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By our Father’s promise we have life.
Psalm 119:50
“My comfort in my suffering is this:
Your promise preserves my life.”
We are blessed with Father’s renewing our hearts
and our spirits with His promises.
We are blessed with recalling the many times
that Father has been with us, has loved us, has taken care of us,
and has blessed us.
We are blessed with holding on to promises that He is making
to us from His word and from His Spirit.
We are blessed with deep understanding
that His words are our very life.
We are blessed with knowing that our faithful Father
is watching over His purposes that are not yet,
His promises await a future time or fulfillment.
We are blessed because we are renewed, refreshed,
and restored in our relationship with
Father and His faithfulness to us.
We pray this same blessing over you, our reader.

Adapted from Blessing Your Spirit, by Sylvia Gunter and Arthur Burk
© 2005 Published by The Father’s Business.
Used with permission.
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Forward
By
Rev. Alfred H. Ells, M.C.
Leaders That Last Ministries

Sometimes I think I have heard every story that can be told.
For thirty years I have carefully listened to the painful narratives of thousands of God’s people. I take note
of their deep inner thoughts and feelings all the while trying to hear God’s heart for them. It is difficult work yet
immensely rewarding – especially when the aching or searching soul experiences God’s marvelous touch.
I am a counselor. Trained as a marriage and family therapist I have a ministry to leaders called Leaders that
Last. I work with pastors and ministry leaders across the country helping them be healthy and grow healthy
ministries. This is how I came to know Roger and Gerri Taylor, two friendly and caring people who believe they are
called to a retreat ministry for leaders in Colorado. They called and I didn’t respond at first because I was so busy.
But they kept ‘bugging’ me until a staff member asked me to pray about whether I should return the call. I did and
it’s led to a long standing relationship with two wonderful and adventurous people who truly live the life and do the
work of Jesus.
As you know, life is difficult and committing to a life in Ministry is even more challenging. That’s what
makes the Taylor’s Glory Stories so appreciated and unique. Too often leaders keep their private lives hidden from
their public. They want to cultivate and maintain a public persona that says ‘we have it all together’ and have all the
answers. The research from Barna, Focus on The Family and Duke University among others tells a very different
story. Leaders are struggling with leading themselves, their families and their ministries.
Our Glory Stories is a powerfully transparent and realistic account of the struggles inherent in God’s call to
Him and others. Read the stories. Let them sink deeply into your inner being. They will help you see your heart
clearer and find God in your own circumstance. Be encouraged. Your Father has been there for the Taylor’s and
He will be there for you.
Rev. Alfred H. Ells, M.C.
Director
Leaders that Last Ministries™
www.leadersthatlast.org

INTRODUCTION
“The testimony of Jesus is the spirit of prophecy.” Rev. 19:10
Through the years in both formal and informal settings, large groups and small, we have shared our
testimonies. We have shared not just our salvation experiences, but also testimonies of the many and various things
God has done throughout our walk with Him. During these years, we have been encouraged to write our “stories.”
Neither one of us took this seriously until recently when the encouragement came from several different sources in
very quick succession. It is for this reason that we offer our “stories” humbly, hoping they will be a blessing and an
encouragement to build your faith and draw you closer to your Heavenly Father.
The testimony of Jesus is the spirit of prophecy. Rev. 19:10. This scripture is an important consideration for all who
read our glory stories.

Bill Johnson, pastor of Bethel Church in Redding, California, has helped us to see that

testimony, whether spoken or written, is the record of anything God has done. By nature it carries prophetic
anointing that when it is given, God’s Presence comes to duplicate what has just been shared. In other words as we
share or give testimony to the miraculous events Jesus has worked in our lives, that testimony carries with it the
power to reproduce itself.” We have been privileged to witness the reality of this truth up close and in person in
our own lives.
As you read on in this work, it is our heartfelt desire that you find life giving manna, encouragement, and
hope from our stories. This is a work in progress because we are a work in progress. Recently, a prophetic word
was spoken over us that “the best is yet to come, the BEST is yet to come!” So with hearts full of anticipation, we
put on the pages of this work what has come and we will all wait to see what is to come!
We bless you with our stories!

Roger and Gerri

BACKGROUND
Gerri and I were both born and raised in Orange, California in the mid-1940’s. We were born in the same
hospital and went to the same schools. We met while attending Orange High School. Neither of us was raised in a
Christian home, although Gerri was dropped off at Sunday school intermittently in her early years because she was
drawn to music and the choirs. We married September 29, 1963. Our daughter, Lisa, was born in 1964 and our
son, Matt, followed in 1967. We were a typical, worldly American family with no religious involvement. We were
miserable. Our honeymoon period was over in the first few months because the basis of our relationship was lust
and loneliness rather than love and commitment. We knew nothing about being a husband or a wife; absolutely
nothing about being a father or a mother.
I (Roger) quickly began looking outside our home for love and comfort. I was self-centered, angry, full of
fear, self-hatred, and shame. Our home was full of fear and tension because of my anger. Gerri worked hard to
make up for my inability to express love and affection to our children while struggling with her own deep pain of
rejection and hopelessness. She became a desperate co-dependent wife and mother.
family tragedy!
But then…our stories begin!

We were racing toward a

A Blessing
“I bless you with enough problems in life and God’s rescuing you from those problems that you no longer
fear problems because they become an opportunity for God to show Himself strong. I bless you with the blessing
that Daniel had of living so long with God and experiencing His faithfulness so many times that when he was in the
lion’s den, he was not overwhelmed with fear. I bless you with experiencing Father’s intervention so often and on
such profound levels that you are emotionally secure. I bless you with seeing Him do remarkable things to rescue
you, so that you can go before God’s people and share glory stories of what God did on your behalf and how He
rescued you from the trap of the enemy that was designed to destroy you.”

Excerpts and Adaptations from the book Blessing Your Spirit
From Blessing Your Spirit, © Sylvia Gunter and Arthur Burk
All rights reserved. Used by permission
www.thefathersbusiness.com
www.AmethystHealingConcepts.com
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~ Chapter 1 ~
MISERY, PAIN AND DEEP DESPAIR
By Gerri
I will waste no resource or circumstance to see mankind come to Me;
for I wish that all men might be saved. Father.
It was a cool morning in March 1973. The kids were off to school and Roger off to work. The livestock and
animals had all been fed and the beds made. I had dinner planned, so now what would I do with the rest of my day?
I was more than miserable, in a great deal of pain and deep despair. I needed desperately to have something to
think about besides all that. Perhaps I should saddle up our horse, Brandy, and ride for awhile. I thought about it
for a passing moment and decided I was just too lonely that morning to be by myself. I had recently taken up doing
some macramé as a hobby, so I decided to drive a few miles over to Corona, CA, where there was a craft store.
Perhaps I could get some new ideas or some different supplies. I put on some lipstick and checked my hair,
grabbed my purse and went out the door.
On my drive over to Corona, a feeling of depression and despair enveloped me. I was losing hope that
things would get better between Roger and me. We’d been married 10 years by this time. Lisa was 9 and Matt was
6. Roger had a good job and was being promoted well in the parks and recreation industry. I was proud of his
accomplishments, but he was always so angry and miserable. No matter how much I tried, I just simply could not
break through this huge wall of anger and rage. At that time in my life, I walked in such a victim spirit that I was
totally convinced the problem was mine. Fear ruled me from morning to night. I learned to walk on egg shells all
the time, and I wrongly taught my children to do the same. We had all learned to stay out of Dad’s way, and above
all, don’t make him mad!
In the car that morning, thoughts of suicide began to invade my mind. When I opened the door of my
mind and began to entertain those thoughts, my mind went wild. Back and forth the argument went. This would
certainly release Roger from the marriage. It would release me from my pain or so I thought, but what about my
children? What would they do and who would raise them? What about my ailing mother? What would something
like this do to her? After all she had literally climbed in the coffin emotionally with my Dad when he passed away in
September of 1963. She was so frail now both emotionally and physically. There was such an inner conflict of
thoughts and arguments, but that morning the devil was winning. I began to think about how I could pull it off.
My mind raced. Pills, I thought. That would certainly be an easy way. I could just drive out into the country, park
the car, say a little prayer for my family and say good bye to the pain and suffering. Never did I give one thought to
life hereafter, and had I carried out this plan, I would have been in far greater pain and suffering as I burned in Hell.
I didn’t even know to consider those thoughts. I was lost and didn’t even know it! I had been taken to Sunday
school a few times and sang in a children’s choir when I was growing up, but never had I heard the plan of salvation,
that Christ had died for me.
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I arrived in Corona with all these thoughts ravaging my mind. I pulled into a parking space on Main Street
near the craft store and got out of the car. While standing at the intersection crosswalk waiting for the light to
change, I noticed a petite woman with a huge wooden cross hanging around her neck standing next to me. I
distinctly remember thinking some pretty critical things about that cross necklace. We crossed the street together
and arrived simultaneously at the door to the craft store. The store was to open in just a few minutes. We waited.
I remember feeling very uncomfortable in this little woman’s presence, but I couldn’t figure out why. In a moment,
she opened the conversation. We chatted a bit about why we were both at the craft store and it turned out she was
there to purchase macramé supplies just as I was. I relaxed just a bit. The store clerk unlocked the door and we
went into the store both heading for the same department! We shopped for a few minutes when suddenly she
asked, “Hey, would you like to go next door for a cup of coffee with me?”
Stunned and not really knowing how to say no, I agreed.
We walked to the café next door and each ordered coffee. When the waitress left the table, Mickey began
the conversation by introducing herself. We made small talk for a few minutes, and before I knew it I was pouring
out my pain all over her! I couldn’t believe my ears, but I couldn’t stop my mouth either! About an hour later I had
shared about my marriage, my kids, my mother, and my entire life of pain, misery and despair. Then I gave her the
punch line certain that when she heard me say this she would excuse herself graciously and I would never see her
again!
“You know, Mickey,” I sobbed, “when I left home this morning I had decided that suicide was the best way
out of this mess, and I formed my plan of action on my way to the craft store this morning.”
“Oh Gerri,” she said calmly and with great resolve, “you don’t want to do that. I know such a better way to
be free.” She then held out her arms and put them up on the table with her palms up. There were several sets of
scars from razor blades from her wrists all the way up her forearms.
“I’ve tried suicide several times and I can tell you, IT DOES NOT WORK!”
Shocked nearly beyond words at what she’d just revealed to me I asked, “Well what does work then?”
“Jesus,” she said gently with tears rolling down her cheeks.
By this time we both were crying openly as we sat together in that café booth and the Holy Spirit was
looking down at us both just rejoicing! His conviction reached deep into my soul and I knew that this woman had
something very precious and I WANTED IT! I was absolutely starving for what she had!
Realizing that it was nearly time to pick up our kids from school, we decided to exchange addresses and
phone numbers so we could get together again and talk more.

