be able to help 
us. My mother did not quite understand 
exactly what this organization was; she 
simply assumed that it was for provid-
ing assistance to Jewish immigrants in 
America. It was indeed that, but it was 
also a little more than that. By the time 
she realized her “mistake,” it was too 
late—as far as I was concerned any-
way. In 1951, the Fruchtenbaum family, 
which now included a second son and a 
daughter, left West Germany for a new 
life in the U.S.A., arriving in New York 
and settling in Brooklyn.
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Brooklyn, New York
As soon as my mother got settled 

in Brooklyn, she grabbed the magazine 
cover which she had kept for three years 
and took a subway ride to Manhattan. 
She found the address she was looking 
for and was met by Dr. Daniel Fuchs. 
However, since she spoke no English, 
and he could not speak Polish, Russian, 
German, or Yiddish, very little commu-
nication took place. He noted our name 
and address on a 3x5 card and promised 
to get in touch. It was actually some six 
years later before he made good on his 
promise. During those six years, I lived 
in a very Jewish world in Brooklyn. The 
Gentile communities were also very dis-
tinct and ethnically divided with African 
Americans, Italians, Puerto Ricans, and 
other Gentiles in different directions 
nearby. Since the schools I went to were 
99% Jewish, my contact with Gentiles or 
Christians was virtually nil.

After six years, the Jewish mis-
sionary organization my mother had 
contacted opened a new station about 
a mile from where we were then living. 
Someone in the organization searched 
through their f iles and pulled out all 
of the contact addresses within a cer-
tain radius of the new mission station. 
Workers were then dispatched to do 
visitation and invite us over to the new 
meeting place.

Before long we received a visit from 
Ruth Wardell, who invited us to a 
Jewish-Christian meeting. When I first 
heard the phrase “Jewish-Christian,” 
I thought it was a complete contradic-
tion in terms. You were either a Jew or a 
Christian, but not both. Anyone calling 
themselves a Jew and a Christian had to 
be schizophrenic. 

Nevertheless, my curiosit y was 
aroused and on the night of the f irst 
meeting, I decided to go. I went in 
and sat down. The more I listened, the 
angrier I became. It did not concern 
me that there were Jews talking about 
Jesus. I had expected that much. What 
angered me was that they were using our 
Bible, the Tanach, the Old Testament, 
to do so. I had been brought up to 
believe that we had our Bible and the 
Christians had their Bible. Their Bible 
was the New Testament and was about 
Jesus, but Jesus was not supposed to be 
in our Bible. Yet, here were Christians 

using our Bible to talk about their Jesus, 
and that took a lot of nerve! 

Miss Wardell could see my agitation 
and decided not to try reasoning with 
me. Instead she gave me a challenge. 
She gave me a New Testament and told 
me to take it home and see if Jesus did 
not do all of the things which Messiah 
was expected to do. I accepted the New 
Testament, not because I was open-
minded but because I was determined to 
prove these schizophrenics wrong, once 
and for all.

At home, I began to read. The more 
I read of this New Testament, the more 
its Jewishness impressed itself upon 
me. This book was completely different 
than any of my preconceived expecta-
tions. I had been taught that it was a 
very Gentile book. However, the open-
ing words stated, “The generations of 
Yeshua the Messiah, the son of David, 
the son of Abraham.” Just how much 
more Jewish can you get? There were 
rabbis, Pharisees, and Levites, holding 
Jewish theological debates with which 
I was quite familiar. Everything in 
the book was thoroughly Jewish and 
quite unlike anything I had expected. 
By the time I had f inished reading 
the New Testament, I was convinced 
that if Yeshua was not the Messiah of 
Israel, then there was no such thing as 
a Messiah, the Reform Jews had been 
right all along and Orthodox Jews had 
been living in a dream world.

The more I read of  
this New Testament,  

the more its Jewishness 
impressed itself upon me.  
This book was completely 
different than any of my 

preconceived expectations.

At this point, I had reached “stage 
one.” There are many Jews who reach 
this stage, convinced that Yeshua must 
be the Messiah but never progress 
beyond that. They never take the second 
step of accepting Him on a personal 
level; never allow Him to change their 
lives for fear of losing friends, family or 
job; are afraid of being thrown out into 

a strange and unfamiliar Gentile world. 
All of these thoughts and fears were 
going through my mind as I went back 
to the mission station for a second time. 
This time, I was not angry anymore. I 
sat down with Miss Wardell, the per-
son who had first invited me there, and 
together went from the Old Testament 
to the New Testament and back again, 
studying the Scriptures concerning all 
the teachings about Messiah. I became 
fully convinced, bowed my head, accept-
ed Yeshua as my Messiah, and joined the 
ranks of “schizophrenics” myself. 

It was at about this time that a third 
son was added to our family.

California
A year later, my folks moved to 

California, and I spent the next four 
years in Los Angeles, studying in a high 
school which was 80% Jewish. It was at 
this time that I experienced the truth 
of the words of Yeshua, recorded in 
Matthew’s Gospel (quoting in part from 
Micah 7:6)… 

“Think not that I came to send peace 
on the earth: I came not to send peace, 
but a sword. For I came to set a man 
at variance against his father, and the 
daughter against her mother, and the 
daughter in law against her mother in 
law: and a man’s foes shall be that of his 
own household. He that loveth father or 
mother more than me is not worthy of 
me; and he that loveth son or daughter 
more than me is not worthy of me. And 
he that doth not take his cross and fol-
low after me, is not worthy of me. He 
that findeth his life shall lose it; and he 
that loseth his life for my sake shall find 
it” (Matthew 10:34-39 ASV).

Throughout my time in California, 
my father became increasingly opposed 
to my messianic beliefs. He forbade me 
to go to any type of meetings, Jewish or 
otherwise. He forbade me to read the 
Bible, Old Testament as well as New. 
Finally, he stopped talking to me all 
together. During my whole last year of 
high school, not a single word passed 
between us. About two months before I 
finished high school, he sent me a mes-
sage through my mother, telling me that 
upon my graduation I would have to 
leave home. This was a new crisis in my 
spiritual life. I had been a believer for 
about four years by this time and had 
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already had many problems at home over 
the issue of Yeshua, but now I was actu-
ally being put out of the house. At that 
time, I was reading through the letter to 
the Philippians and found reassurance 
in 4:19 which promises: “My God shall 
supply all your needs according to his 
riches in glory.” When I finished high 
school, I had that verse and $120 in my 
pocket.

Back to New York
My father had requested that I not 

only leave his house, but leave the state 
of California as well; if word got around 
about my becoming a “Christian,” it 
might ruin his business. So in 1962, I 
graduated from high school and headed 
back towards New York. 

It took me two weeks to cross 
America. When I arrived, all I had 
spent from my own pocket was $17. God 
was with me in every step of the jour-
ney: He provided a meal, a bed, a ride, 
or whatever the needs of the day were.

During the summer, I worked as an 
unpaid volunteer at a Messianic Jewish 
camp. By the time September arrived, 
virtually all of my money had been 
spent, leaving me with only $20. I had 
been accepted at a Christian liberal arts 
college, but the tuition was $2,000 (in 
today’s currency that would be equiva-
lent to about $20,000) and $20 was not 
going to get me very far. I decided that 
the best plan was to take a year off, earn 
as much money as I could, and then 
start my studies the following year. This 
seemed like a brilliant idea to me, but 
God was not too impressed. He gave me 
no peace about it and finally convinced 
me that I should start college imme-
diately and let Him deal with the fees. 
In September 1962, I walked into the 
business office of the school, registered 
for my courses, and walked out with a 
bill for $750 to be paid by the end of the 
first semester.

I remember walking down the cor-
ridor with the bill in my hand, praying, 
“Lord, you would not let me work a year 
first so you’re going to have to provide 
this money by the time payment is due.” 
Four months later, the f irst semester 
ended and not only had God provided 
the full $750, but the college actually 
owed me money! It was the same story 
for seven out of eight semesters. Every 

semester began with me owing them 
money, and every semester ended with 
the college owing me money. At the end 
of the eighth and final semester, it bal-
anced out evenly to the last penny, and I 
graduated in 1966. My first three years 
were spent at Shelton College in New 
Jersey. My final year was at Cedarville 
College in Ohio.

The tuition fees were not my only 
financial responsibility, of course. I also 
needed to buy food, clothes, new text-
books every semester, and so on. I made 
it my policy right from the start, a policy 
I have kept to this day, never to make my 
needs publicly known, not even to close 
personal friends. I wanted to be sure 
that no one would give me money out of 
any kind of sympathy, but only from the 
prompting of the Lord. I always prayed 
privately, asking God for the things I 
needed, and He always provided. The 
money always came in, mostly from peo-
ple whom I never met, often from people 
living hundreds of miles away. To this 
day, I have no idea how these people 
came to hear about a Jewish kid studying 
on a campus in New Jersey and later in 
Ohio, but God always provided. 

During my college years, three sis-
ters were born in California, but I was 
not permitted to see them. 

Having given testimony to the truth 
of Matthew 10:35 about the division 
between a man and his father, I would 
also like to testify to the truth of Yeshua’s 
promise of restoration. He said: “Verily I 
say unto you, there is no man that hath 
left house, or brethren, or sisters, or 
mother, or father, or children, or lands, 
for my sake and for the gospel’s sake, but 
he shall receive a hundredfold now in 
this time, houses and brethren and sisters 
and mothers, and children, and lands, 
with persecutions; and in the world to 
come eternal life” (Mark 10:29-30 ASV).

The promise of Mark 10:30 is that 
there will be restoration in this life 
for our losses for the faith. After leav-
ing home and starting college, I was 
“adopted” by three other families. To 
this day, they call me son, and I call 
them Mom and Pop. By the end of my 
second year in college, I had three keys 
on my keychain. One was for a house 
in Levittown, Long Island; one was 
for a house in Washington D.C.; and 
a third was for a house in Wildwood, 

New Jersey. I was accepted as a member 
of each of these families, and whenever 
I was in their vicinity, I was entitled to 
let myself into their house and make 
myself at home whether or not there 
was anyone else there. To this day, their 
sons and daughters call me brother, and 
I call them brothers and sisters. When 
I graduated from college, the fam-
ily in Wildwood, New Jersey placed an 
announcement in the local newspaper 
which many readers must have taken 
as a misprint. Next to my graduation 
photograph was a caption which read: 
“Mr. and Mrs. Charles Cattell announce 
the graduation of their son, Arnold G. 
Fruchtenbaum.” I can truly say that, just 
as Yeshua promised, fathers, mothers, 
brothers, sisters, and houses were liter-
ally restored to me in this life.