We each took out napkins and wrote down our

contact information and exchanged the napkins across the table. Taken again by a surprise of the Holy Spirit, we
were shocked to see that we lived just one block apart in the same Norco neighborhood! Was this a God thing, or
what?
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We quickly departed to pick the children up from school and agreed upon a time to meet for coffee at her
house the next day. We left the Corona Café that day and both of us were different people. I could barely wait to
meet her the next morning.
I arrived at the agreed upon time. Her home was simple, but there was a love there in her kitchen that I had
never ever experienced in my life. It seemed to just come out of the walls. I noticed several Christian plaques in
her home. It didn’t take me long to realize that her faith was the center of her life and that of her family.
She poured me a cup of hot coffee and got right to the point! She explained the plan of salvation simply
and completely to me. Even a child could have understood what she told me. When she asked me if I would like
to ask Jesus into my heart that morning, I said, “You mean I can do it right here? I don’t have to be in a church
someplace to do this?”
“No,” she explained gently, “Jesus is ready to come into your heart right now. Are you ready to ask Him?”
My mind raced as I thought of all the events of the past 24 hours. Mickey had carefully explained that to
me as she shared the scriptures and her entire testimony with me to seal the point. The decision was now up to me.
Would I accept the Man who had died in my place on the cross just so that my sins could be forgiven, or would I
reject His invitation making excuses that I would consider it another day?
Since I have always been an all or nothin’ gal, it was a pretty natural response for me. I said, “Mickey, I do
want Jesus in my life, and if I can get some measure of peace and happiness in my life from making that decision
then let’s go for it. Tell me what to do next!”
On that March morning in 1973 in that tiny little kitchen, I gave my heart to Jesus. Mickey was right.
Everything in my life changed that day. Despair, pain and misery were superceded by my Heavenly Father’s love
and for the first time in my adult life, I felt peace.
“Except a man be born again, he cannot see the Kingdom of God...” John 3:3 KJV.
All humanity suffers in varying degrees and we suffer most when we are without God. Since it is His deep desire that no person should
perish, He will plan, organize, and confront each of us with His truth in varying ways so that we might find salvation in Him. He
offers hope for the hopeless; a home for the homeless; life for the lifeless; love for the loveless; family for the lonely; safety and security for the
fearful; a purpose for living; a plan for the future; and a Father who loves us unconditionally just as we are.
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~ Chapter 2 ~
PARK SUPERINTENDENT
By Roger
My unlimited favor is reserved in Heaven’s depository and
it is disbursed at My command. Father
In October of 1965 my tour of duty in the U. S. Air Force was over and I was honorably discharged. Gerri,
baby daughter, Lisa, and I moved from Sacramento, California, where I had been stationed back to our home town
of Orange, California. We moved in temporarily with Gerri’s mom who was a widow until I could find a job and
we could get a home of our own.
Our first morning back in Orange, I put on some nice clothes and went looking for work. A neighbor of
my parents had a plant nursery in town and I decided to stop and ask Bob if he could give me any direction about
work. Bob asked, “What kind of work are you looking for?”
I said, “Uncle Sam taught me how to paint, but I need a job. So, I’ll take anything I can find.”
Bob replied, “Go home and change your clothes. I can use you right now. Your brother, Mike, is just
down the street doing a landscape job for me and he needs some help.”
Home I went to change clothes and go find brother Mike. I worked with Mike doing landscape work, and I
also worked in the nursery selling and caring for the flowers, plants and trees. I fell in love with it, but in less than
two months business for Bob slowed down. He had to let me go.
Without my knowledge my mother-in-law who worked for the Mayor of the City of Orange called one of
her friends, John Cyprien. He was Director of Parks and Recreation for the city. He had an entry level Park
Caretaker position open. Jobs were hard to come by and there were long waiting lists, testing and interviews for
most civic government positions. John told Gerri’s mom, “Have Roger report for work Monday morning at
Orange City Park! He bypassed the list and all the procedures and hired me sight unseen! It was December 1965.
By 1973 I was a Park Foreman. I loved my work, and with the encouragement of my bosses in the
department I began attending night classes at the local junior college working on my AA degree. The Senior
Foreman left to take a better job. It was decided that the position would be filled from within the ranks. It was
generally accepted that I would get the promotion. I did not! The position was awarded to one of my best friends,
Jess Garcia. I was devastated!
Our Park Superintendent called all of us who had applied for the position into his office and announced the
news. He also handed me a note from the oral board we had interviewed with. Although I had placed #1 in the
interview process, the note indicated that I had been passed over because I was overqualified! But, it went on to say,
“Roger you should be a Park Superintendent within the next six months.”
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“What? That’s not possible! It takes a four year college degree to qualify to be a Park Superintendent and I
haven’t even finished my two year degree!”
I was very disappointed, so I began immediately looking for a promotion elsewhere.
The City of Pomona, California had a Park Supervisor’s job open. It was a slight step up from where I was, so I
went and applied and met the oral board. To my surprise, the same thing happened. I placed #1, but was denied
the position because I was overqualified!
During all this process, it was time for me to take my junior college transcript to Cal Poly Pomona where I
had planned to continue my education. I made an appointment with the head of the Ornamental Horticulture
Department for that purpose, or so I thought! Mr. Carter was very cordial in receiving me and when our business
was complete, I told him I was looking for a job promotion and asked if he was aware of any job opportunities in
our area. He said, “Roger, the City of Pomona has a Park Superintendent position open, but I don’t believe you
qualify for that yet.”
I thanked him and went on my way.
Just a few days later I arrived home from work and Gerri handed me an envelope addressed to me from the
City of Pomona! I opened it and inside was a job application and attached to the application was a business card
from Jack Hoxsey, Director of Parks and Recreation. Jack had been present for the oral interview I had done for
the Park Supervisor’s position. In the space on the job application titled Position Applied For, was typed Park
Superintendent!
I exclaimed, “What? I don’t qualify for this position. I don’t have my degree yet! What are they thinking?”
I had all kinds of excuses why I couldn’t apply for the position. Gerri quickly informed me that if I didn’t fill out
and return the application, she would!
She said, “Roger, Mr. Hoxsey is asking you to apply for the position. Don’t be silly. It’s an invitation! Go
for it!”
The next morning I mailed the completed application. I then received my scheduled time to meet the oral
board. While waiting for my appointment, I learned from the secretary that there were seventeen applicants. Some
were Directors of Parks and Recreation already. Some were Park Superintendents, but I was the only Foreman
applying! Wow, I thought! Still convinced that I wouldn’t get the job, I mused that this would be a good learning
experience for the future!
Soon it was my turn. Mr. Hoxsey came out to get me. He was extremely cordial and he seemed quite
excited. About what, I thought? He vigorously shook my hand and embraced my back with the other hand and he
said, “Rog, I have a surprise for you! I think you’re going to like it.”
We stepped through the door of the conference room and I could hardly believe my eyes. There sat John
Cyprien, my first boss from the City of Orange who had given me my Park Caretaker job!
He howled in laughter as did all the others. I’m quite certain it must have been because of the silly, shocked
look on my face! We had a great time during my interview and it was a very positive experience for the future
5

alright! To my total amazement, the future arrived the very next day when I received a call from Mr. Hoxsey
offering me the position of Park Superintendent for the City of Pomona, California!
Without any hesitation, I accepted. I was totally overwhelmed! My dream job was upon me and according
to industry standards, 10 years too early! Two weeks later I reported for work in my new office at City Hall. It was
October 1973.
Because I was not a Christian at this time, I didn’t understand God’s favor or God’s plan for my life. It
would be years later that I would look back upon situations like this and see the miraculous hand of God at work in
my life. He did have a plan for me; and although at this point I didn’t see it, it would not be long before I
discovered that plan.
“For I know the thoughts and plans that I have for you, says the Lord, thoughts and plans for welfare and peace and not for evil, to give
you hope in your final outcome. Jeremiah 29:11 AMP.
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~ Chapter 3 ~
THE APARTMENT EXPERIENCE
WHO IS THERE?
By Roger
I send angels on assignment where men fear to tread. Father
Although Gerri and I stayed together after our honeymoon season was over, my adulterous ways were in
full swing. I was always looking for love, attention and affection in all the wrong places. In 1973 I became the Park
Superintendent for the City of Pomona, California. My new office was in City Hall and it didn’t take long for me to
notice several very attractive women in the building. The devil created a perfect scenario. I was looking and many
of the women were looking! This created a tremendous amount of pressure in me that usually exploded at home.
Home was in my way! I finally gave in to the pressure and left Gerri and the kids and got an apartment. Wow, I
thought! Now I am free to enjoy what’s available and at my fingertips, or so I thought! What I had not counted on
was a praying wife at home!
One particular woman stood out to me because she was tall and beautiful. I was overwhelmed that she was
willing to be with me. I was too dumb to realize that we were using each other. Soon the day arrived when we
arranged to meet at my apartment. She was there on time and I invited her in, then closed the door and locked and
chained it behind me. This is important and you will see why as you read on. We talked together for awhile then
undressed and went to the bedroom. All the curtains were drawn closed and I thought it was very private and safe.
My thoughts drifted to ‘I can’t believe this is happening. What a dream.’ Passion rose quickly. Suddenly a shocking,
astounding, mind boggling thing happened. A deep, male voice with the volume turned up to the max shouted,
“YOU LOVE GERRI!!!” Needless to say, my private, safe, lust making experience was shattered! I jumped up to
punch this guy I perceived had somehow gained entrance to the apartment. I had been caught in my sin. Fear, guilt,
shame and anger were overwhelming emotions that flooded my soul. My automatic response was, ‘I’m gonna beat
this guy’s brains out!’ But where is he? WHO is he? He’s not here in the bedroom, so he must be in the living
room. When I investigated I found that he was not there either! I checked the front door lock and chain. They
remained as I had left them…locked and chained!
I then heard my companion say, “What’s the matter?”
I’m not certain what I said to her, but I wandered in bewilderment back to the bedroom. Confused and
really beside myself I could not figure out what had just happened. In a few moments it happened again! The same
strong, male voice nearly burst my ear drums this second time. I swear that the windows in that tiny apartment
must have rattled! “YOU LOVE GERRI!” Again I jumped up frantic to find this guy! I ran and looked in the
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closets, in the bathroom and behind the furniture. I looked out the windows. I looked everywhere! Nothing, I
found nothing. Absolutely nothing!
Time seemed to stand still in those next minutes that followed. Suddenly when I came to myself and back
to reality, I was standing in the living room facing the wall and the wall phone. There was this overwhelming
‘knowing’ inside me that I had to call Gerri and ask if I could come home! I looked around at the front door. It
was unlocked and unchained.

My companion had left the apartment and I didn’t even know she had departed!

Obviously she had not heard the voice, or perhaps she heard something else. In those defining moments, she must
have thought I’d lost my mind and it was time to quickly take her exit.
I turned back to the phone, dialed home. Gerri answered. I suddenly found myself asking, “Hon, can I
come home?” Her answer was immediate and sure. “Of course you can come home.”
I did not know that Gerri had become a Christian the same year that I became Park Superintendent. I also
did not know that God had already prepared her heart for the day that I would return. I do believe that it was her
prayers for me that brought God’s miraculous intervention into my adulterous world and more specifically into that
tiny apartment that day. I believe she prayed me home.
Some might say a holy God would never step into an adulterous apartment situation to rescue an unsaved
person. What we learned from this situation is that Father God loves even the vilest of sinners and isn’t afraid to
send His Son to the rescue.

We also learned that Jesus never cleans His fish before He catches them! He just

gently reels them in and turns their entire world upside down!
My born again, salvation experience with Jesus would come in August of 1976.
Matthew 18:12-14 NLT: “If a shepherd has one hundred sheep, and one wanders away and is lost, what will he do? Won’t he leave
the ninety-nine others and go out into the hills to search for the lost one? And if he finds it, he will surely rejoice over it more than over
the ninety-nine that didn’t wander away! In the same way, it is not my heavenly Father’s will that even one of these little ones should
perish.”
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~ Chapter 4 ~
ROGER’S SALVATION
A HEATHEN MEETS JESUS FACE TO FACE!
By Roger
“Man will look for a method when I look only for the man.” Father
It was 1968. I met Mike O’Brien in my first night class in the Ornamental Horticulture Department at
Fullerton Junior College. We were in classes together for five years. Soon after meeting Mike, we became best of
friends. Mike and his wife, Joyce, and Gerri and I spent a great deal of time together. We really enjoyed each
others’ company. I can’t recall when I discovered that Mike and Joyce were Christians. It was probably in one of
Mike’s Irish moments when he was determined to see his best friend saved! To me, it didn’t seem to matter that
they were or were not Christians. We just plain had a great time together!
While Gerri and I were separated, Mike and Joyce invited me over for supper. I accepted. After all, Joyce
had offered to fix Mexican Food, my very favorite. The afternoon of our supper date Joyce went out to buy fresh
tortillas for our feast. At a major highway intersection the traffic signal turned green for Joyce and she proceeded
across the intersection. Someone coming down the highway from her left ran the red light and hit Joyce in the
driver’s door of her car at about 60 MPH. The force of the impact threw her car across the intersection and
wrapped it around a utility pole. She was very badly injured and her injuries were life threatening.
When I got the call from Mike, I went straight to the emergency room at the hospital. Just when I arrived
the doctor came to Mike with the news that Joyce had only a 50/50 chance to survive. The reports indicated she
was broken everywhere! The call to prayer went out! The first few hours were very touch and go, but soon she
began responding to treatment. We were all about to see a miracle.
Not only did Joyce live, but miraculously in three week’s time she left the hospital! She was on crutches, but
she was on her way to recovery. Because her pelvis had been crushed, Mike and Joyce were told she should never
become pregnant. They had no children at the time and this was a crushing blow to both of them. Joyce spent
several long months in recovery, but day by day it was obvious we were witnessing a magnificent work by the Lord.
Then the surprise came to us all. Joyce discovered she was pregnant! Shortly after word of the pregnancy came,
doctors discovered a tumor on Joyce’s pituitary gland. Radiation would be necessary, but doctors warned that the
baby would be mal-formed and most likely be still born. Abortion was recommended. Mike and Joyce immediately
said, “Absolutely not. We will pray for this pregnancy and for a healthy baby.” The second question was, would
her pelvis be able to support the weight of a full pregnancy?
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An orchestrated contingency of prayer warriors went to battle and a few months later a very healthy Shaun
Michael O’Brien was born weighing around 8 lbs!
I have shared all this about Mike, Joyce and Shaun O’Brien because they are key players in my salvation
story. When Shaun was but weeks old, Mike and Joyce arranged his dedication service in their home church. Mike
called and asked if I would come with Gerri and the kids to Shaun’s dedication. By this time in our marriage history,
Gerri had become a Christian and I had become more than an anti-Christian! When Mike asked me to go to church
for ANY reason it made me angry, really angry, but for some unexplainable-in-the- natural reason I said, “OK.”
The Sunday morning came. I got out of bed angry. We met the O’Brien’s for breakfast at a favorite little
restaurant of theirs before church. I was a very unhappy camper. Inside I was screaming to myself, “Let’s just get
this over with.” The closer to church time, the more upset I got. When we arrived at their church and started in
from the parking lot, I was literally shaking inside. Then I saw him. A huge man who towered over me was
standing at the door greeting people. To my total disgust, he was HUGGING people! My first reaction was, “Not
ME,” but I quickly thought, what can I do with someone THAT big? So I let him hug me but only for a brief
moment!
Inside the sanctuary I naturally wanted to sit in the very back row near the door, however the O’Brien’s
moved up the center aisle with Gerri and the kids following close behind. Near the second or third row from the
front, they stepped aside and let me go in first!
“Great. That’s just great”, I whispered under my breath. I was steaming inside and I was looking for the
closest escape route. I was now near the aisle on the right side of the sanctuary with one elderly couple between me
and aisle to my right. The service started. It was your typical Sunday morning service except for Shaun’s dedication.
I was quite distracted. My focus was, I WANT OUT OF HERE! I do remember that as the dedication part of the
service began there was not a dry eye in the congregation including mine! I was crying along with everyone else and
I couldn’t stop. That made me even more angry! I was about to explode when Pastor Bill began to sing the Gaither
song, “There’s Just Something About That Name.” The lyrics pierced me. “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, there’s just
something about that name. Master, Savior, Jesus, like the fragrance after the rain.” As he sang the last notes of the
song, I was ready to bolt. Then from the pulpit he said, “I prepared a message for this morning, but it seems there
is no need to deliver it in light of the miraculous message right before our eyes in this miracle baby! All I can say to
you is “if there is anyone here this morning that doesn’t know Jesus…” That’s all I heard because I blew my cork!
I’m out of here! Rage took over. I pushed down the elderly couple into the pew on my right and made my way one
step into the aisle. I turned toward the back door trying desperately to again locate my escape route and the way to
what I surely thought was my freedom. In that one single step, the Lord froze my feet to the floor. In an instant
my rage was gone and the most overwhelming sense of love I had ever experienced engulfed me. At that same
instant, I personally met the man, Jesus. I could see Him and feel Him embracing me. It was the most precious,
life giving moment of my entire life. For the first time in my life I felt fully loved and accepted. I looked back over
my shoulder and saw Pastor Bill with his eyes fixed on me and his arms outstretched towards me. Instantly the
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Lord released my feet from the floor, and I turned and literally ran to Bill. We threw our arms around each other. I
sobbed and sobbed all over his new pin-striped suit! Pain out and love in!
Gerri, my children, Lisa and Matt, and the O’Brien’s were all overwhelmed at the miracle they had just
witnessed. After all, it’s not everyday that you get to see an adulterous, rageaholic stopped dead in his tracks and
supernaturally born again!
Later that evening, I learned that Gerri’s pastor in another city had stopped in his morning sermon; and,
being totally directed by the Holy Spirit, Pastor Bruce Taylor engaged his entire congregation in prayer for ME! It
was at the exact moment that I was gloriously saved!
How can I ever thank all those who were praying for me? I committed my entire life to Jesus that day!
There has never been any question in my mind that my salvation was totally a miracle. Even though I wasn’t
looking for Him, Jesus had me in His sights all the time. There IS just something about that name!
“Isaiah dared to speak out these words of God:
People found and welcomed Me who never so much as looked for Me. And I found and welcomed people who had never even
asked about Me.”
Isaiah 10:20 The Message.
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~ Chapter 5 ~
ADDENDUM TO ROGER’S SALVATION
By Roger
“When Kingdom timing is synchronized, every road leads to My desired haven.” Father
For a couple of years prior to my salvation, Gerri and I desired to move to Mississippi. This was mainly my
desire because for me it felt like home. Both sides of my family were from Mississippi, and the few times I visited
there while growing up, I loved it. I especially loved Grandma and Grandpa Taylor’s farm in the country. We let
the family in Mississippi know that I was looking for a job and that we desired to move there. We used my vacation
time to drive there and look for work. A State Park Manager’s job came open, and a cousin made arrangements for
me to meet the “right” man. I didn’t have enough water management experience for the position. So without other
options, we decided to sell our house and move. I would find a job when we got there.
The year was 1976 and the housing market in Southern California was booming. Our next door neighbors
put their house up for sale by owner and scheduled an open house. They had people standing in line to make an
offer. They sold immediately! We didn’t find this unusual because of the way the market was moving at the time.
In our opinion our property was a bit more prime. It was a half an acre on a corner hilltop! We had made many
improvements; we had a better view; our asking price was comparable; yet, no one would even make an
appointment to see it! Our question was, “What is going on?” I can’t find a job in Mississippi and now we can’t
sell our house when demand for property in our area was very high. What’s up with this? God has something up
His sleeve; His own plan complete with a few miracles thrown in!
After church on the Sunday morning I got saved, we spent some time with Mike and Joyce and Pastor Bill.
My life had been totally turned upside down. It was like beginning life all over again. I was thirty three and now
Gerri and I were both Christians. Where does life go from here?
We finished our visit with the O’Brien’s, and Gerri, the kids and I drove home. When we walked in the
door, the phone was ringing. It was our realtor. While we were at church she had shown and sold our house! Wait!
There is more! She had sold it for $4,000 more than we had been asking, and she wanted to come over immediately
to sign the papers!

With that step, we realized that we were moving to Mississippi!

We were absolutely

overwhelmed with all that had happened that day - the joy, excitement and the wonder of it all! Even the children
joined in as we all celebrated the events of the day. But wait! There is more!
About 5 pm that evening, the phone rang again. It was my Uncle Joe Taylor from Jackson, Alabama. He
was the Field Superintendent for a small oil company in Jackson. He said, “Roger I have a job for you if you want
it!”
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I didn’t even have time to think about it. Excitedly I said, “Yes, Joe. I do want it.”
“OK”, he said, “you’ll be working for me as a pumper in the oil field in the swamp. When can you be
here?”
I had never been in a swamp in my life. I did not have a clue what an oil field looked like and I certainly
didn’t know what a pumper’s job was all about. None of that mattered! I was one happy, free man. I had no
difficulty at all the next morning calling my secretary, Najla, into my office and dictating my letter of resignation as
the Park Superintendent for the City of Pomona, California. Two weeks later I flew on to Alabama to begin my
new career while Gerri and the kids packed and waited for final closing on the California house. One month later I
returned and we put the children on a flight to Alabama while Gerri and I drove the U-Haul truck across country to
our new life.
My long term goal, my dream job, was to be a Park Superintendent. I had attained that goal and about 10
years ahead of my plan. I loved my job from 1973 to 1976. I absolutely loved it. However on August 22, 1976, all
that suddenly changed.

On that Sunday morning I met Jesus! Early that afternoon, our house sold, and that