Israel
When I graduated from college, 

I enrolled in a special program at the 
Hebrew University in Jerusalem because 
I had a long-standing desire to go to 
Israel to study. The course I enrolled in 
was a master’s program in archaeology 
and historical geography. It was going 
to cost $2,400. I worked all summer and 
saved $800, leaving me $1,600 short. 

Ten days before I was due to board 
the plane to Israel, I received a letter 
from the United States government tell-
ing me that they had decided to give me 
a grant—not a loan, but a non-repay-
able grant—for $1,624 which was $24 
more than I needed. There was just one 
condition attached to the grant: it was 
only valid for studying at the Hebrew 
University in Jerusalem. Naturally, I was 
more than happy to comply with their 
conditions and have kept that letter to 
this day. This provision enabled me to 
enjoy a year of study in Jerusalem and 
to be an eyewitness to the Six Day War 
of 1967, as I was living only four blocks 
away from the Jordanian border when the 
war broke out. Two months after the war, 
I returned to the United States and began 
studying at Dallas Theological Seminary 
where I remained for four years. After the 
first year at DTS, I got married. 

Mary Ann
I met my wife seven years before we 

were married and began courting her 
shortly thereafter. She was one stubborn 
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individual, and it took seven years before 
she agreed to marry me. Seven years…
that meant I worked just as hard for my 
wife as Jacob, my forefather, worked for 
his wife. This fact alone worried me 
considerably. I was particularly con-
cerned because my wife has two sisters! 

In a Jewish wedding ceremony the 
marriage is sealed at the moment the 
bride’s groom breaks a glass under his 
left heel. Prior to this, he can change his 
mind, but once the glass is broken, there 
is no going back. When my best man 
placed the glass behind my heel, I had a 
quick look behind Mary Ann’s veil, just 
to make sure I was marrying the right 
girl, and only then did I crush the glass. 
Those familiar with the story of Jacob 
(Genesis 29:16-30) will understand why!
Ministry in Israel

A year after we were married, my 
wife and I felt God leading us to go 
back to Israel to see what ministry we 
could participate in. During our years 
of seminary, we both worked to support 
ourselves, and the miraculous provi-
sion which we had been experiencing 
stopped for that period of time. When 
the time came to return to Israel where 
we would be unable to work due to visa 
restrictions, we again trusted God to 
provide for us, and for those years He 
did. Thus, when the bills were due, the 
funds were there, again from people we 
have not met to this day. 

For two years, we worked in Israel, 
at f irst with a very small number of 
Israeli believers. This angered the local 
“Pharisees,” who put such pressure on 
the government that eventually we 
were asked to leave the country. After 
returning to the States in 1973, we 
found many young Jewish believers who 
needed discipleship. After working for 
two Messianic Jewish organizations, we 
finally established Ariel Ministries in 
1977. To this day, the ministry is dedi-
cated to sharing the gospel with Jewish 
people and the discipling of both Jewish 
and Gentile believers from a Messianic 
Jewish perspective. 

To fulf i l l these cal l ings, Ariel 
Ministries established Camp Shoshanah 
in the Adirondack Mountains of Upstate 
New York. Believers from around the 
world have gathered there every sum-
mer for the past 42 years to be taught the 
Scriptures from a Messianic Jewish per-

spective. In 2015, we opened the doors 
of Ariel ’s School of Messianic Jewish 
Studies, a one-year, non-accredited Bible 
certificate program designed to lead young 
men and women into a deeper under-
standing of God’s word. Furthermore, 
to fulfill our calling to share the good 
news of Messiah with our Jewish broth-
ers and sister, Ariel Ministries established 
branches all over the world whose primary 
goal it is to evangelize the Jewish people in 
their countries.

About Ariel Ministries
Created to evangelize and disciple 

our Jewish brethren, Ariel Ministries 
was born from necessity to meet an 
urgent need. Today, Ariel Ministries has 
plunged directly into the mainstream of 
Jewish missions by combining these two 
key areas of evangelism and discipleship, 
with a heavy emphasis on Bible theology 
and doctrine.

And today, there are thousands upon 
thousands of Jewish believers eager to 
live well-balanced lives: sharing their 
faith, praying, diligently studying the 
Word and pursuing fellowship with 
other believers.

That is exactly why Ariel Ministries 
exists.

Ariel Ministries is somewhat dif-
ferent from other Jewish missions in 
that we emphasize both evangelism and 
discipleship. We seek to develop a bal-
anced program of reaching out to others, 
as we grow in maturity ourselves. We 
praise God for the existence of our other 
Jewish missions, realizing that He will 
use all who are willing to listen and obey 
during these last days before Messiah 
Jesus returns:

“Afterward the sons of Israel will 
return and seek the Lord their God and 
David their king, and they will come 
trembling to the Lord and His goodness 
in the last days” (Hosea 3:5).

And, so, in these “ last days,” the 
necessity and future of Jewish missions 
has never been greater. Yet we cannot 
accomplish this work ourselves. We need 
our brothers and sisters in the lord – Jew 
and Gentile alike – to join with and 
uphold us in this endeavor. 

Postscript
In the course of my travels, I took 

every opportunity to try and make con-

tact with the Lutheran minister who 
first gave my mother the Chosen People 
magazine cover which eventually led 
me to the Messiah. Several times, 
German believers attended the classes I 
was teaching and they agreed to make 
inquiries for me, but all wrote to say 
that they had no success. Eventually, I 
gave up and decided that until we all got 
to heaven, Theophil Burgstahler would 
never know the fruits of his labors. 

In the meantime, I busied myself 
with teaching and writ ing sever-
al books, one of which was a book on 
biblical prophecy titled The Footsteps 
of the Messiah. Two years after it was 
published, it was read by a German 
publisher. He liked it, translated it into 
German, and published it in his coun-
try. Shortly afterwards, a man who 
knew nothing about me, but knew that 
his wife had an interest in prophecy, 
bought the book. When his wife saw 
the book, she recognized the name of 
Fruchtenbaum and wrote a letter to me. 
In this letter, she explained that she 
and her father, who was now dead, had 
met a family called Fruchtenbaum in a 
Displaced Persons camp after the end 
of the Second World War. As it turns 
out, her father was, in fact Theophil 
Burgstahler, the Lutheran minister for 
whom I had been searching. Because he 
had died and she was now known by her 
married name, I had failed to find her. 

The next year, my wife and I stopped 
over in Germany on our way home from 
Israel in order to meet her. It was then 
that she told me that she had been pray-
ing for my salvation every single day 
since we left Germany in 1951. I was 
saved in 1957, but she never knew. She 
had continued praying for me every day 
all the way through to the 1980s when 
she finally found out that I had, indeed, 
become a believer—truly a testimony to 
the power of prevailing prayer. Hanna 
and her husband Manfred Künstler 
began Ariel Germany and  served as 
Ariel representatives to the German-
speaking world until they retired. Ariel 
Germany has continued to function 
unto this day.

In closing, I would like to explain 
that like me, you too can f ind peace 
in life through peace with God. Here’s 
how:
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1. �Realize God’s plan.
Real life has its source in God.
�“You will show me the path of life: 
in Your presence is fullness of joy; In 
Your right hand there are pleasures 
for evermore” (Psalm 16:11).

2. �Acknowledge man’s problem.
�Man has separated himself from 
God.
�“...your iniquities have separated 
between you and your God, and your 
sins have hid His face from you…” 
(Isaiah 59:2).

3. Recognize God’s remedy.
�God has given us the one per-
fect sacrif ice for sin through His 
Messiah, the Anointed One of Israel.
�“But He was wounded for our trans-
gressions, He was bruised for our 
iniquities; the chastisement of our 
peace was upon Him; and with His 
stripes we are healed” (Isaiah 53:5).

4. �Respond by receiving the gift of eter-
nal life.

	� Receiving the Messiah Yeshua (Jesus) 
involves a moral decision to turn to 
God’s way and from your own, to trust 
Messiah Yeshua to forgive your sins 
and bring you into a right relationship 
with God.

	� “But as many as received Him, to 
them gave he the right to become chil-
dren of God, even to them that believe 
on His name…” (John 1:12).

“For God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that who-
soever believeth on Him should not 
perish, but have eternal life” (John 3:16).

END NOTE 
1.	� For the complete story of the Fruchtenbaum 

family, see David Turner, When Your Face Was 
Your Destiny (San Antonio, TX: Ariel Minis-
tries, 2014).
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My mom was, by her own admission, a 
very shy girl. So when—on her first 
day on campus at the Grand Rapids 

School of Bible and Music in Grand Rapids, 
MI—her one friend and companion f litted off 
to join another group of students, Carolyn’s 
worst fears were quickly realized: she was alone. 
Spotting a low brick wall, she walked over and 
sat down. Not long after a young man sat down 
beside her. He was, as she recalls, “quite a talker,” 
which was nice, because Carolyn didn’t have 
much to say. At some point, he kicked off one 
of the shoes dangling from her toes, sending it 
spiraling across the walkway. After retrieving 
the shoe, he held it captive in his hands, teas-
ing Carolyn about never being able to leave him. 
And she never did. Shortly after graduation, 
Dennis and Carolyn Ross married at Carolyn’s 
home church—Ross Bible Church—in Port 
Huron, Michigan. 

They settled down near Grand Rapids, 
Michigan, and plunged into ministry at their 
new home church, Whitneyville Bible Church 
(Alto, MI). They took on leadership of the 
youth group right away, and later served as 
Sunday School teachers and Awana leaders. 
It was a great beginning. When the children 
started coming four and half years later, their 
joy only grew. Says Carolyn, “I had it all. Our 
life was pretty much perfect. That’s how I 
would describe our life.” She was married to a 
Christian, God fearing husband, deeply involved 
in church life, and the mother of three beautiful 
children, the youngest a girl. 

A Fighter Is Born
Shortly after my birth, God blessed my par-

ents with a second son—Tyler David. He was 
wiry and blonde, much like his brother. Strangers 
often mistook the young boys for twins. 
However, as the boys grew and developed, subtle 
differences began to appear. By the time the boys 
were old enough (6 & 7) to play together on their 
first tee ball team, others had begun to notice 

too. Tyler was having trouble keeping his balance. 
After making contact with the ball, he would 
stumble his way to first base. People began ask-
ing if Tyler was okay. At first my parents resisted 
acknowledging Tyler’s symptoms. “I remember 
making a lot of excuses,” remembers Carolyn. 
“It’s the last thing you want to know as a mother, 
that something’s wrong with your child.”   

“When I found that out, my world 
crashed,” says Carolyn. “My 

perfect world, up to that point…it 
crashed…I couldn’t understand how 
this could happen to me…everything 

was going my way…I had good, solid, 
godly plans and I was serving.”

But something was wrong. At the prompting 
of Tyler’s kindergarten teacher, my parents took 
him to see a neurologist. The results were slow in 
coming. After two years of painful testing, Tyler 
was diagnosed with Friedreich’s Ataxia, a rare, 
progressive disease affecting the central nervous 
system. This disease, my parents learned, would 
slowly rob Tyler of all his mobility and all his 
physical functions—only his mind would be left 
intact. He was not expected to live past his 21st 
birthday. My parents’ perfect life was shattered. 
“When I found that out, my world crashed,” says 
Carolyn. “My perfect world, up to that point…
it crashed…I couldn’t understand how this could 
happen to me…everything was going my way…I 
had good, solid, godly plans and I was serving.” 
Carolyn wrestled with Tyler’s diagnosis for two 
years. So did Dennis.

Family Huddle
Tyler’s diagnosis had revealed something just 

as troubling as his ailments: the superficiality of 
our family’s faith. “I found out that I had a very 

A Race of  
His Choosing
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The Ross Family, with 
Tyler in the front and 
in the back (L to R): 
Kendr a, C aroly n, 
Dennis and Tim.

shallow faith,” says Carolyn, “because 
I didn’t really need God. I mean…I 
thought I did. I thought I had a lot of 
understanding of His Word and His 
promises. But when that happened, I 
realized I really didn’t and my faith was 
very shallow.” Dennis too felt his own 
faith being tested. “I was so broken and 
spiritually unprepared for what I was 
facing,” remembers Dennis. “God used 
that experience to reveal to me the qual-
ity of my faith, the shallowness of my 
relationship with Him. I didn’t grow 
up in a Christian home, and I was 
shocked to discover that I had settled for 
mere religion, the type of Christianity 
that I didn’t have much respect for. I 
was doing all the right things: I was 
faithful to my wife, providing for my 
family, attending and faithfully serv-
ing at church. I was even on the church 
Board and teaching a high school 
Sunday School class. By all outward 
appearances I had everything together, 
but at a time of personal crisis I found 
out that I didn’t.” 

Yet Tyler quickly came to terms with 
God’s plan for his life. When he was 
diagnosed at age 8, Carolyn remem-
bers talking with him about the disease 
and how it would progress: “He was 
concerned and a little scared, so I held 
him tight and told him his family 
would always support him and help him 

through this. Even at that young age he 
was calm and content and so happy.” 
Tyler’s attitude never wavered, even as 
other children his age were growing and 
developing and he slowly began losing 
the physical abilities he once had. 

By all outward  
appearances I had  

everything together,  
but at a time of personal  

crisis I found out that  
I didn’t.

Tyler’s attitude was infectious. “The 
amazing part was that Tyler had this 
great attitude the whole time, better 
than us,” says Carolyn. “That helped [us] 
a lot. [Tyler] was just happy with how 
he was and happy with how God made 
him, and he didn’t even seem to strug-
gle. I never saw any anger from him.” 
God used Tyler’s simple trust and accep-
tance to encourage our family. As time 
progressed, God taught us to trust as 
Tyler had. After two years of wrestling 
with Tyler’s diagnosis, my mom and 
dad released their son to the care of His 
Creator: “Finally my faith and my love 
for God matured enough where I could 
actually accept Tyler’s disability,” says 

Carolyn. “I just had to place Tyler in 
my hands and just trust that God would 
help us through this whole process.” 
Adds Dennis, “It was very humbling to 
have to admit to myself, to God, and to 
others the type of Christian that I had 
become, [but] God used that experience 
to change me, to cause me to get serious 
and to quit going through the motions.” 
Soon all three of us children were taking 
cues from our parents. 

Something else happened during 
this time: we all grew closer together as 
a family. An unbreakable bond formed 
at that f irst family meeting when my 
mom and dad shared the news of Tyler’s 
condition. And this bond continued to 
grow. Because of the progressive nature 
of Tyler’s disease, he was always deal-
ing with what my parents termed, “new 
realities.” As Tyler’s disease made fur-
ther inroads into his life, Tyler, along 
with all of us, had to adjust accordingly. 
We mourned each loss, and as we each 
individually trusted God for guidance 
and hope, we all grew closer togeth-
er. God had become our center—every 
move toward Him was a move toward 
one another. 

Timmy and Tyler
The bond between us brothers was 

especially strong. But as we aged, the 
differences between us became more pro-
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nounced. As we finished middle school, 
and I began to show great potential as 
a runner, Tyler was still adjusting to his 
newest new reality: life in a wheelchair. 
It was about this time I overheard my 
dad describing our family to a stranger: “I 
have one boy that can run like the wind, 
and I have one boy that can barely walk,” 
his voice full of emotion. 

Tyler and I shared a set of bunkbeds 
until I left for college, and at night we 
often talked after our parents sent us to 
bed. One night, when we were both in 
high school, I asked Tyler what sport 
he would have played had he been able. 
After a brief silence, Tyler responded, 
“I would have been a runner. A much 
better runner than you.” Tyler never 
lacked for conf idence! And I don’t 
doubt him. He had a runner’s build but, 
more importantly, he possessed a run-
ner’s spirit. When we wrestled as boys it 
was difficult to pin him to the ground. 
I don’t remember him ever pinning me, 
but I do remember struggling to pin him. 
Tyler was a fighter. He couldn’t win, but 
he could fight. And fight he did. 

Tyler was a f ixture at my cross 
country and track and f ield meets 
throughout middle and high school. 
Our family traveled together, supporting 
each other whenever possible. At track 
meets I could see him sitting next to the 
track, just outside the fence, baseball 
cap pulled close over his eyes to block 
out the sun. Tyler inspired me, but I 
never ran for Tyler. He had his own race 
to run. Rather, it was as if Tyler ran 
with me, his example challenging me 
to compete with the same devotion and 
determination he displayed every day. 
And should I be tempted to boast of my 
accomplishments, I needed only a mini-
van ride home with Tyler to remind me 
that it is God who makes man mute or 
deaf, or seeing or blind (Exodus 4:11). 
God had given me a gift. Through Tyler 
I was also to learn that God had given 
me a stewardship, a responsibility to run 
my race to the fullest. 

Waiting on a Wheelchair 
Tyler lost the ability to walk in 

8th grade, but not without a fight. He 
walked the halls of our middle school as 
long as he was able, and then, for a time, 
even when he wasn’t. I recall getting 
pretty frustrated at one point, complain-

ing to my dad about how long it was 
taking Tyler to get to class and about 
how bad he had gotten. I was convinced 
it was time for Tyler to use a wheel-
chair. I’ll never forget what happened 
next. My dad paused, inhaled deeply, 
then slowly released the gulp of air. His 
shoulders sagged toward the pavement 
and his jaw tightened, then slackened. 
For a moment there was silence. Finally, 
he spoke, “Don’t you understand? When 
Tyler gets in that wheelchair, he’s never 
getting out.” In that moment I finally 
understood what was really at stake: it 
wasn’t convenience, or even my brother’s 
safety. It was his spirit. The wheelchair 
was inevitable, but it was important 
that Tyler fight it off as long as possi-
ble. More than anything, my dad feared 
quenching his resolve. 

Tyler inspired me, but  
I never ran for Tyler.  

He had his own race to run. 
Rather, it was as if Tyler 
ran with me, his example 
challenging me to compete  

with the same devotion  
and determination he  
displayed every day. 

For a boy who liked to go fast, Tyler’s 
disability required a fair amount of 
patience. Our family didn’t do anything 
quickly. We did, however, do it together. 
Yet on rare occasions Tyler’s wheelchair 
had its perks. There were two special 
trips to see the Detroit Tigers—tak-
ing in batting practice from the grass 
around home plate, talking with players 
between reps in the batting cage, loads 
of autographs and, of course, the bat that 
Magglio Ordonez personally delivered to 
Tyler. After smashing a few balls around 
Comerica Park, Magglio discovered a 
crack in his bat and kindly offered it 
to Tyler. It was a fitting gift. The bat 
had been given a new purpose. No lon-
ger would it accompany Magglio in the 
day’s starting line-up. Instead, it would 
accompany a young, ecstatic, wheelchair-
bound boy back to his seat. I don’t think 
any bat ever served so fine a purpose. 

Off to College
Tyler’s dream was to go to Cornerstone 

University in Grand Rapids and live on 
campus, but my parents were fearful. The 
questions far outnumbered the answers: 
How would Tyler get ready? How would 
he study? Who would help him take tests? 
Would there be a room that fit his needs? 
What if he hurt himself and no one was 
around to help him? How would we afford 
it? What if his condition began to worsen 
more rapidly? Tyler was undaunted. In the 
end, my parents granted his request, my 
dad penning the following words during 
the process: “My son wants to fly, / with 
two broken wings. / I fear his fall, / but 
he won’t stay in the nest. / If I force him 
to stay, / his spirit will be crushed. / If I 
let him make the leap, / his body might be 
crushed. / What’s worse, a broken spirit / 
or a broken body? / I hope the safety net 
holds.” Facing an impossible choice, my 
parents released Tyler to chase his dream, 
trusting that God would once again care 
for their son. 