evening I landed a job in Alabama! OK, Alabama is not Mississippi, but for us it seemed pretty close! We arrived
in Jackson, Alabama in the Fall of 1976 ready and eager to begin our new lives as Christians!
Genesis 12:1 NLT: “Then the Lord told Abram, “Leave your country, your relatives, and you father’s house, and go to the land that
I will show you.”
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~ Chapter 6 ~
OUR MOVE FROM CALIFORNIA TO ALABAMA
By Roger
“Life is love and love is life and I am both.” Father
While I began my new job as a pumper in the oil field of South Alabama, Gerri and the kids were in
California packing and waiting for final closing on the sale of our home. I began looking for our new home in
Jackson. My Uncle Joe gave me the name of his realtor; and, as I remember it, I bought the first place she showed
me. Shortly Gerri’s call came. All was ready and we scheduled my flight to California for the move.
While we drove across the country, we had so much to talk about! There was a new life, a new start, a new
home, a new job. We must acclimate to the new weather; and, of course, we would have to learn a new language!
The Southern drawl would take on new meaning to us! We would have to learn to slow our life down from the fast
pace of Southern California! We were eager to have the Taylor family, aunts, uncles and cousins, within a two hour
drive. And finally, there were new hopes and new dreams. Can we really put past sin behind us?
Gerri was very excited about our new home even though she hadn’t seen it. Some had said she was crazy to
allow me to buy something like a home sight unseen. She trusted me to make the right decision. It was in an
upscale neighborhood and much nicer than what we left behind in California.
During our many hours of discussion while driving across country, I brought up something that had been
bothering me. I asked Ger, “How do we find a church home?” This was a new experience for me. I’d never had a
church home before and I was a brand new Christian. I also knew that as a family we needed a church home, but I
didn’t have a clue how to go about finding one.
Gerri, being the senior Christian of the family (she was 3 yrs old!) said, “As we get settled, we will look in
the phone book for churches and go and visit until God shows us where He wants us.”
That sounded good to me, and I was satisfied. But, out of my mouth came the following, “Well, I know
one thing for sure. I’m not going to be no stiff necked, stuffed shirt Baptist!”
Now I have absolutely no idea where that came from or why! It would, however, prove to be important
very soon!
We moved into our new home and the kids started new schools. I was working shift work in the swamp.
One day while I was on shift, Gerri had a visitor. It was Pastor Jerry Gibson from First Baptist Church!! He came
to welcome us to the community and invite us to his church!!!! Little did he know of the profound statement I had
made earlier about becoming a Baptist! He shared his testimony with Gerri and while he was talking, the Lord
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spoke to her and said, “I want you to share all your testimony with this pastor.” Gerri argued and said, “But Lord,
don’t you realize this is the BAPTIST pastor?”
The Lord repeated His instruction to her, so when Bro. Jerry asked her to share her testimony, she
swallowed hard and shared everything as she had been instructed to do. She felt sure that by sharing that she had
been born again and then baptized in the Holy Spirit that this pastor’s interest in our participation in his church
would come to an abrupt end. To her great surprise, Brother Jerry said, “Gerri, I’ve not had that experience in my
life, but I know this. We have one common denominator, and His name is Jesus. If we can keep Him the focus,
we can work together for the cause of Christ! I’d like to come back and meet Roger when he is off shift, if that’s
ok.”
That evening when I got home, Gerri shared with me the details of Bro. Jerry’s visit, and how kind and
loving he was, and that he wanted to come back and meet me.
When I went off shift, Bro. Jerry came just as he said he would. I was prepared with hours and hours of, “I
said, he said” excuses and explanations and exhausting mind games of how to say thanks but no thanks! The door
bell rang! Gerri answered the door and invited Bro. Jerry in. I took a deep breath from the other room and walked
to the living room with all intentions of being friendly and warm, but somehow escaping the trap of his invitation.
Little did I know that I was stepping into another one of God’s miraculous interventions in my life! I turned the
corner and stepped into the room and there was Bro. Jerry. Our eyes met across the room and it happened in an
instant! An overwhelming love for this total stranger hit me like a ton of bricks! He smiled his warm, loving smile
and reached out and shook my hand, but didn’t know that he was shaking my heart! I was beside myself! I had
never had such an experience before. It was amazingly like the overwhelming love I had experienced with Jesus at
my salvation. I knew immediately that something miraculous was at work with Bro. Jerry and me. Before a word
was spoken, I knew we had our first church home!
Bro. Jerry took me under his wing and began to disciple me. He baptized Gerri, the children, and I and
loved us to life. He and his wife, Sharon, are still dear friends today - thirty years later!
So much for my godless vow of what I will or will not become ~ will or will not do!
I was looking for a church home, but Father had bigger plans. He was bringing me a spiritual father, a mentor to teach me that I
belong to God; to run from evil things; to follow what is right and good; to pursue a Godly life along with faith, love, perseverance and
gentleness.
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~ Chapter 7 ~
THE ALABAMA SWAMP
MY CO-PILOT IS FEAR
By Roger
“Fear holds no power when love comes near.” Father
Being born and raised in the City of Orange in Southern California, I was used to paved streets, sidewalks,
street lights and traffic. The only swamp I knew anything about was the one I saw in the movies when I was a kid.
Most of those swamps had monsters and snakes and the like. I don’t know why our favorite thing to do on
Saturday was walk to the local movie house and see the latest release in monster movies!
I was 33 years old and my new job was in the South Alabama oilfields IN THE SWAMP! I was a brand
new Christian, I knew nothing about the oil field or my job as a pumper there and this was weird! I worked days
during my two week training period. Beginning week three, the first shift on my own, came NIGHTS! We worked
12 hour shifts day and night. During the day shift there were a lot of people around but at night the company had
only two pumpers, one assigned to each of the two tank batteries. Our responsibility was to keep the system
running. Should the system develop a problem and shut down, we were to isolate the problem, repair it and get the
system up and running ASAP. Oil production was the name of the game. Every hour of downtime cost the
company dollars.
Our two tank batteries were miles apart in the swamp. Although we had radios and a direct phone line, we
were essentially alone during the night shift. Every two hours we had to leave the tank battery and drive out to each
well location. We were to make certain that each well was operating properly. Since our pumps were down hole
hydraulic pumps, we had to get out of the truck and put our hand on the pipes which would tell us if the pump was
stroking properly or not. This was pretty straight forward procedure except for one thing – the part about getting
out of the truck! You see, this city boy was scared beyond belief! Snakes, gators, swamp creatures, and animals of
all kinds were there with eyes looking back at you from the woods when we would shine our big flash lights out
there or the head lights of the pickup peered into the blackness! No street lights here! We encountered eerie fog,
haze, moss hanging from the trees, and thunder storms that made you feel like Heaven was falling to earth! Did I
mention that it was dark? More than once my childhood monsters came out of the bushes alongside the road and
stood in front of me! I prayed and hard! I was so afraid that I would drive the truck with all doors locked as close
as possible to the door of the control room so that in one step I could jump out of the truck and into the safety of
the control room, slamming the door and locking it before something could eat me! This was torment!
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On one unforgettable night shift I went out in the tank battery at 4 am to take the readings for my report. I
was wearing a short-sleeved shirt and carrying a clipboard and plumb bob. Climbing the stairs to the cat walk
attached to the large 3,000 barrel oil tank, I turned right and walked to the dead end of the catwalk. I opened the
hatch on the top of the tank, laid my clipboard down and began lowering the plumb bob down into the tank to
measure the production level. As I was doing that, suddenly something slapped me on my bare right arm! I yelled,
which of course no one heard, and promptly dropped the expensive plumb bob into the oil tank. My next
immediate response was to jump to my right. Fortunately there was a safety rail there or I would have landed on
the concrete slab many feet below. My heart was pounding out of my chest. I could not breathe. Suddenly that
something hit me on my arm again! This time I caught a flash of it out of the corner of my eye. “Oh no,” I
exclaimed! It was the rag I had put in my back pocket to wipe off the plumb bob after taking my readings! The
wind had whipped it around and hit my arm twice! I was so relieved and at the same time so ashamed, angry and
tormented.
I had, by this time, been in the swamp about two months, and there had been several more fearful
encounters to go along with the constant fear of just being there. I was on night shift again. The night was very
foggy. It was 4 am and time for readings! One of these readings was from the salt water disposal well that was
about 150 yards from the control room. I picked up my flash light and clipboard, went to the door of the control
room and unlocked it. I took a deep breath and jerked the door open and nearly off its hinges! I grabbed the door
of the truck, jerked it open and jumped in. I slammed the truck door and locked it! With my heart racing and my
breathing very rapid, I started the truck and began slowly moving toward the salt water well. I could barely see the
road for the fog. I would have to ‘find my way.’ I only went a few feet. I stopped the truck and yelled into the
night, “I can’t do this anymore! I can’t do this ANYMORE! Lord Jesus I cannot live in this tormenting fear one
more moment! You have to help me now or I am out of here!”
I sat for a few minutes and tried to calm down. Then I went brain dead! I backed the truck up to my
parking place, picked up my flashlight and clipboard, took a deep breath and got out of the truck. Instead of
jumping into the control room, I walked in front of the truck and faced in the direction of the salt water well. Over
there somewhere in the dark, in the heavy fog and in the weeds was where I needed to go! “How, Lord?”
After a few moments I said out loud, “Lord Jesus, it is now or never. Either You go with me to that salt
water well or I quit today.”
I somehow took one step forward, then another, then another. Faster now I moved with a bit more
determination. Then it hit me. My co-pilot is gone! “I am not afraid! I am not afraid,” I exclaimed into the dark. I
yelled and yelled with joy and excitement over the victory Jesus had given me! When I got to the well I realized I
hadn’t even turned on my flashlight!
Lord, what a wonder You are! I was never afraid in the swamp again!
Fear must be removed if the power of faith is to be realized.
“But perfect love casteth out fear.” I John 4:18 KJV
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~ Chapter 8 ~
MY ANGEL STORY
By Roger
“Destruction may seem imminent but My power to save is omnipresent.” Father
The state of Alabama has two major rivers that run from north to south. The one on the west side of the
state is the Tombigbee River, and the one on the east side is the Alabama River. These two large rivers merge just a
few miles north of Mobile, Alabama, to form one huge river that flows into Mobile Bay and then the Gulf of
Mexico. The oil field where I worked as a pumper is located about 60 miles upstream from the Gulf in the “v” that
is formed by these two rivers converging together. Work crews were transported to the field in the summer months
by truck, approximately 25 miles from Jackson, Alabama. During this time, river levels were typically low and the
roads were open and accessible. However, in the winter months the rivers usually flooded and high water
conditions made the roads impassible. During these months we used crew boats on the flooded rivers to reach the
oil field. Conditions were dangerous on the high water rivers. There were ocean going tugs and barges on these
rivers which ran in all types of weather; good and bad, foggy and clear! Winter temperatures were bone chilling and
often near the freezing mark. The water temperature was low enough that anyone getting dunked could quickly
suffer from hypothermia. It is in this wintertime setting that my angel story took place.
I was working day shift. It had been a long day and I was eager to see the end of the shift. All the guys at
Tank Battery #2 headed towards the two crew boats that sat at the dock on the river. We began the nine mile trip
down the Alabama River headed for Tank Battery #1 to pick up the rest of the crew. The air was especially cold
that evening. I was longing for home, a hug from Gerri and the kids and a long, hot shower. My Uncle Joe was
the Field Superintendent and was operating the larger of the two crew boats. He headed away from the dock at #1
and down the river. The guys and I in the smaller boat fell in behind. We were headed down river a couple of
miles to a cut off that would take us across the swamp to the Tombigbee River where we would turn upriver to the
landing we used as a base for the boats. This cut off saved us several miles and a great deal of time. We hadn’t
gone very far from Tank Battery #1 when the motor on our boat sputtered and quit! Water in the gas tank was a
constant problem in the damp swamp. While this was not an unusual occurrence, it was getting late, it was now
very cold, the river was raging and we could not allow ourselves to drift by the cut off. If we missed that turn in
the river we would drift all the way to Mobile, and it would be very difficult for others to find us. It didn’t take long
for an air of concern to begin surfacing amongst the crew! Amid all the turmoil, we all were very mindful of the
extreme danger of the ocean-going tugs and barges that they push. They could run over our little boat and never
know it!
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As a couple of the guys began working on the engine problem, I got on the marine radio and called the May
Day to our other boat. They were now around a bend in the river and out of sight. There was only silence on the
radio. No response! I called again. No response! We all became aware that we were on our own with nightfall
quickly approaching. What do we do now? We all agreed we could not drift by the cut off! Buster, the electrician,
and I got out of the enclosed cab and stood on the front deck of the boat in hopes that we could grab something
hanging over the bank of the river that would give us a place to tie off until we could get the engine running.
Shortly, we both grabbed overhanging branches and then realized that the current was too swift and the boat too
heavy for us to do any good. Just as we both were about to let go of the branches or be pulled into the water,
Buster’s branch broke. Whack! It hit me square in the back. Into the frigid waters I went. I was drawn fully under
the surface of the water. The shock of the very cold temperatures took my breath. I quickly bobbed to the surface
with my cap and glasses still firmly in their right place. My mind was racing with all the circumstances. I was in
danger. I was wet and cold. I had on long underwear, winter clothes, heavy boots, and my new down filled jacket,
all of which were now totally water soaked. The crew boat engine wasn’t running. It was now drifting backwards
downstream and out of sight. My good friend and supervisor, Larry Godwin, was screaming from the boat, “Are
you alright? Rog, are you alright?” Larry was in full panic mode because just one year earlier he had been present
when an employee had drowned on the company site. What pain and panic he must have been experiencing as he
thought he was reliving the nightmare and that once again the river might claim another victim.
Suddenly I realized that I still had a firm grip of the tree branch I had grabbed before I went into the water.
I heard Larry yelling and I yelled back. I assured him I was OK. “I’m a good swimmer and I will be alright,” I
hollered. The boat disappeared around the bend and I turned my heart to my Best Friend. “Lord, what do I do
now? Do I get out of these heavy wet clothes and make an attempt to swim towards the boat or do I just hold on to
this branch?”
The branch I was holding was the tree top of a small sapling that had fallen over the bank when the river
had risen to wash away the bank’s soil. I made the decision that although the top of the bank was about eight feet
above me, I would try to pull myself up this little sapling to the top of the bank. I began inching my way up and got
about half way when the roots broke and dropped me back into the frigid river water. The tree was still attached to
the bank and I still had a firm grip on it. I couldn’t give up, so I tried again only to get the same result. Down again
I went back into the water and still holding on for dear life! Where is the boat now, I wondered? Did they miss the
cut off? By this time, I am really cold. Again I asked, “Lord, what should I do?”
While considering all my options, suddenly I heard something in the woods above me. I looked up and to
my utter surprise two men in camouflaged hunting clothes were looking down over the bank right at me! They
both extended their rifles down to me. I took hold and they lifted me up out of the water, wet clothes, boots and all
and stood me firmly on the ground! I immediately asked “Where did you guys come from? How did you know
where I was?”
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They said, “We were in the swamp hunting and heard all the yelling and commotion and decided we’d better
come and see what the problem was.”
The next instant I heard my friend, Larry, yelling. “I’m coming, Rog. I’m coming!” Realizing he was
behind me running along the river bank and not in the boat, I turned around to face him as he was laboring at a full
run towards me along with Buster, the electrician, close behind.
While running full speed, Larry ripped off his winter jacket and he had it extended out in front of him. He
almost knocked me down as he wrapped the jacket around me and held me embraced tightly in his arms, hoping his
body heat would stop my shaking. Hypothermia had already begun to set in, and I was having difficulty forming
any words and getting them out!
Larry exclaimed, “How did you get up that bank?”
I replied, “Those two hunters picked me up out of the water.”
Larry thinking I must be hallucinating said, “What two hunters?”
I turned back around to face them and to my total shock and amazement, THEY WERE GONE! As
quickly as they had appeared, they had disappeared!
I turned to Larry and Buster and said, “They were right here when you yelled at me. I was talking with them
when I heard you yell at me! I could see you and you could see me and they were right here, I swear, they were
right here!”
With a puzzling look, Larry said, “Rog, Buster and I didn’t see anyone with you. We didn’t see anybody but
you.”
It was totally impossible for Larry and Buster not to have seen the two men who rescued me. There were
no large trees or bushes to block the view along that river bank. It was not dark, and we were all very close together.
Even dressed in the camo, when the hunters moved, Larry and Buster should have been able to distinguish the
movement as they walked away!
As I pondered this later, I realized two normal men could not have lifted me with ease up out of the river
and stood me on my feet on the ground. I am 6 foot 4 inches tall and weigh over 200 lbs without clothes. I have
no idea what I must have weighed soaking wet in all those clothes, but it was well over 200 lbs! I am absolutely
convinced that My Heavenly Father sent in reinforcements.