The safety net held. It was the best 
four years of Tyler’s life—the only years 
he would spend away from home. He 
wasn’t completely independent but, with 
a little help, he was able to live a life 
somewhat similar to others his age. A 
caregiver helped Tyler get ready each 
morning, and Cornerstone made special 
modif ications to his room to accom-
modate his needs. He lived in that 
room—in the freshman dorm—all four 
years, affectionately referring to himself 
as “the father of VO,” the oldest stu-
dent in Van Osdel Hall. Everything at 
school was a challenge for Tyler. Simple 
things, like doing homework, took hours 
to complete. He took all his class notes 
mentally. He took all his tests orally. 
I don’t know how he studied. Yet he 
earned a business degree, graduating 
with honors in 2008.

Throughout his time at CU, Tyler 
never once used the motorized wheel-
chair that had been provided for him; it 
represented another progression in his 
disease. Instead, he preferred to “hitch 
rides” around campus on his manual 
wheelchair. When I asked him what 
happened if the person pushing him to 
class was running late, he just smiled 
and shrugged his shoulders. By relying 
on others to get around campus, Tyler 
helped his classmates understand how 
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to interact with someone with special 
needs. His insistence on using a manual 
chair encouraged others to come to his 
aid, creating opportunities for inter-
action that may not have otherwise 
occurred. Of course Tyler benefitted too. 
He was never far from a friend, new or 
old. And it never seemed to bother Tyler 
that it was almost always girls pushing 
him around campus. Tyler’s social life 
blossomed at Cornerstone. He was out 
of the nest and soaring like never before.  

Blindsided
Of all Tyler’s friends at Cornerstone, 

none were closer than his sister Kendra. 
An accomplished runner herself, Kendra 
attended Cornerstone on a joint ath-
letic/academic scholarship, joining Tyler 
his Junior and Senior years. However, 
unlike Tyler, she didn’t want to live 
on campus. She loved living at home, 
choosing instead to make the 20-minute 
commute each morning with her friend 
and cross country and track and field 
teammate, Katey Kingsbury. Katey, a 
native of Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, 
rented a room in our basement dur-
ing Kendra’s sophomore year. Life 
was great. Tyler was thriving, Kendra 
and Katey were living at home, and I 
had just returned from the University 
of Missouri, having graduating in the 
Spring of 2007. After 5 years of separa-
tion, our family was f inally reunited. 
The next 8 months would include some 
of the happiest days of our lives.

But  e v e r y t h i n g  c h a n g e d  on 
Wednesday morning, January 23, 2008. 
Two miles from home, Kendra hit a 
patch of black ice, slid across the center-
line, and crashed into oncoming traffic. 
She died instantly. Kendra was 19 years 
old. Her teammate Katey sustained life 
threatening injuries, but was eventually 
able to make a full recovery. We were 
blindsided. All our energy and concern 
for years was directed toward Tyler, 
thinking we were going to lose him. 
Says Carolyn, “I could have never imag-
ined what happened to our family…the 
shock that I felt I cannot describe. It 
never crossed my mind that I could lose 
my precious daughter Kendra. All of our 
focus was always on Tyler. His physical 
needs and illness. And it never entered 
my mind that I could lose one of my 
other children. It was just unbelievable 

to me…I felt sick; I felt faint; it was just 
as if the life was draining right out of 
me…my heart was broken.” 

But God had prepared our family 
for this moment. Beginning with Tyler’s 
diagnosis 15 years earlier, He had been 
working in our lives, steadily refining 
our faith and steeling our resolve. When 
the Sheriff ’s deputy met my dad and 
informed him of Kendra’s death, he 
responded: “The LORD gave and the 
LORD has taken away. Blessed be the 
name of the LORD” (Job 1:21). Says 
Dennis, “What took me about two years 
to accept with Tyler took about two sec-
onds with Kendra.” By the grace of God, 
my mom was able to respond in a simi-
lar fashion. Surrounded by the f lood of 
family and friends that filled our home 
the afternoon after the accident, she 
closed her eyes and found refuge in the 
loving arms of her Lord and Savior: “[In 
that moment] I knew that God was with 
me. He was surrounding me with His 
love, and He was comforting me.” 

In the kindness of God,  
the last sermon Kendra heard 
my dad preach was a message 

about heaven. 

Still, Kendra’s loss weighed heav-
ily on our hearts. My mom cried herself 
to sleep for six months. Part of a music 
group, she found herself unable to sing, 
her voice locked beneath the lump in her 
throat. During the following year I often 
woke up early in the morning to find my 
dad sobbing silently in the living room 
chair. My brother was devastated. Part 
of Tyler’s world died with Kendra. No 
longer would Kendra’s friends descend 
upon our home, leaving Tyler more iso-
lated and lonely than ever. At times I felt 
overwhelmed with sadness. Unsure how 
to cope, I often became bitter towards 
family and friends.  

But the sorrow was different this 
time. There were no more questions 
about God’s sovereignty. No doubts 
about His love and care for our fam-
ily. Nobody was angry with God for 
what He allowed to happen. The unpre-
paredness we’d experienced at Tyler’s 
diagnosis had been replaced with a 
dependent trust, a quiet resolve to 

embrace God’s purpose for our lives. 
Looking back, we can see how God 
was preparing us for Kendra’s death. 
In the months leading up to her acci-
dent, my dad was busy preparing and 
teaching an adult Sunday School class 
entitled, “What Does the Bible Say 
About Heaven?” In the kindness of 
God, the last sermon Kendra heard my 
dad preach was a message about heaven. 
My dad often wonders if Kendra will 
greet him in heaven with the following 
words: ‘Hey Rev, you got a couple of 
things right, but let me tell you about 
what you missed.” 

A Shooting Star
Kendra maximized her time on earth. 

She was spunky and outgoing; a talent-
ed runner and an aspiring artist. She was 
restless, cramming as much as she could 
into each day. My dad called our house 
Kendra’s “home base,” as she was never 
there for very long. A quick check-in, a bite 
to eat, maybe a change of clothes (or “cos-
tume change” as my dad liked to call it), 
and she was gone, back out the door again. 
And she was beautiful. Even in her “rat 
suit,” wearing sweatpants and a hoodie, 
her hair pulled back and make-up free, 
Kendra possessed a rare inward beauty 
that eclipsed anything external. Of all the 
beautiful girls at Caledonia High School, 
we believe that Kendra was selected home-
coming queen because her classmates knew 
how much she cared for them. Kendra 
loved people, and she felt compelled to try 
and solve everyone’s problems. 

A week before her accident, Kendra 
and my mom had one of their many “sit 
downs” to talk about life. Kendra was in 
her second year at Cornerstone University 
and cramming so much into each day. 
She had recently reconnected with her 
high school track team, was discipling a 
friend, working as a waitress, volunteering 
in Awana and Young Life, babysitting for 
MOPS (Mothers of Preschoolers), and 
participating in numerous Bible studies. 
There just weren’t enough hours in the 
day to do everything. Something had to 
go. Kendra knew this, so two months 
earlier she had removed herself from the 
Cornerstone Track Team, effectively end-
ing her career as a runner and forfeiting 
her athletic scholarship. At the time, my 
mom was concerned. She remembers 
telling Kendra that these other respon-
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sibilities could wait, that “she had her 
whole life to do all these things.” Kendra 
was undeterred. She told her mom that 
it was a “spiritual decision,” and that she 
knew her parents wouldn’t understand. 
She felt compelled to connect with these 
people, consumed with a sense of urgen-
cy for those God had brought into her 
life. She had what runners sometimes 
call “a nose for the finish line,” an innate 
sense that the end is near, that the critical 
moment is upon them. “Forgetting what 
lies behind and reaching forward to what 
lies ahead,” Kendra “press[ed] on toward 
the goal for the prize of the upward call 
of God in Christ Jesus,” her light burning 
brightest just before the end (Philippians 
3:13–14). What was a surprise to us—
Kendra’s sudden home going—was 
known all along by God (Psalm 139:16). 
After Kendra’s death, we slowly began to 
understand why Kendra seemed to have 
to have such a busy schedule; she had 19 
years to live a lifetime.

Kendra’s maturity and faith were 
way beyond anyone we knew at that 
age. Having trusted Jesus for salvation 
as a child, Kendra’s faith grew rapid-
ly as a teenager. At a time when many 
others her age were pushing the lim-
its, Kendra was pursuing the lost. After 
Kendra’s death, I read through many of 
her journals. And what I read blew me 
away. Page after page revealed a young 
woman consumed with the desire to 
share her faith with those around her. 
Of special interest to her were those 
who were hurting or who had been 
excluded, those one might call “outsid-
ers.” One particular journal entry caught 
my attention. It was dated the summer 
before, during the three weeks she vol-
unteered as a counselor in Minnesota 
at a Young Life Camp. Those weeks 
were filled with entries recording the 
devotions she shared each day with the 
girls in her cabin. One Thursday morn-
ing entry bore the title, “Hanging Out 
with Nobodies!” Kendra recorded how 
she spoke to the girls from a passage 
in Luke chapter 15 about a sheep that 
was lost and the shepherd who ran after 
it: “What man among you, if he has 
a hundred sheep and has lost one of 
them, does not leave the ninety-nine in 
the open pasture and go after the one 
which is lost until he finds it? (v. 4). She 
encouraged the girls to see the people of 

this world through God’s eyes, and to 
run after the lost in this world. Kendra 
cherished the love that God has for 
every person on earth, and was acutely 
aware of His desire to have a person-
al relationship with each one of us, no 
matter who we are.

At a time when  
many others her age were 

pushing the limits, Kendra  
was pursuing the lost.

Tyler’s life and Kendra’s death taught 
us to look out, not in. Their lives opened 
our eyes to the countless struggles 
and sorrows of so many around us. At 
Kendra’s funeral, my mom and dad pre-
pared a brief statement for me to read 
on their behalf. It began, “Many people 
die every day—unloved, unknown and 
in relative obscurity, forgotten. Carolyn 
and I have been overwhelmed by the 
kindness, generosity, presence, and com-
fort of so many. It is a reminder to us 
to show the love of Christ to others as 
we have so richly received it.” In their 
most intense moment of grief, my par-
ents’ thoughts were drawn to those who, 
unlike their daughter, spend their final 
moments alone, forgotten by the world 
around them. God had given them a 
new purpose: “to comfort those who are 
in any aff liction with the comfort with 
which we ourselves are comforted by 
God” (2 Corinthians 1:4). The once shy 
Carolyn now found herself sharing her 
story of God’s comfort with countless 
women, speaking at Mother/Daughter 
banquets and round-table discussions. 
My dad experienced a profound connec-
tion with those grieving in his f lock. 