How did they know exactly where I was over that

bank and down in the river? How could they possibly have walked up to the EXACT spot on that bank and looked
over to find me in the river? How could they have lifted all my weight and the weight of my soaking clothes up so
high to the top of that bank in one motion and then just DISAPPEAR into the woods without being seen by
anyone but me?
Thank You Father for angels on assignment!
“For He will give His angels [especial] charge over you to accompany and defend and preserve you in all your ways [of obedience
and service]. Psalm 91:11 AMP
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~ Chapter 9 ~
A MOVE FROM THE SWAMP
By Roger
“When your desires become My desires, mountains move
to make a way where there seems to be no way.” Father
By 1978 I had been working in the swamp of South Alabama for about eighteen months. I was growing in
the Lord by leaps and bounds, much of it thanks to Bro. Jerry’s discipleship. My hunger for the Word of God was
insatiable. I was working twelve hour shifts, seven days on and seven days off. Some would say that’s a dream job.
You only work six months out of the year! That’s true but I wasn’t happy because I couldn’t be active in church
like I wanted to be. This was my first church and I wanted more of it! I began looking for a regular Monday –
Friday day job. I put out that word at church and had a few opportunities present themselves but they did not seem
right. We kept praying.
My seven days off came to an end and I went on day shift. I reported to the swamp as usual to start my
shift. When I got to the control room at Tank Battery #2 my friend, Larry Godwin who was now Field
Superintendent was there. We exchanged greetings and then he said, “Have you heard about the reorganization of
the company and the new job assignments?”
I said, “No. Nobody said anything to me.”
He replied, “Go take a look at the bulletin board. It’s posted there.”
I went and looked, and here before my eyes was a complete overhaul of our entire organization. New crews,
new job assignments, new hours; everything was new. There was one major problem for me. My name was
nowhere to be found on the list! I turned to Larry and said, “You forgot something, didn’t you?”
He said, “What?”
I said, “Me!”
He laughed and said, “No, Rog.”
My immediate response was anger because I immediately thought I was about to be out of a job. One more
shift and I’m done with nothing to go to! Oh ye of little faith! Not once did it dawn on me that the Lord was
answering my prayer for a new job! I yelled at Larry, “Why didn’t someone tell me while I was off so I could be
trying to find another job!”
Larry laughed again and said, “Calm down. Stop by the office tonight on your way home. Charlie wants to
talk to you.”
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That helped a little, but I couldn’t get past the fact that my name wasn’t on the new job list along with
everyone else’s.
Charlie Haynes was the corporation’s new Vice President in charge of field operations. He had been with us
a few months and we all had met him. The complete change of our field operations was all his doing. I did what I
was told and went by the office on my way home that eventful night.