Kendra’s death also turned our atten-
tion heavenward. “Heaven had become 
so real to us,” remembers Carolyn. My 
dad taped the following statement above 
the desk in his office: “One day closer to 
home.” It remains there to this day. The 
month before Kendra’s death, I had been 
accepted to The Master’s Seminary in 
Sun Valley, California. Now I wondered 
if I should go. I wanted to be near my 
parents, and I knew they wanted me 
near them. But they encouraged me to 
go. They had long since released Tyler, 
and Kendra had made it home safely to 

her heavenly Father. The time had come 
to let Tim go. 

Another Finish Line
After graduating from Cornerstone, 

Tyler moved home. Then shortly after 
that, he, along with our parents, moved 
55 miles north to Stanton, Michigan, 
where Dennis had been called to pastor 
Nevins Lake Church. My mom became 
Tyler’s full-time care giver. During the 
next six years, Tyler’s health continued 
its slow descent. But Tyler had a remark-
able ability to lighten up the bleakest 
moments with humor. He would make 
some off the-wall-comment, distract-
ing everyone through laughter. His body 
was scarred and permanently fixed in an 
odd shape because of the vertebrae that 
had been fused together. His eyes darted 
back and forth in their sockets and his 
saliva pooled at the back of his throat, 
impatiently waiting the next swallow. His 
enlarged heart worked overtime while he 
sat idly in his chair, and his rarely used 
legs shriveled up and curled out.  

But as Tyler’s physical health con-
tinued to decline, his spiritual health 
steadily improved. Saved as a young 
man, he grew especially close to Christ 
during the last few years of his life. 
He had a daily schedule which includ-
ed listening to the Bible and at least 
two sermon podcasts. The more physi-
cal abilities Tyler lost, the more time 
and energy he devoted to God and His 
Word. We could see his relationship 
deepen with the preachers he asked my 
mom to add, as well as those he asked 
to delete. Tyler loved his church, Nevins 
Lake, and despaired of missing a Sunday 
morning service. His church family 
showered him with love, making him 
feel so special. 

Tyler was released from his body 
on August 12, 2015, crossing the fin-
ish l ine surrounded by his family. 
“When Tyler died, I was so happy for 
him,” says Dennis, “though I knew his 
mom and I would always grieve for 
him.” Shortly before his death, Tyler 
told his mom, “I had so much poten-
tial. I could have done so much more 
for God.” But he had already done so 
much. Having run the race before him, 
God used Tyler to shape and mold our 
entire family. Through Tyler, God broke 
us. And through Tyler, God built us 
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up, one “new reality” at a time. Both 
Tyler and Kendra have opened our eyes 
to our potential as servants for Christ. 
They have opened our eyes to the race 
before us and fixed our eyes on Jesus, 
the author and perfecter of our faith 
(Hebrews 12:2). 

EDITOR’S POSTSCRIPT Many readers will 
want to know a bit more about the author. 
Tim Ross became a five-time Michigan 
State Champion runner (one time in Cross 
Country and four times in track). He was 
a 1st Team Cross Country High School All-
American and ten times was named All-Big 
12 at the University of Missouri. He is 
married to Julia and they have three beau-
tiful children who bring their parents and 
grandparents great joy. Tim may be reached 
at tim11ross@gmail.com
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When God does a mighty work to 
change our lives, the normal reaction 
is to tell others about it. In fact the 

Bible says, “Let the redeemed of the LORD say 
so” (Psalm 107:2). In this article, I want to tell 
you what the Lord has done for me.

My story begins in Jackson, Michigan, where 
I was born the fifth of six children. We were a 
normal, middle-class, Roman Catholic family. 
My parents sent us to a parochial school through 
the eighth grade, which was not only a solid edu-
cation, but also a positive experience.

I grew up believing deeply in God. I knew 
that God was good and I knew He wanted me 
to be a nice person and treat others right. I was 
convinced from a young age that the best life is 
to honor Him. Our family went to church every 
Sunday and gave thanks to God at meals. But 
that doesn’t mean we were without problems. 
Remember, we were a normal family, and normal 
families have problems. My own heart was anx-
ious and my spirit restless as I tried to find my 
place in this world.

In Junior High I started to consider the idea 
of becoming a Catholic priest. My favorite uncle 
was a priest. He was talented, good with people, 
friendly, could sing, enjoyed sports, and was fun 
to spend time with. I began thinking that per-
haps God wanted me to become a priest when I 
grew up. 

In addition to attending regular church ser-
vices, I began attending a Charismatic Catholic 
service on Sunday nights. I certainly enjoyed the 
upbeat singing and guitar accompaniment, the 
testimonies, the people, and the more informal 
atmosphere. The people who attended the ser-
vice really seemed to want to be there.

One night at the Charismatic service, a leader 
gave a bold invitation. He said that if anyone in 
the audience wanted to put their faith in Christ, 
they should come to the middle of the auditorium 
(where the leaders were). I was thinking about it, 
but was hesitant, wondering what others might 
think if I went forward. Then I saw a nun leave 

her seat and start for the middle. I thought to 
myself, “If a nun needs to put her faith in Christ, 
then I certainly need to as well!”

I went forward and one of the leaders guided 
me in a prayer to receive Christ. I repeated all 
the words. I meant it with all my heart. But, I 
didn’t experience true conversion by the power of 
the Holy Spirit. Looking back now (some thirty-
three years later), I understand that I didn’t truly 
put my faith in Jesus Christ alone to save me at 
that meeting. I was just performing another reli-
gious task in order to be right with God. At that 
time my real faith was in my ability to please 
God by doing good works. I thought that if I did 
enough good things, God would see my heart 
and be pleased.

In Junior High I started to  
consider the idea of becoming a 

Catholic priest. My favorite uncle 
was a priest. He was talented, and 

fun to spend time with.

I was involved with Fellowship of Christian 
Athletes at the public High School. One of the 
Math teachers started the group and would talk 
to us about faith in Christ and the importance 
of reading the Bible. The emphasis on Scripture 
was certainly helpful.

After graduating from High School, I went 
to Canisius College in Buffalo, New York, a 
college associated with the Society of Jesus (or 
Jesuits). I majored in Religious Studies with 
the idea of perhaps pursuing the priesthood. I 
enjoyed learning about the Bible, non-Christian 
religions and philosophy. But my, how confus-
ing it all was. Some of the professors didn’t really 
believe the Bible. One in particular, a Jesuit 
priest, said he didn’t believe that Jesus Christ 
rose bodily from the grave. The priest told the 
class that Jesus didn’t physically come back from 

How the Lord Jesus 
Christ Saved Me
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the dead, but arose only in the hearts 
of His followers. I was shocked when 
I heard that because the resurrection 
of Christ was what I had always been 
taught. But, I stayed in school because I 
figured the priest was much more intel-
ligent than I was.

The more I learned from the profes-
sors and the books during college, the 
less I believed the Bible and the more 
confused I became. My head was spin-
ning! Who was right? Is Christianity the 
truth or just one of many truths? Was 
the Bible to be believed literally or had 
it been edited by several generations? 
Did Jesus and Buddha basically teach 
the same thing, but were just interpreted 
differently by their audiences? Is God 
personal or impersonal? Is the devil a 
real person or just the personification 
of evil forces? These and other issues 
f looded my mind and I was wondering 
who could teach me and help me sort 
them out.

During my Junior year in college, 
I learned there was a conservative ele-
ment of Catholicism that despised the 
liberal bent of universities and seminar-
ies. These people attempt to stay true to 
the traditions and doctrine of Roman 
Catholicism. They greatly honor Mary, 
the mother of Christ, supposing that 
honoring Mary brings glory to God. I 
remember praying the rosary (a series of 
prayers to God and Mary) three times 
a day. I also remember traveling to a 
church to see the supposed face of Christ 
on a curtain in the church. I didn’t see it 
at first, but after awhile I could make out 
the outline of a face. Though interest-
ing, none of these traditional experiences 
brought true relief to my soul.  

During my last semester of college, 
I met the girl of my dreams. Elaine 
didn’t have all the answers, but when I 
was with her I thought that God must 
indeed be good. My relationship with 
her ended my interest in the priesthood 
and we were soon married and began a 
family. But the question remained: what 
can I hold on to that is truly true?

One day my brother Ed and his wife 
Anne visited Elaine and me and told us 
that we needed to be saved. I asked them 
to explain to me what “saved” meant. 
They didn’t give me a very convincing 
answer, but they told me that if I put my 
trust in Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior, 

I could have a right relationship with 
God. A few days later, my brother sent 
me an article by evangelist Luis Palau 
that was all about the cross of Christ. 
Palau stated that on the cross the Lord 
Jesus Christ took the sin of the whole 
world on Himself and died for our sin 
as our substitute. Christ did this so that 
whoever believed in Him would be for-
given, no matter how great their sin. 
I read the article over several times. It 
made me want to read the Bible again 
for understanding.

A few days later,  
my brother sent me an  

article by evangelist Luis 
Palau that was all about  
the cross of Christ. Palau  

stated that on the cross  
the Lord Jesus Christ took  
the sin of the whole world  
on Himself and died for  
our sin as our substitute.

As I read the Bible again, I came 
across a verse that struck a nerve. I think 
it will strike a nerve with you too if 
you think about it. Ephesians 2:3 says 
that without Christ we are “by nature 
children of wrath.” This means that we 
are born in so sinful a state that unless 
we get a new nature, our fallen nature 
(i.e. our natural self) will keep us under 
God’s wrath (i.e. His anger) forever. 

When I considered Ephesians 2:3, 
I could see that it was contrary to what 
I had learned in college and in church. 
In those places they didn’t talk about 
God’s wrath. They told me that people 
are basically good and if we love our 
neighbor, then God will accept us into 
heaven. I had not been educated about 
God’s wrath, and thinking about this 
concept made me fear for the first time 
that I might not qualify for heaven. 

I sure didn’t want to spend eternity 
in hell apart from God, so my search 
for truth became even more intense. I 
wanted to know what was really true. 
I decided to go without food and seek 
out the truth. Little did I know that the 
Truth was actually seeking me.

On November 16, 1981, I was 
watching a Christian television pro-
gram. The preacher said clearly that a 
person could not get to heaven on his 
own, or by his own power. Then he 
explained that Jesus came to earth to die 
for our sin and rise again from the grave 
because without Him we could never 
get to heaven. In other words, because 
we could never get to heaven on our 
own, God mercifully made a way for us 
through His Son, the Lord Jesus Christ. 
Now that made sense to me! All my life 
I had been trying to get to heaven by my 
own goodness and my own ability and I 
had failed miserably.

I remember getting on my knees in 
the kitchen of our apartment and ask-
ing the Lord if it was all true. My heart 
knew right away that it was true and 
I believed in the Lord Jesus Christ as 
my Savior and was truly saved. That 
night I was born again. I received a 
new nature from the Lord because His 
Spirit entered my heart. I was no longer 
a child of wrath, but rather a son of God 
through faith in Christ.

Later that night I told my wife that 
I was born again. She had no idea what 
I meant and looked at me like I had 
three heads. She was concerned that my 
being “born again” would hurt our mar-
riage. By God’s grace, Elaine was also 
saved through faith in the Lord Jesus 
Christ about ten months later (that is a 
story all by itself). And our marriage has 
been blessed by the Lord. Six children 
and one grandchild later she is still the 
woman of my dreams. 

I wish that I could say that I have 
perfectly followed the Lord since that 
day when He revealed Himself to me, 
but I would be a liar if I did. I can hon-
estly say that God rewards those who 
diligently seek Him (Hebrews 11:6).  
And I can say that the Bible is entire-
ly true (John 17:17), and that Jesus is 
entirely true (John 14:6). You, too, can 
be saved through faith alone in the Lord 
Jesus Christ alone (Acts 16:31). He can 
do for you what He has done for me.
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graduate of Mid-

South Bible College 
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of IFCA pastor Larry 

Duncan. Larry is pas-
tor of Jeffersontown 
(KY) Bible Church 
and has served two 
terms on the IFCA 

International Board of 
Directors.

In 1 Samuel 16:7 it states, “For the LORD 
sees not as man sees; man looks on the out-
ward appearance, but the LORD looks on 

the heart.” No matter how good one looks, God 
sees the heart. Sometimes the person seen is not 
who the person really is. It is easy to see that 
a bad person needs the LORD. What about a 
good person – someone brought up in a Christian 
home, married to a pastor, involved in ministry?

Growing up as an IFCA preacher’s kid, I 
am told I went forward in a church service when 
I was five years old. Because I only had vague 
memories of this, during my growing up years I 
had many doubts about my salvation. I made this 
decision many times during those years, in case I 
hadn’t done it right previous times. 

During my teen years I looked good at church, 
but had no desire to live for Christ. I did not want 
to be different from my peers, but wanted to be 
like everybody else, namely my unsaved friends. 
At church or around church people, I acted one 
way; I acted totally different around my friends 
or non-church people. While not rebelling out-
wardly, I did things behind my parents’ backs 
– lying, stealing, and being deceitful. I was a fake. 
Eventually what was in my heart did come out.

After high school I attended Bible college. At 
this point in my life, I did think I was saved but 
there were red f lags along the way. In Personal 
Evangelism class, I had a hard time writing and 
presenting my testimony. Also, a teacher confront-
ed me about plagiarism, saying in essence that she 
did not think I was the person everyone thought 
I was. On a break while visiting home, I lost my 
temper with my sister and threw a large fork across 
the room at her. Thankfully, I missed.

It was at Bible college where I met Larry, my 
future husband, who was preparing to be a pas-
tor. I figured since I grew up in a pastor’s home, 
it would not be a problem to marry a pastor. 

We married. On our honeymoon one 
of those red f lags surfaced…anger! We went 
camping (something I would not personally rec-
ommend unless you are truly a camper). I had 

camped with my family growing up, but that is 
totally different from camping as an adult when 
you are one of the responsible ones. I didn’t have 
a clue. When I could not keep the fire under a 
camp stove going, I got very angry. My husband 
later told me he was very surprised at my temper. 
He had not seen it up to that point.

We settled in as pastor and wife, and I did 
a pretty good job of looking good. But at home 
I was a very self ish person and hard to live 
with. My bouts of anger increased as our fam-
ily increased and life got busier. It did not take 
much to set me off: muddy f loor, interruptions 
to my schedule, fussing kids, homeschooling 
stresses, even accidental messes. 

I was very much clean  
on the outside and dirty on the inside. 

The person I was at home did not 
match who I was in public.

Anger is a sin that can be hidden from most 
anyone, EXCEPT one’s family. Proverbs 21:9 
states it is “better to dwell in a corner of a house-
top than in a house with a contentious and angry 
woman.” How true! My good husband and chil-
dren were the recipients of that anger – anger 
that I could control in front of other people, but 
chose not to when dealing with my family. In the 
middle of yelling at the children, I would totally 
change my tone of voice and be pleasant and calm 
when the phone rang. In short, I was a hypo-
crite, a fake. I was very much like the scribes and 
Pharisees Jesus rebuked: clean on the outside, but 
on the inside “full of robbery and self-indulgence” 
(Matthew 23:25). I was very much clean on the 
outside and dirty on the inside. The person I was 
at home did not match who I was in public.

The LORD blessed me with a wonderful 
husband. All through those years, he was patient 
and loving and never returned the anger. A few 
years ago, I found out just how hard it was for 

From Fake to Real
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him. Together we wrote up my story for 
Unshackled, a radio ministry of Pacific 
Garden Mission in Chicago. (If you are 
interested, you can go to the archives 
on their website and listen to my story 
from January 2007.) At one point, and 
I remember it quite well, Larry started 
calling me “good wife.” I had not known 
why; I probably never asked him. He told 
the LORD that maybe if he called me 
“good wife,” it would start to come true. 
He had to ask the LORD to help him 
continue to love me, as I was not always 
very lovely. And I know he prayed for me. 

As I read, the truth  
of God’s Word pierced  
my heart. For the first  

time, from Romans  
I finally understood that  
I was a sinner and MY  

sin offended a Holy God.

God has a way of heating things up 
to bring out what is in the heart. God 
used my anger to bring me to the end of 
myself. When our son was in his teen 
years, he rebelled against us and God. 
It was a very stressful time in our fam-
ily, and in our marriage. Also about this 
time my husband decided to stop giving 
in to my unreasonableness. Boy, did that 
cause more conflict! Because of my anger, 
I was seriously questioning my salvation. 
I looked to Larry for that assurance, but 
he gave none. Rather, he encouraged me 
to read and study 1 John for myself. I tried 
but it just did not make sense to me. I read 
a book on controlling anger. The book 
suggested ten steps to follow when you feel 
yourself getting angry. I could not make 
it through the ten steps; I couldn’t even 
remember the steps when I needed them. 

During this time, I reached out to a 
believer-friend and told her that I had a 
really bad anger problem. She could not 
believe that was true, knowing me as she 
did – or thought she did – and assured 
me that everyone gets angry from time 
to time, and that was perfectly nor-
mal. In retrospect, it is not wise to just 
dismiss anger issues in a person’s life. 
Uncontrollable fits of anger are not nor-
mal; they are sin. 

I was miserable. I told God that 
He had to do something. I could not 
keep going like I was. I KNEW that 
my anger could and would destroy our 
family. I had wondered for a long time 
how I could possibly be saved and still 
have such a horrible temper. At the age 
of forty, having spent fourteen of those 
years looking the part of a good pastor’s 
wife – sitting on the front row, playing 
the instruments, singing, teaching kids’ 
classes – God did something!

God is very gracious, is He not? 
While my husband attended Board 
meetings at an IFCA convention, I read 
a book a friend had given me, searching 
every Scripture it mentioned. As I read, 
the truth of God’s Word pierced my 
heart. For the first time, from Romans 
I finally understood that I was a sinner 
and MY sin offended a Holy God. I had 
never really come to grips with that. 

God used my anger, something 
I could not excuse and yet could not 
control either, to impress upon me the 
weight and guilt of sin; I was broken 
before God. I acknowledged my sin, 
repented, and truly trusted Jesus Christ 
as my Savior. I realized nothing I had 
ever done, even praying prayers and 
making decisions, had accomplished my 
salvation. Jesus Christ had done all that 
was necessary for my salvation when He 
died for me. I knew then that because of 
Christ, I was forgiven and accepted by 
God. What a relief! And what joy!

Did things change? Yes, things 
were and are different. God consistently 
worked to remove the outbursts of anger. 
My fear of death was gone; that hope is 
secure in Jesus Christ. There is a consis-
tent desire to know God better and to 
please Him above pleasing others. Am 
I perfect now? No, but God is changing 
me and I am growing.

I am very grateful God saw through 
that good pastor’s wife on the front row 
and brought me to Himself. He can and 
does turn the fake into real.

Ephesians 2 sums this up: “But 
GOD, … because of His great love with 
which He loved us, even when we were 
dead in trespasses, made us alive togeth-
er with Christ …For by grace you have 
been saved through faith, and that not 
of yourselves; it is the gift of God, not of 
works, lest anyone should boast.”
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David Wisniewski

Pastor Fred Goebert 
of Factoryville Bible 

Church, Athens, 
MI has written this 

account about a totally 
transforming incident 

in the life of David 
Wisniewski, a Deacon 

at Factoryville Bible 
Church.

On a gorgeous Sunday in October, David 
Kaniewski prepared to harvest the 
corn. David and his family farmed 200 

acres.  Working alone, David was not anticipat-
ing the  tragedy ahead. The oil can fell as he 
began to oil the chain. With the picker running, 
he reached to retrieve the fallen can. Suddenly, 
David’s right leg slipped from its position.  The 
gathering chain grasped his pant leg and began 
to pull it into the machine.  