Even though it was after office hours,

Charlie was there. I went in and he warmly greeted me and asked me to sit down. He said, “Roger, what do you
think of the new work schedule for our field crews?”
I said, “Well, Charlie I really like it except for one thing.”
He said, “What’s that?”
I sucked it up and said, “My name isn’t on the list!”
Like Larry, Charlie laughed and said, “That’s because after this shift is over, you are going to be working for
me here in the office!” He continued, “If it sits well with you, I want you to be our new Office Manager. I’m
moving the current Office Manager to another position and I think your background and experience makes you the
right man for the job. You’ll go on salary with a nice raise; you’ll have your own pickup and you’ll work regular
office hours Monday through Friday. How does that sound to you?”
I thought I would explode! I couldn’t begin to believe my ears! I was overwhelmed, and did I mention a bit
excited! I couldn’t wait to leave the office and drive home so I could shout and praise God! I asked for a new job
and He answered and made provision for every detail. In the natural I was expecting Him to move me to another
company; but instead He brought in a new Vice President to completely reorganize the entire southern operations
of the company, create a new position in the company for the existing Office Manager and promote me out of the
swamp!
Charlie and I became good friends. We worked well together although I had to draw firm, healthy
boundaries because he was a workaholic and at first that was his expectation of me. I remember well our discussion
one day when I said, “Charlie, God is first in my life, my family is second and this job is third. I’m glad to work the
hours you have given me, but my personal time belongs to God and to my family. I gained his respect by setting a
healthy boundary. We worked well together until June 1982 when the Lord spoke clearly to me to quit my job and
step out into full time ministry.
Over the years in my walk with God I have had to repeatedly draw healthy boundaries in order to build and
then preserve intimacy with my Father. As I keep myself focused on His desires for my life, intimacy is easily
realized.
Psalm 37:3-5 NLT: “Trust in the Lord and do good. Then you will live safely in the land and prosper.
Take delight in the Lord and He will give you your heart’s desires. Commit everything you do to the Lord. Trust
Him and He will help you.”
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~ Chapter 10 ~
GOD’S CALL
By Roger
“At times I will reveal My will; I instruct in My way;
but I withhold My time until it is right and ripe.” Father
By July 1979 I was pretty well settled in my job as Office Manager for the oil company and Gerri and I were
fully involved at our church. We taught Sunday School and Training Union, sang in the choir, participated in
visitation every week, were there early to set up and always stayed late to tear down and clean up. Gerri was the
Director of Children’s Choir. We were driven and didn’t know it! Our performance was feeding our need to be
needed! At the time we were loving it but not realizing that our children and our family life were taking a back seat
to our service for the Lord.
In July of every year there was an opportunity for Sunday School teachers to go for a week of training at
Ridgecrest Conference near Ashville, NC. Gerri and I jumped at the opportunity when the invitation came. We
were really excited. Most of our good friends were going. It would be our first time for ‘official training.’ The
teaching was good; the mountain setting was awesome; the food was great; the ice cream fellowship after each
evening service was special! We were having a wonderful time. During the week, one of our best friends
surrendered to full time ministry. I was very tempted, but I wasn’t sure. I started praying, “God are You calling me
or is this just my desire?” No direct answer came, but this drawing would not leave me.
The last evening service was over and as usual we all went to the ice cream shack and had our final
fellowship time. Butter pecan and chocolate almond were our choices! It was late and Gerri and I began to head
out to our room. At this point, I had not shared any thing that was going on inside me. When we got to the room
I said to her, “Hon, I think God may be calling me to full time ministry, but I’m not sure.”
She smiled, teared up and reached for her Bible. She opened it to the back flyleaf and handed it to me.
Pointing to a certain place on the page to read, I was God-smacked to see the following:
Easter, 1976 Habakkuk 2:2-3
Dear God:
I am writing this vision as You directed in the above verses believing in faith that You will accomplish that which You have
promised. The vision given me is that someday Roger will be in the pulpit. This is not a wish, but a vision You, God, let me glimpse
the night he installed officers for the Pomona Valley Historical Society. Thank You Lord for giving me this
to hold on to. I don’t expect others who read this to understand, but I know God, You do.”
I love you, Gerri
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This was my confirmation! It went straight to my heart and all doubt was removed. I knew God was truly
calling me to serve Him full time.
As we talked that night, Gerri began to share the details about the vision mentioned above.
It was Easter 1976 and I was the Park Superintendent for the City of Pomona, California. One of my
responsibilities was to represent the city with the Pomona Valley Historical Society. I attended their meetings and
had contact with their leadership. They liked me! I was asked to install their new officers at an annual dinner
meeting in early 1976. Reluctantly, I said yes. After all it was part of my job, but with all due respect, I detested the
thought of such an evening. They asked me to bring Gerri along.
I must set the stage here by saying that Gerri and I were not happy together. Although I had returned home
from my apartment experience, my adulterous ways continued. We were separated in another way also. Gerri had
become a Christian in 1973, and I wanted nothing to do with her God. My sinful ways fed my guilt, shame, fear
and self-hatred. I was one very angry man. Fits of rage were common when I felt pressured or cornered in any way.
Gerri and the kids were afraid of my angry outbursts. By the time this dinner meeting came about, Gerri was at her
wit’s end and very desperate.
It upset me to discover that the dinner was to be at the First Christian Church Fellowship Hall. But I
reasoned, “well at least it is not in the sanctuary.” Gerri and I put on our best cover-up countenance with smiles
and entered for dinner. We made it through the meal and I began to role play my part in the program to come. I
was a bit nervous but just wanted to get on with it and get out of there! Then it happened! The President stood up
and announced, “It’s now time to adjourn to the sanctuary for our meeting!”
Oh no! My anger began to surface! I felt trapped! I wasn’t sure I could do this!
We filed into the sanctuary and sat down. The leadership went to the platform and began the meeting. I
was really nervous now and having a terrible struggle. The President called me to the platform and introduced me
turning the proceedings over to me. I stepped to the microphone at the pulpit and began my speech and the
installation of new officers. I was completely unaware of what was happening to Gerri as she sat in the pew.
Gerri was struggling to contain her emotions and the tears. She cried out to the Lord in her desperation and
said under her breath, “Lord, I’ve got to have something to hang on to! I can’t go on like this anymore! Please help
me!” The Lord responded to her cry and said, “Gerri look at your husband. There is your vision. Habakkuk 2:23.” She looked up and there I was standing in the pulpit speaking to the congregation. She knew basically what the
scripture reference said, “Write the vision and make it plain upon the table for all to see.”
If you go back now and read again the quote from the flyleaf of Gerri’s Bible, it will stir your heart. At
Father’s direction, she had kept this vision a secret in her heart from Easter 1976 to July 1979 when God appointed
the time for its revealing.
Because of God’s miraculous timing and working, our lives were about to dramatically change again!
“Therefore humble yourselves under the mighty hand of God that in due time He may exalt you. Casting the whole of your care
on Him for He cares for you affectionately and cares for you watchfully.” I Peter 5:6-7 AMP
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~ Chapter 11 ~
THE VISION
By Roger
“When people cannot see what I am doing, they stumble all over themselves.
When they attend to what I reveal, they are most blessed.”
Father
As you read in the previous chapter, God’s call on my life to full time ministry came in July 1979. Gerri and
I went home from our week of training at Ridgecrest, NC, very excited and overflowing with questions. What
ministry are you calling me to, Lord? Are we going to seminary? When do we go? Where do we go? I know I
don’t have a pastor’s heart, so what do You want me to do? The questions kept growing. Each question prompted
more questions. There were no answers coming. We waited for direction. This was the first of many ‘waits’ that
would come as we walked out our journey.
February 10, 1980, was a defining day in our lives. While the excitement and the questions had become
somewhat subdued, the issue was on the front burner! By now I had been made the Supervisor for Belden and
Blake Southern Operations which meant I was responsible for two offices we had in South Alabama. The second
office was about 45 minutes drive from my office in Jackson, and on this particular day, it was necessary for me to
visit that office and the staff there. I asked Gerri if she would like to ride along with me. She said, “Yes,” and I
picked her up shortly after I spoke with her on the phone. Away we went enjoying our time alone together. We
had no idea what God had planned for this trip!
We made our visit at the Gilbertown office and enjoyed our time of fellowship there with the girls. They
were Christian friends as well as office associates. Late that afternoon, we began the drive back to Jackson.
The road we were traveling was an infamous narrow two lane country road, twisting and turning, up hill and
down, out through the countryside. I was driving my company pickup, and after a short period of silence I said to
Gerri, “Boy I wish the Lord would tell me what He wants me to do.”
I no sooner got those words out of my mouth when instantly I did not see the road anymore! Suddenly
instead of seeing where I was driving, I saw a large, log entrance to a place which looked like a large ranch. Then I
saw the log cabins sprinkled through the trees. They were BIG trees, and in the background there stood the most
majestic mountains I had ever seen in my life. As I was enveloped in this unbelievable sight, the Lord spoke audibly
to me and said, “Son, you can have your heart’s desire and serve me too in a Christian retreat ministry.”
With those words spoken and piercing my heart to its core, the vision was gone leaving me totally awe
struck. But wait! I am still driving the truck and keeping us on the road! Who was driving while I was encapsulated
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in this vision? Where is this place? Surely it cannot be in Alabama. There are no mountains around here that look
like those mountains.
Gerri didn’t know anything was happening until I began to share the experience. As I shared the details
God gave us yet another miracle! He planted deep in Gerri’s heart the gift of faith about the vision. All potential
doubt was removed. She knew that He had answered our prayer and given us instruction about our call.
It is important to explain here what God meant by “Son, you can have your heart’s desire…” My deepest
desire had always been to have 40 acres, some cows, a tractor and a big garden. In light of the vision itself and what
I heard said to me, I was going to get my 40 acres! In fact, that is exactly what He declared…You can have! The
only difference in my heart’s desire and His heart’s desire is that I wanted 40 acres so I could get away from people,
but Father is giving us 100 acres so we will be able to bring people for ministry! Sounds just like Daddy, doesn’t it?
“Where there is [no redemptive revelation of God] the people perish.” Proverbs 29:18a AMP
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~ Chapter 12 ~
THE VISION IS WHERE?
By Roger
“The blueprint of My vision unfolds like a scroll…inches at a time.” Father
Now that we know what our calling is and what the place looks like, the major question to be answered for
us is where is it? The revelation of the type of calling brought multitudes of new questions to join our list that was
still awaiting answers! The one that loomed huge on the horizon of our lives was when Lord?

And very close

behind that one was how Lord?
My secretary was off for maternity leave, and Gerri was filling in for her in my office. One morning I
needed a restroom break, so I grabbed an Oil and Gas Journal Magazine and headed off to the little boy’s room. I
thumbed through the pages and discovered a small classified section. To my surprise there was a classified that said
“Retreats For Sale.” This should provide some rich material for a practical joke on Gerri, I thought.
Returning to my office and passing by her desk I said, “Look what I found,” as I showed her the classified
advertisement. Her eyes lit with excitement, and she exclaimed, “Can I write to them and see what they have
available?”
I replied, “I don’t care, I was only joking,” as I returned to my desk.
Write she did! She wasted no time either! Her faith was big and getting bigger by the moment! Several
days later we got some flyers from the real estate company she had contacted in Denver, CO. They were ads for
wealthy entrepreneur’s private estates. This definitely was not what the vision looked like. Gerri, wanting to be
politically correct, wrote back and said thank you but no thank you. We are looking for something more rustic.
A couple of more weeks passed, and by this time my secretary was back at work. Gerri was homemaking
once again. About 11 am one morning Gerri called me and anxiously said, “Can you come home for lunch right
now?”
I told her I could, but asked what was wrong. She just said, “I need you to come home now.”
“OK,” I said, “I’ll be right there.”
My office was only five minutes from home, but I hurried anyway. I was concerned about the anxiety in her
voice. I screeched the tires as I stopped in front. I bounded from the truck, ran up the front porch stairs, through
the front door and down the hallway of our turn-of-the-century Antebellum home. I immediately could see Gerri
standing in the kitchen in the back of the house. As I walked toward her I could see the huge grin on her face.
That confused me, and I said again, “what’s wrong?”
As I stepped closer to her she handed me a large envelop and said, “Open it!”
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My typical pattern of anger began to surface, and I said something like “And THIS is the emergency!”
She sighed and said, “Just open it.”
As I did, there in my hand was a color brochure containing on its front page my vision! In stark detail, I
held a picture of my vision in my hand! Looking at each other in complete amazement, we both knew God was
answering once again!
The property turned out to be for sale! It was Wit’s End Ranch at Vallecito Lake, located just northeast of
Durango, Colorado. It was begun in the 1860’s and is on the Colorado Historical Register today. But wait, it was
not 40 acres, it was 62.5 acres. It had fifteen cabins and a large meeting room. It was perfect for a retreat, and it
even had pastures for my cows. Wow, Lord!
I cannot begin to describe for you the exhilaration I felt when we drove to Colorado, and actually stood at
the entrance of that property and relived my vision. We walked the land, blessed the land, and anointed the land
and all the buildings! We wept as we once again were overwhelmed at God’s goodness and plan for us.
We made contact with the then owner and traveled to Indianapolis, Indiana, to meet with him and share the
vision. Without finances to purchase the property, we returned home to pray and wait.
During our visit to the ranch property I made a list of eleven major projects that would have to be done
before we could begin operation as a retreat. As we walked the land and then looked at county maps, we noticed
adjoining acreage that we thought should be added to the ranch property to prohibit encroachment of other
development which would destroy the beauty of the ranch setting. Need we say that all eleven projects have been
completed and the adjoining acreage added to the original property so that it now totals 100 acres. Confirmations?
We think so!
“I see beyond time and space and I am not limited in My ability to call, prepare and provide for that which I
have purposed in My heart.” Father.
Proverbs 25:2 paraphrased by the author: “It is the glory of God to hide things FOR us not FROM us. It is
the glory of kings to search them out.”
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~ Chapter 13 ~
PREPARE FOR FULL TIME MINISTRY
By Roger
“Release Me from your religious box and come fly with Me beyond the Heavens.” Father
Knowing the call to a Christian retreat ministry and now knowing where the property was located, we began
to think about training, ordination, finances and so on. We assumed we would be going to seminary somewhere,
and we made the decision that we should do all we could to get prepared for that adventure.