Instinctively David threw his hands forward 
to brace himself, only to have both arms pulled 
into the snapping rolls.  His arms and leg were 
not only trapped, but were being pulled further 
and further into the picker. David’s first impulse 
was to cry out to God for help.  Because of the 
machine’s inability to complete its cycle, the 
tractor stalled, shutting down the intake of the 
corn picker.  There was silence and no conceiv-
able way to get out of this dilemma. David never 
lost consciousness, as his mind raced to find a 
solution. His first fear was bleeding to death.

David was two miles from his home and 
nearly one-half mile through the woods from his 
brother’s home. The chances of his brother hear-
ing him were remote. A slight breeze muffled his 
calls for help.  Seeming like an eternity, a slow 
agonizing hour crept by as he wondered when 
someone would miss him and come looking. 
Another hour passed and still no one came. 

David’s wife, Pat, enjoyed a personal rela-
tionship with Jesus Christ that David did not 
understand, nor seek to understand.  They had 
been married almost 40 years.  Pat had been 
praying for David’s salvation for a long time.

David began to cry out to God...not once, or 
twice, but over and over again. “If you get me out 
of this...I will belong to you forever.” With each 
passing moment his prayer became more fervent 
and sincere. God in His mercy and grace did not 
allow David to lose consciousness.  These hours 
become precious and valuable moments with God.

Finally after three hours of calling out, 
David’s brother Dennis and his son-in-law heard 

his cries for help. David had never been so glad 
to see anyone in his life.  Although they could 
give comfort and assurance, there was no pos-
sibility of freeing David from his captor. Release 
would not occur for nearly two more hours. The 
“ jaws-of-life” were necessary to cut David free 
from his tormentor.  By this time there was no 
feeling left in his arms and leg. 

David’s first impulse  
was to cry out to God for help.  

Because of the machine’s inability  
to complete its cycle, the tractor  

stalled, shutting down the intake  
of the corn picker.

God had long been at work. Thirty years of 
prayers were coming to fruition. Pat’s church was 
notified of the accident. The service was stopped 
while corporate prayer was made for David and 
Pat. Many in the congregation continued to pray 
as the night progressed.  David’s injuries were 
severe and limb threatening.  There was a high 
possibility of losing his left arm, and serious 
infection was always a possibility. 

Pat waited at the hospital with her son Todd, 
her pastor, and close family and friends.  While 
everyone prayed for God to work in David’s 
heart, God was actively pursuing Todd.  Todd, 
age 37, had attended church with his mom when 
he was younger.  Now God was again making 
Himself known to Todd. 

While waiting for surgery, Pat asked David 
if she could pray with him...he consented, and as 
she finished he responded “AMEN.” Both com-
ments were so unusual for David.  Pat realized 
God indeed had been working in David’s heart 
that afternoon, and she felt a sense of encourage-
ment that she had never experienced before. God 
gave her strength, peace, and grace.

After hours of emergency surgery, the prog-

Tragedy or Triumph? 
A True Story
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nosis was that David would probably 
survive, providing there was no seri-
ous infection, but it really didn’t look 
good as far as saving his left arm. Both 
arms and his right leg had to be cut 
to allow for the enormous amount of 
swelling.  David’s recovery was certain 
to be a long time.  His injuries were so 
severe that he was kept in the trauma 
unit sedated for nearly a week to allow 
the healing process to begin.

One week after the accident, Todd 
walked through the doors of his mom’s 
church.  He told his mom: “I’m not 
going to church for you...I’m going for 
me.” God had already broken Todd’s 
heart.  Todd wept and prayed from the 
time he sat down, long before the mes-
sage even began. A warning was shared 
that Sunday: “If you don’t respond to the 
light when you have the opportunity, you 
may find yourself lost in the darkness.” 
Now with his heart broken, Todd received 
Christ as his Savior. God’s plan of salva-
tion is clear. All men are sinners (Romans 
3:10, 23).  The wages of sin is death 
(eternal separation from God) (Romans 
6:23). We cannot save ourselves by good 
works (Ephesians 2:8-9).  God loved us 
so much that He sent Jesus to die in our 
place (John 3:16).  We must trust Jesus 
only for salvation (Acts 16:31; John 14:6).  

Now with his  
heart broken,  

Todd received Christ  
as his Savior. God’s plan  

of salvation is clear.

As the invitation to receive Christ 
was given, Todd immediately respond-
ed. Todd later shared that as a child he 
had made a decision with friends, but 
really felt that he was just following the 
crowd. He felt that he had failed to lis-
ten to God so many times in the past 
that he did not want this opportunity to 
slip past. The outpouring of God’s grace 
and joy were just the beginning for the 
Kaniewski household.

The Sunday prior to Thanksgiving, 
one month after the accident, the 
ent i re Kaniewsk i fami ly entered 
Pat’s church.  God had already pre-
pared David ’s heart for the message 

that morning.  As his son before him, 
David wept throughout the service and 
responded immediately to God’s call of 
salvation.   “When I was trapped in the 
corn picker, I made a deal with God...
Now I want to accept Him, no strings 
attached.  I just want to make sure of my 
salvation.”

What a Thanksgiv ing for the 
Kaniewskis!   Todd is growing in his 
relationship with the Lord.  He is 
present at every Sunday morning ser-
vice.  David is able to walk with little 
or no assistance, and the arm that was 
just supposed to be a helping arm is well 
past 50% and improving.  The medical 
obligations, exceeding $200,000 have all 
been met without any insurance.  David 
continues to grow in his relationship 
with the Lord, reading his Bible daily 
and faithfully attending “his” church 
each Sunday while serving as a Deacon. 
He has a thirst for the knowledge of 
God. He seems to be trying to make up 
for lost time.  Every person who knew 
the old David praises God for the new 
David. Every person who has been pray-
ing for years for the salvation of friends 
or loved ones are encouraged to never 
give up praying.

That Fall day in October 2002...was 
it a horrible tragedy or a hallelujah tri-
umph?  You decide!
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On entering the room, I encountered the 
spectacle of a technician making a small 
incision in Charlie’s arm to start a mor-

phine drip into a deep vein. I excused myself, 
saying I could come back later, but Charlie asked 
me to stay and the technician just told me to stay 
away from the wound. While he continued his 
work, I asked Charlie to tell me what he knew 
about God, and how he had learned it. 

At the age of eight, Charlie had been sent 
by his parents to live with and work for a neigh-
bor during harvest season. After harvest ended 
he walked home only to find his parents gone. 
Abandoned by his parents, he managed to sur-
vive childhood without adult help. But he was 
always plagued by the idea that there must be 
something terribly wrong with him, because 
even his parents didn’t love him. So he became 
a recluse. However, he managed to get married 
and that union produced a lovely little girl who 
was the joy of his lonely life. 

Missionaries from Michigan’s Rural Bible 
Mission (an IFCA member organization now 
called RBM Ministries) held regular Bible class-
es in the girl’s school. One day she stayed after 
class so Uncle Mel (RBM missionaries were 
known as “Uncle” or “Aunt”) could tell her how 
Jesus had made sure she could go to heaven. But 
after professing faith, she seemed so sad that 
Uncle Mel asked her why. 

“I love my daddy,” she said, “but he doesn’t 
know what you just told me!” 

Uncle Mel got her address and that night 
called on Charlie. He must have been a good 
communicator, because a generation later, 
Charlie was crystal clear about the Gospel. And 
even though he had never been to church, he was 
sure of his heavenly destination. 

I wondered if he could read, but I still offered 
him a copy of Our Daily Bread, a booklet of 
daily devotionals. I wanted to do more for 
Charlie and I offered to pray for him. 

“No one’s done that for me since Uncle Mel.” 
he said. “But sure, I don’t see why not.” 

It’s my conviction that in audible prayer, it’s 
important to engage the other in the prayer. But 
I was very doubtful that Charlie could feel com-
fortable actually talking to God out loud, so I 
adjusted to a backup plan and asked him what he 
wanted me to pray for. 

“I’ve never thought about that,” Charlie said. 
“Ok, let’s start by asking what you need now. 

And then, what can you believe God can do for 
you,” I rejoined. 

How could he be  
so sure that God would  

take him to heaven,  
but never engage God  

in conversation?

“Praying for what I need is new to me,” 
Charlie said, “When my parents were gone, I 
figured it was all up to me. If I wanted a helping 
hand, I found it at the end of my right arm.” 

That’s a clever turn of phrase. I marveled at 
the eloquence of this guy who had no “upbring-
ing.” Obviously, prayer wasn’t a familiar practice. 
And that seemed incongruous. How could he be 
so sure that God would take him to heaven, but 
never engage God in conversation? 

“We could start with praying about your 
treatment,” I suggested, “and then for what-
ever else you need. The fact that you’re starting 
a morphine drip tells me that you’re in serious 
medical trouble.” 

Charlie turned away as he spoke. “I know the 
cancer’s going to get me. It doesn’t seem right to 
pray to be healed.” 

“God can do that, Charlie, but He might not. 
The question is, ‘What can you believe God will 
do for you?’ We can pray ‘faith sized’ requests. 
Let’s not pray for a million bucks, or the moon 
with a fence around it.” 

“I know this cancer is going to get me,” he 

Faith Sized Prayers
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repeated, “but I want to die in my right 
mind. I don’t want to be crazy with pain, 
or lose control of myself. And then, I’d 
like to see Uncle Mel again.” 

I couldn’t help noting how important 
control was to him, and I understood 
why. But to see “Uncle” Mel again! That 
was a tall order. Since Charlie said he 
could trust God for it, I faithfully, but 
with limited faith, prayed for that. On a 
Tuesday morning! 

God’s miracles  
don’t always use the 

supernatural, but they  
are just as providentially 

remarkable. 

It was Thursday before I got back 
to him. As I came in the door, his first 
words were, “You found him!” 

I had forgotten his prayer request, so 
I said, “Found who?” 

“Uncle Mel!” he responded, “and he 
lives 150 miles inside of Canada.” 

The border was 180 miles from us! 
“He came here to see me yesterday!” 