Our first

consideration was our home. It was a two story, turn of the century Antebellum that we had completely remodeled.
Lots of pain, sweat and tears went into the remodel, but we were blessed with the results and were enjoying our
dream home. As we discussed its sale, we felt strongly that it would take a special buyer for the property and that it
would be prudent to list it with a realtor right away. We contacted our realtor who was very pleased with the listing.
Then the problem came! The first person who came to see the house bought it, and we had thirty days to be out!
Now what Lord? What in the world do we do now?
Father blessed again as we contacted long time friends, Monte and Joy Snellgrove, who had moved from
Jackson to Muskogee, OK, several months earlier. Their home in Jackson had not sold, and they were happy to
provide it for us as a rental until we got further direction from the Lord. We rejoiced for this temporary provision.
After the sale of the Antebellum was complete and all bills were settled, we had a clear profit of $27,000. In
those days and to us that was like the U. S. Mint! Desperately needing a newer vehicle, we were able to bless good
friends by paying cash to their dealership for a van. This left the bottom line bank account at $20,000 which we felt
would amply support our seminary journey! All that was left was Father’s direction of when and where to go. In
the meantime my work continued with the oil company, and we waited.
During this time of waiting on the Lord, we held a fellowship time and Bible study in our home. A young
man named Tommie Horsley began attending. He and our Lisa hit it off right away and sparks began flying! They
began dating, and it wasn’t long before Tommie came to me and asked for Lisa’s hand in marriage! Convinced that
Father had chosen them for each other, we gave our blessing with the understanding that they would wait one year
until she graduated high school. They agreed, and we watched their relationship blossom and rejoiced that Father
had sent us the one we had prayed in for Lisa.
Something else began to happen with regard to our financial nest egg saved for seminary. It wasn’t long
before the Lord said, “give this couple $5,600 for their bills.” We did. A little later He spoke “give $1,000 here.”
We did. Then He said, “give $700 there.” We did. This went on for a little over two years until all the savings were
gone. Immediately after we obeyed with the last gift, the Lord said, “OK, now quit your job and go!”
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In June 1982 I gave my notice to the oil company. We were sure we would be going to an accredited Bible
school or seminary of some kind, but the Lord had other plans! He sent us to North Alabama to work full time in a
Christian retreat. This was on-the-job training instead of seminary!
Two weeks before the move to North Alabama, Tommie and Lisa were married in a beautiful ceremony
officiated by Bro. Jerry Gibson! We left Tommie and Lisa behind in Jackson to begin their new life together. Son,
Matt, was in high school by this time so he moved with us. The retreat setting in the woods with a river running
through the camp and other young people around made a great adventure for him.
The retreat ministry we were serving couldn’t pay us a salary but they did give us a little farm house on a hill
to live in, and the three of us ate our meals in the dining hall. Having no fixed income presented our first big
challenge, but we knew that we had the Lord’s instruction. It was quickly obvious that we would have to learn to
trust the Lord to take care of us. It was a time of testing and trusting. Over and over again we found difficulty and
pain crossing our pathway. Always the Lord was faithful, and we learned very valuable lessons during this time that
formed the foundation of the ministry that God was building in us. At the same time, He began to open huge
doors for us.
While at the camp, we met Wayne and Barbara Day. They were friends and supporters of the family that
ran the camp. Wayne was the President of the local Full Gospel Businessman’s Fellowship International. He asked
me if I would come and share my testimony at their next meeting. I accepted. It wasn’t long before I had several
other invitations to share at other FGBMFI chapters in the area. Our relationship with Wayne and B Day grew.
One evening they joined us for supper in our little farm house on the hill. As we talked and fellowshipped together,
Wayne asked us if we had considered establishing and incorporating our ministry. We told him no because we
didn’t have the finances available nor did we know of an attorney or CPA to help us. Wayne said, “I think you need
to go talk to Gene Evans in Statesboro, GA. I believe he can help you. I will call him and set it up.
Soon after this evening, we were able to contact Gene and the meeting was arranged. We began praying.
Statesboro was a 6 hour drive from us and there were no finances to make this trip. We also didn’t know what to
expect from Gene and how this meeting would fit into God’s plan for us. After all, what about Seminary? Oh, we
were so young and so inexperienced in those early days!
Father once again was faithful and we received an unexpected $100 check in the mail just before we were to
make the trek to Georgia. By the time we left for the appointment with Gene, I had 5 things that we felt we needed
specific answers to. When we arrived at Pastor Gene’s church for the meeting he warmly greeted us and asked me
to share with him about twenty minutes of my testimony. When I finished he said in a typical Southern drawl,
“while I was praying for y’all last night, I received 5 things I believe the Lord wants me to talk to you about! Guess
I don’t have to tell you that his 5 things were the answers to my 5 things! Is God in this or what?! We were
overwhelmed again by God’s miracles, but this was only the beginning!
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In our discussion Gene said, “When you get home I strongly suggest that you call Pastor Don Tucker in
Rainsville, AL at Tabernacle Christian Center. Here is his phone number. I will call him so that he will be
expecting your call.”
We thanked Gene profusely, prayed as we left his office and drove 6 hours back to the camp. The next day
I phoned Pastor Don. He was expecting my call, and we made an appointment to see him. He welcomed us with
open arms, was very cordial and excited about what Gene Evans had shared with him about us. At our meeting we
each shared a little. Then Pastor Don said, “I believe I can help you get your ministry started.” He handed us a
copy of his new 501 (c) 3 incorporation papers and said, “A friend of mine is a state senator and an attorney, and
another friend is a CPA. We just finished putting this all together and it has been approved. Everything is current
law with all levels of government. I checked with them and we all agree that all you have to do here is put your
names in the right places and take the paperwork to the county court house, pay your $10 filing fee and register
your ministry!
Wow! Could it all possibly be THAT easy?
Don went on to say, “you will need a CPA to help you prepare your application to the IRS for your non
profit status and help you set up your accounting books. I know the one you need to see. Here is his name and
number, and I will call him and let him know to expect your call.”
We left Pastor Don’s office with his blessing and invitation to join him Sunday for church. Stunned we
walked to our car in the parking lot. We wouldn’t need money for an attorney. The work had already been done
for us. We cried and rejoiced our way back to the camp.
The following day I phoned Buck Borders, CPA, and made an appointment to see him. He was obviously
very busy with his firm and as the manager for the singing group Alabama. We felt privileged to have been able to
get a meeting with him so quickly. We prepared for a fact finding meeting only, as we still did not have the finances
to retain Buck.
We were warmly received by his receptionist and shortly called into his office. He began by asking me to
give him a short version of my testimony. By this time, I was getting really good at this and this seemed like very
familiar territory! I shared the highlight version and when I finished Buck looked over the top of his half glasses at
us and said, “Now we have a problem.” I thought, here comes the bad news about how much all this paperwork is
going to cost!
Buck continued on, “The problem is your money is no good in my firm! My ministry is helping new
ministries get started. So my staff will walk you through all the paperwork for the IRS application and set up your
ministry books. It is my gift to you!”
We could not believe our ears! My Lord, our hearts exclaimed, this is so far beyond our expectations.
Provision. Provision. Provision!
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Buck shook our hands and enjoyed rejoicing with us. As we left his office that day we had seen three
consecutive days of miracles appear before our eyes. In a few weeks all the paperwork was completed and we were
off to the DeKalb County Alabama Courthouse. Wit’s End Ministries was born December 12, 1982.
The next Sunday we attended Tabernacle Christian Fellowship in Rainsville. Pastor Don, the elders and the
church welcomed us warmly into their family. It was so good to have found a church home. It wasn’t very long
before Pastor Don came to me and said, “Roger, I would like you to come and meet with the elders and myself to
consider the possibility of your ordination to the Gospel Ministry.”
What? What about seminary? Can a person be ordained without going to seminary? This was completely
outside my box of possibility. Gerri and I began praying. It seemed right to agree to at least meet with Pastor Don
and the elders. The meeting was scheduled. I was nervous, but they all soon made me feel relaxed and I began
again to share my testimony, this time in great detail. They all listened intently. As I looked around the room, I felt
that this group of men was well seasoned in the things of the Lord and that they were praying fervently for the
leadership of the Holy Spirit. When I finished sharing my testimony and answering all their questions, Pastor Don
led us in prayer and asked the Lord to show us all His plan. I left the meeting that night in complete peace.
In a week or so, Pastor Don came to me and said, “Roger it is the consensus of all the leadership that the
Lord has truly called you to full time ministry and that it is right and proper that we recognize you and ordain you in
that call.”
My ordination service was extravagant! The Lord came and richly blessed us with His presence. It was truly
a life changing experience. The church and its leadership was a wonderful blessing to us. They were warm, caring
and supportive. Little did we know that we would be leaving Alabama in just a few short months!
“My thoughts are completely different from yours,” says the Lord. “And My ways are far beyond anything you could imagine.
For just as the Heavens are higher than the earth, so are My ways higher than your ways and My thoughts higher than your thoughts.”
Isaiah 55:8-9 NLT
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~ Chapter 14 ~
DELIVERANCE – A NEW EXPERIENCE
By Roger
“Not all schooling comes from a book. Often in My Kingdom it comes from experience.
The captive cries from the heart, “Freedom!” And I say, “Yes, let it be so.”
By the blood of the Lamb slain before the foundation of the world, Yes and Amen.”
Father
Prior to our moving to North Alabama and becoming a part of Tabernacle Christian Center, Gerri and I
knew very little about the ministry of deliverance. We had had a couple of encounters with it, but neither seemed to
be very successful.
Bro. Joe Medina was part of the Tabernacle family. He was an insurance salesman and was on the road
constantly. Not long after we met Joe and his wife, Kay, they invited us to their home for dinner. During our
fellowship time Joe asked me to share my testimony. I was really getting good at this now! When I finished he said,
“Roger, I think it might be a good idea if you pray and ask the Lord if there might be any demonic strongholds in
your life.”
I said, “OK, Joe, I will do that.”
We had a good evening of fellowship and returned to the farm house at the camp. The following Sunday
morning Joe was preaching at Tabernacle. The title of his morning message was, “This Is Your Day of Liberty.” I
hadn’t gotten any revelation from the Lord about the demonic strongholds Joe had asked me to pray about. During
Joe’s message a funny but strange and embarrassing thing happened to me. My right leg began to jump! It started
out very mildly, like a twitch, but it progressed stronger and stronger until my foot was jumping off the floor! Since
it was a hardwood floor with no carpet I was beginning to make a very distinct noise. We were sitting right in the
middle of the congregation and it was really becoming embarrassing! Gerri reached over and put her hand gently
on my leg as if to say, “Please stop it. This is embarrassing!” I whispered to her, “I can’t stop it! I’m not doing it!”
I had never had an experience like this before. I didn’t know what to do! Thankfully in a short time Joe ended his
message and gave the invitation for people who wanted to be free to come to the altar. I was the first one out of
the pew! I still wasn’t sure what was happening, but I wanted it fixed in a hurry! One other lady came forward.
The congregation was dismissed and then Joe and elder Randy Sims and the other lady and I went to the office. Joe
sat down in front of the two of us and Randy stood behind. Joe said, “Ladies first,” and began to speak to a
demonic spirit in her. When he did, the problem in my leg spread to the rest of my body. I was jumping inside and
out. It was difficult to stay in the chair.
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Thankfully her ministry time was short and Joe turned to me and said, “Roger I believe the Lord has shown
me three demonic spirits that need to be removed from your life. They are anger, lust and fear. What do you
think?”
I said hurriedly, “Let’s go for it. I can’t stand this anymore.”
Joe spoke with great authority and dominion to the first spirit in Jesus’ name and commanded it to come
out. The physical manifestations for me were so violent that Randy had to hold me in the chair. I couldn’t breathe,
I was choking and gagging. It seemed like forever. Then very suddenly it was gone! The release was dramatic.
What an exhausting experience. I was wet with sweat and needed a moment to catch my breath. Then Joe started
on number two. The manifestations were the same and so it was with the third. The results, too, were the same.
When we were finished with these three, my suit was soaked all the way through with sweat. I was totally exhausted.
I couldn’t walk on my own. Joe and Randy had to help me to the car and Gerri had to drive us home, but I had
truly experienced “My Day of Liberty.”
At home, I showered and we had lunch and rested. Before we went back to church that evening I told
Gerri, “I’m having a strange experience.”
She said, “What is it?”
I replied, the only way I know how to describe it is that I have blanks in my tape. It is like in my head there
is a tape playing all the time, but now there are long blank places on my tape. It is really strange, but I feel free.”
The next morning Matt had gone off to school and Gerri and I were having our quiet time. We began