“I didn’t find him,” I replied. “God 
must have sent him.” I couldn’t imag-
ine how it had happened. If this wasn’t 
a miracle, it was certainly an unusual 
coincidence. 

It was later explained to me by a 
telephone operator at the hospital. She 
manned an information station near the 
main door, and knew Uncle Mel from 
years ago. 

“Yesterday he came looking for a sick 
relative in our hospital, and decided to 
check the clergy box. He saw Charlie’s 
name and remembered him from one 
solitary meeting.” God’s miracles don’t 
always use the supernatural, but they are 
just as providentially remarkable. 

The medical people did wonders for 
Charlie. They were able to regulate that 
morphine drip so that he was relatively 
pain-free without being sedated, until 
he died about two weeks later, with God 
graciously answering his prayer requests. 
Charlie died in the afternoon after a 
morning playing checkers with his 
grandson. 

Charlie’s world was a small one, 
where his primary instinct never got 

beyond survival. He had likely never 
traveled outside the f ive-county area 
where he was born and died. His life 
experiences were diff icult and cer-
ta inly not opulent. But he had a 
well-loved wife, a beautiful daughter, a 
bright grandson and a generous God. 
Somehow our wonderful God opened 
the door that his xenophobia had nailed 
shut, and let me in for a little time, for 
which I am grateful.

“And all things you ask in prayer, 
believing, you will receive.” Matthew 
21:22 

This article is an excerpt from Joe Smith’s book Tales 
from the Toe-Tag Chaplain available on Amazon.com.



Recently, I was asked to lead a class for 
expectant fathers on fatherhood at the 
local pregnancy center. The strategy of 

the Christian pregnancy center is for me to reach 
the men involved in the lives of the women seek-
ing help for an unplanned pregnancy and equip 
them to be good fathers. The ultimate goal, 
however, is to use this class as a springboard 
for deeper discussions on man’s most important 
need; Jesus Christ. 

The targeted clientele for this class is a 
hodge-podge of men from all walks and stages 
of life. From single teenage men who find them-
selves in a position they never wanted to be in, to 
married middle-aged men getting the surprise of 
a lifetime when they discover they’re were having 
another baby in their forties! There is also much 
diversity in the religious backgrounds of these 
families, from atheist and agnostic to Catholic 
to professing Christian to a Hindu. One thing 
brings them to this class—they need help being 
a dad.

So, each week, much prayer is devoted to these 
individuals as well as asking God for wisdom 
in navigating the ebb and f low of relationship 
building and earning the opportunity to share the 
message of the Gospel. It is certainly a challenge 
each week to prayerfully ask God, “Is this week 
the right time to share?” and then to wait on the 
Holy Spirit’s leading in our discussion.

What I have found to be one of the great-
est challenges is this: how do you give someone 
an answer to a question they are not asking? 
These men are there to learn basic fathering 
skills to help them become better fathers; how-
ever, their real need is Jesus Christ. Most of 
them don’t even know they have this need, but 
they do. I know it. God knows it. But they need 
to know it. How do we share the answer to life’s 
most important question when the people we are 
called to reach are not even asking it?

Many people feel a sense of inadequacy when 
it comes to facing the challenges of life, and 

not just in the area of raising children. Married 
couples seeking help feel powerless at times to 
face the trials of marriage. Those ensnared in 
addiction oftentimes feel helpless and hopeless. 
Those who struggle with depression and loneli-
ness feel isolated and trapped. So when they 
come to Christians for answers, they are usually 
asking the wrong questions. They want to know: 
“Can you fix me?” or “What must I do to fix 
myself?” The real answer to all of life’s problems 
is not found with us or in them. It is not in a 
class, book, or system, but in a person—the liv-
ing Lord and Savior of the world, Jesus Christ.

How do we share the answer  
to life’s most important question  
when the people we are called to  

reach are not even asking it?

That may sound like an oversimplification, 
but it really isn’t. Man’s greatest need is a rela-
tionship with the only hope of the world. It is 
only in a living relationship with Jesus Christ 
that we find substantive solutions for life’s chal-
lenges. How can I be the best father God has 
called me to be? By abiding in His strength and 
wisdom. How can I have the best marriage God 
intends me to have? By drawing from His love 
and grace. How can I be set free from the addic-
tions of the f lesh? By calling on Jesus Christ 
whose resurrection power is available to me to 
break any chains. How do I experience the joy 
and peace of life even when those closest to me 
have forsaken me? By turning to the only One 
who is faithful in His presence and promises.

With all the questions many are asking in 
today’s problem-riddled world, the answer is still 
the same; the answer is still Jesus. Let’s share 
this good news!

Gary Armstrong

Gary Armstrong has 
served for a number of 
years as Senior Pastor 
of South County Bible 

Church in St. Louis. 
He has recently accepted 

the call to serve at the 
New Braunfels (TX) 

Bible Church.

The Answer  
Is Still Jesus 
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Cathy A. Harvey

Cathy Harvey works 
as the Administrative 
Assistant to the Dean 

of Shepherd’s College, a 
college for students with 

intellectual disabilities 
in Union Grove, WI.

Love Conquers All 

WOMEN’S  VOICE

May 2 marked three years since our 
daughter passed away. How quickly it 
has gone. She and her two little girls 

had lived with us for 8 years. Looking back, I 
see a large canvas of colors, paint thrown on 
in disarray capturing all the emotions we went 
through. It has been a kaleidoscope of memo-
ries—not easy, but all good because it came from 
the hand of God. 

I remember the soothing music of the string 
trio at her funeral, the heart-felt testimonies 
and the tender closing song, Untitled Hymn 
(Come to Jesus).  The sea of grief-stricken faces 
and the church filled with people wearing her 
favorite color, blue.  We appreciated the tender 
photographs our sister-in-law discretely took 
throughout the day. I was touched when the 
soldier presented her coffin f lag; then on one 
knee, he removed his glove to shake my hand. 
I remember the f lowers and plants, the warm 
sunny day, and the pile of thoughtful cards.

The first summer was a blur of sitting quietly 
at work, moving through tasks and taking care of 
the girls. Our tears were for them. Our daughter 
was in the arms of Jesus and we would not have 
wished her back, but at ages 7 and 10, her girls 
had lost their lifeline. Even though I was named 
as guardian in her Will, Illinois law required the 
girls to live with their dad. It was too sudden a 
tear for us. When my heart was most broken, 
God whispered, “pray for others,” and so I did 
and it filled me with peace, knowing there were 
so many worse things going on world-wide. 

But God . . . 
Such powerful and complete words!   But 

God knew everything . . . past, present, and 
future, and never left our side. We ached for 
the girls until we understood He truly was in 
control. We met with the driver who had acci-
dentally killed our daughter. His apology was so 
tender and sincere. Our families became friends 
and at his hearing the attorneys and judge wit-
nessed something they had never seen before 
– forgiveness – the power of the cross!

Life went on. Christmas week with the girls 
was all joy. Most special to them were quilts made 
by ladies from their former school for both of 
them. The girls wrapped themselves up in memo-
ries pieced together from their mom’s clothing 
and, as they pulled the quilts up to their chins, 
they burst out together, “it smells like Ima!”

When my heart was  
most broken, God whispered,  
“pray for others,” and so I did  
and it filled me with peace,  

knowing there were so  
many worse things going  

on world-wide.

Today, we continue to cling to our Rock, 
Jesus. When many marriages fall apart as grief 
steps in, we thank God that our marriage 
became stronger.  We learned the legal system 
could not help us the way God can, on a heart 
and soul level. But of all that happened, what 
I remember the most is the love. Love poured 
out in so many ways supporting us through the 
valley of the shadow. Love not bound by dis-
tance. Love instead of revenge. Love that forgave 
the driver. Love freed us all to move forward. 
Prayers of love that healed and comforted. God’s 
love truly does conquer all.
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The convention delegates welcomed the 
new President of Calvary University of 
Kansas City, Dr. Christopher Cone.

Gracia Burnham shared her powerful story in two sessions at 
the Women’s Conference. She and her husband Martin served 
the Lord with New Tribes Mission in The Philippines when they 
were abducted by terrorists and Martin was killed as they 
were being rescued.

IFCA Board President Paul Seger presented the 
2016 IFCA International Faithful Servant award to 
Dwight Zimmerman of Cedine Bible Camp, Retreat & 
Conference in Spring City, TN for his years of faithful 
ministry. Dwight is here with his wife Phyllis.

Three new men were elected to the IFCA International 
Board of Directors (L to R): Dr. Richard Bargas of 
Newhall, CA, Steve Wong of San Francisco, CA and Dr. 
Gary McCall of New Orleans, LA.

2016 Convention Report
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This year’s General Sessions were inspiring, challenging and motivating as 
we heard from Stephen Davey, Alex Montoya, Jeff Anderson and Les Lofquist.

Springfield’s Abraham Lincoln wel-
comed everyone on Monday evening.

At the close of the last General Session, the IFCA 
International Board of Directors served communion 
to all the delegates. 
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The Ark Encounter is now officially opened. It is located 
in Williamstown, KY which is approximately 40 minutes 
southeast of The Creation Museum. 

The media was present in a large way and Ken 
Ham was interviewed by numbers of national 
and international media outlets. 

On July 5, The Ark Encounter celebrated its r ibbon-
cutting with supporters, friends and Christian leaders. 
Ken Ham invited IFCA International Executive Director 
Les Lofquist to represent the IFCA members at this his-
toric event. Les was joined by Piedmont International 
University President Charles Petitt.

Report on the Ark
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IFCA International ED Les Lofquist recently preached at an 
outdoor evangelistic outreach to hotel workers in Venice, 
Italy for the Filipino Bible Church. About 100 people 
attended, half of them unsaved.

The Ayrshire Bible Church in Glasgow, Scotland 
is a BMW church plant which has been assisted 
by IFCA member Jonathan McPeters (third from 
right). Les Lofquist preached there recently and 
is pictured here with the leaders of the church.

The BMW European Field Conference met 
recently in Germany and 11 IFCA members 
were present, including 8 of the speakers 
and seminar presenters. IFCA International 
President of the Board Paul Seger is speaking 
in this meeting.

Fellowship News