talking about my deliverance the day before. While we were talking Gerri’s face locked up! Yes! I mean locked up!
She couldn’t speak. Her face was contorted and she was pointing at her face and grunting some kind of strange
sound. She was panicked and so was I! Where is Joe Medina? How can I reach him? He is on the road and gone.
No cell phones! What do I do now? Lord, help us! What do I do now? How do I help her?
Gerri’s grunting loudly and I’m praying! She’s pointing to her face and I’m praying! I finally realized, ‘I’m
it!’ I have to jump in here and do something! Right! OK! Right ! OK! I finally thought if Joe Medina can do it,
so can I! I looked Gerri in the eyes and I said with all the authority I could muster, “Devil I bind you in Jesus’ name
and I command you to release my wife right now. In Jesus’ name, now!”
To my total surprise Gerri’s face and jaw relaxed and she yelled, “It worked!” We embraced and she cried.
I think I was in a bit of shock. Our next thought was ‘what was that?’ It obviously was demonic but what was it?
Where did it come from? We decided we better try and find out! Just as Jesus commanded the demons in the
Gadarene demonic to identify themselves and they did, so I looked in Gerri’s eyes again and I said, “Devil what is
your name? I speak to you in Jesus name and I command you to speak your name.”
Gerri shook her head affirmatively as an indication she heard something so I said, “Did you get something?”
She said, “Yes, it is a spirit of Mormonism.” Then she said, “How did I get that. I’ve never been in a
Mormon church, but my mother’s family are all Mormons. It must have come generationally.”
“Don’t you think we better try and get rid of it?” I asked.
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Because our faith was growing with our experience, we decided to go for it. Again following Joe’s example,
I looked Gerri in the eyes and said, “In the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth, you spirit of Mormonism, I command
you to release my wife, and come out of her now.”
Immediately she began to have manifestations not only facial but coughing, gagging, body fits and jerks.
This was wild, I thought. I commanded again and again. I was getting angry at this thing. A long, hard gag and the
thing was gone. Thank you, Lord for freedom.
Our seminary had begun! While this was NOT the way we thought it would be and was definitely out of
the mainstream of seminary teaching, we were learning and fast! The learning curve had begun. We were now fully
launched in the School of the Holy Spirit!
I would like to share one more example of deliverance as an encouragement to those who may feel
unqualified as we did. While at the Christian camp we had met a local man and his family and become friends.
They were born again and Spirit filled, but we discovered he was a Mason. We knew because of previous study that
the Masonic Lodge was occultic at its roots. We were concerned about this friend. We told him about a meeting
that was coming up at our church on deliverance and invited him to come. He and his family did. Joe Medina and
another well known minister tried to minister to our friend but had no success. He left disappointed and so were
we! Early the next morning our friend called and he said, “I’ve been praying almost all night, and the Lord said call
Roger and Gerri. They will help with your problem.”
I said, “Well, if Joe Medina and that other fella couldn’t help you, I don’t know what we can do, but come
on over and let’s see what the Lord does!” We were so nervous! What could we possibly do that those other guys
couldn’t?
In a few minutes our friend arrived and we sat down and started talking. Looking back we can see how the
Lord orchestrated the conversation and brought the revelation necessary for our friend’s breakthrough! We asked
him to renounce all covenants he had made with the Masonic Lodge. He did. We asked him to renounce all
association and affiliation with the Lodge. He did. Then we prayed and asked the Lord where to begin with his
deliverance. The Lord showed him it must start with a secret name. It was a name that he had sworn never to
reveal upon the penalty of death!
I said, “What is that name?” Fear hit his face! He broke out in a sweat and began to literally tremble. I
encouraged him repeatedly in Jesus’ name. He tried to speak but nothing came out. He tried again and again.
Nothing came out. Finally it dawned on me, bind that thing and release him to speak. So I did, and although it
was a major struggle he finally got it out. “Mo-ha-bone,” he all but whispered.
With all the boldness I could muster, I said, “In the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth I command you to
release him. You and your cohorts come out right now.” The fight ensued for several minutes, but Jesus won and
our friend was gloriously set free in spite of our own feelings of inadequacy and our inexperience.
Our seminary classes were dramatically different than we had anticipated. But, our Professor was the best!
He was and is the Holy Spirit! Thank you, Lord, that your plans far surpass our expectations!
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Today it is a rare occasion that we find this kind of deliverance necessary. The times and seasons of the
church have dramatically changed. While deliverance will always continue to be a necessary tool we have from the
Lord Jesus, we see today that many are being sovereignly delivered as the Father brings healing to the area of the
soul and is releasing new areas of healing for the human spirit of man. The scriptures clearly tell us that Jesus is the
same yesterday, today and forever. He wants us free: spirit, soul and body. That will never change. We are so
grateful to the Lord that He has continued our schooling in the Holy Spirit. Our journey never stops. Learning and
growing are vital components to our spiritual walk. Let the journey continue!
Matthew 10:7-8 NLT: “And as you go, preach saying, “the Kingdom of Heaven is at hand! Cure the sick, raise the
dead, cleanse the lepers, drive out demons. Freely you have received, freely give.”
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~ Chapter 15 ~
COLORADO HERE WE COME
By Roger
“In fear you may hide and tremble.
Confusion and questions abound.
But in faith you will find My solution
To the mystery that seems so profound.”
Father
In April 1983 the Christian camp was making preparations to open for the summer. We hoped we would
be leaving when school was out but the Lord was silent at this time. Early one morning the camp manager came to
us and said, “As soon as school is out we need your house for someone else.” OK, now we know we are leaving,
but where are we going?
We had made contact with the owner of Wit’s End Ranch on several occasions. We had even traveled to
his home in Indianapolis, but nothing seemed to be happening there. The other major issue was finances. Over the
ten months we had been at the camp a few friends and family members had begun to help us financially. We were
OK with the basic personal needs, but there wasn’t near enough money to make a major move. Lord, where are we
going?
In May we drove over to Mississippi for a Taylor Family Reunion. At the reunion I was asked to share what
was going on with us, and I gladly shared the call, the vision and the current situation. Everyone seemed pleased
and offered a good encouraging response. Before the day was over one of my aunts came to me and said, “We
always give our tithes to our church. But, we recently sold some of our livestock and felt like we should not give it
to the church but hold it for some reason. Now we know why. It is for your move!”
Who would have guessed it! Thank You, Lord. Now we have the money to move but where are we
moving to?
School was coming to an end and still there was no direction. In grasping at straws we called the owner of
Wit’s End Ranch again and asked him if we could possibly move into one of the cabins on the ranch. Since the
ranch was closed down and all the cabins had been vacant for some time, it seemed a little rent from us would be
better than nothing for them. A couple of days before we had to leave the camp, the owner of the ranch called us
back and said, “No deal.” His ranch manager felt it would not be a good thing for them. The owner also said,
“You don’t need to go out there anyway. It is very expensive and you guys will starve.” Door closed. So now what
Lord?
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Our deadline was pressing in to be out of the house, so I called the local U-Haul dealer and reserved a truck.
On Saturday morning Matt and I went down the mountain to pick up the U-Haul. I went in to fill out the
paperwork and the agent was very friendly. Then he asked the million dollar question, “What is your destination?”
I said, “Sir, I don’t know.”
He said, “I have to have a destination to figure the charges before I can release the truck.”
I said, “I’m sorry, but I just don’t know yet. We have to be out of our house today, but the Lord hasn’t told
us where we’re going.”
He replied, “OK. I understand. I am a deacon at my church, and this is a test of faith. You go ahead and
take the truck and load up. When the Lord tells you where you are going come back and we will finish the
paperwork.”
Wow! Again we saw the Lord’s divine favor. That agent wasn’t supposed to do that, but he did.
Matt and I took the truck back to the camp and began the all day project of loading. Gerri was listening for
the phone to ring or maybe our direction would come in the mail, or fall out of the sky or something! We worked
very hard all day. The truck was loaded except for three dining room chairs that we sat in out in the yard waiting
for the miracle.
About 5pm we heard a car enter the camp. It was Ron Whitlock’s car. Ron was a personal representative
for Oral Roberts in Alabama, Georgia and Florida. We’d met Ron when we had lived in Jackson and we’d become
good friends. When he looked up the hill and saw the U-Haul backed up to the house he stopped and backed up
and came up our long driveway. Ron was aware of our vision and call so he was excited for us because he assumed
we were off to Colorado. He got out of his car, threw his arms up in the air and made some joyous remark about
being off to Colorado! We weren’t joyous in response and we said, “We don’t know where we are going!”
He said, “What!” Then he grabbed a chair and sat down and said, “OK tell me what’s going on.”
We told him everything we could remember. The financial provision, the closed door at the ranch, we
spilled it all. He looked at us and said, “Y’all, you are not going to get anything more from the Lord about this.
You have got to head west to Colorado!”
The moment he said it, it was like Gerri and I were shot out of a cannon. All doubt left us immediately.
The peace and security of knowing that you know that you know came from the Lord like a flood. Just when we
thought all hope was gone, He caused it to come forth like an unending spring!
“I will keep on hoping for You to help me; I will praise You more and more. I will tell everyone about Your righteousness.
All day long I will proclaim Your saving power, for I am overwhelmed by how much you have done for me.” Psalm 71:14-15 NLT
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~ Chapter 16 ~
THE NEW BEGINNING
By Roger
“Learning to wait is essential to learning trust;
and trust must be at the very foundation of our relationship.” Father
All the way from Alabama to Colorado we talked and prayed and talked some more! What do we do when
we get there? Do we look for secular work, or are we going to minister? We knew that Wit’s End Ranch is located
thirty miles northeast of Durango, but there was no work available up there. We decided to go to Durango and see
what the Lord would do.
We arrived in Durango on Memorial Day weekend 1983. We found a cheap little motel and got a room.
Matt went to the 7-11 Quick Stop and got us a local newspaper, and the hunt was on for jobs and housing. We
needed a three bedroom home with a garage, but it soon became apparent that the rental situation was dramatically
different than what we left behind in Alabama. At that time in Durango a three bedroom home rented for way
more than our budget could afford. The market also required a first and last month’s rent plus an equal amount for
a cleaning deposit. We soon realized that it was going to take a huge miracle for us to get into anything. Then,
when we added in monthly cost of living, the situation was looking rather bleak. At that point, our moving fund
was just about depleted, and we were going to have to rent a storage unit very soon so we could return the U-Haul
truck. So we did the only thing we knew to do. We yelled, “Lord, help!”
We continued praying and waiting. Another time of stretching and testing was upon us. Learning to wait
would become commonplace for us in the years to come! Waiting and trusting develop Godly character. We were
learning quickly!
The job market was almost nonexistent, but we made the daily trek to the newspaper stand anyway watching
for work and a home. We were getting desperate. We needed some kind of direction or provision. By this time we
had taken a small one room efficiency apartment UNDER the motel. It was very depressing, but we realize now
that Father was working in our hearts and teaching us to trust and praise Him even in this situation! One week
went by, then two, and then three. Each week just enough money came into General Delivery at the post office for
us to pay the motel bill and buy some groceries. We kept praying and waiting!
Finally we looked at a property just a few blocks from the motel. While we didn’t have the money that
would be required, we decided to go by faith and look anyway. A very nice, older lady answered the door. When
we inquired about the rental she said, “I’m sorry, but I have already rented it.” Then she said, “You know what, my
son, Tommy has an apartment for rent right now. You should go and look at it.”
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Although it didn’t sound like it would work for us, we decided to go and look at it anyway. We made the
necessary arrangements and followed the directions. We arrived at Tom and Liz Moreno’s two story house. They
lived upstairs and had converted the downstairs to a one bedroom apartment. We looked but just didn’t think the
one bedroom would work for us. We needed a bedroom for us, one for Matt and one for the office.
Tom and Liz were really sweet people, and we told them we would think about it. Tom told us that he
would hold the place for us. While we were there, he asked my profession. I told him I was a minister of the
gospel, but I didn’t know at that point what the Lord wanted me to do. We left a bit discouraged.
We had now been in the under-the-motel one room apartment for almost five weeks. Nothing seemed to
be working for us, but we were still very confident that we were to be in Durango. A few days later while back out
in Tom and Liz’s neighborhood looking at another place, I told Gerri that we should go back to see them and tell
them to go on and rent the place if they could.
When we drove up Tom was outside working in the yard. When he looked up and saw us he threw his
shovel down and ran to meet us. He was so excited! He embraced me and began to explain what happened to him
after we left that first day. He said, “When you drove off the last time you were here, the Lord spoke to me and
said, “there goes a minister who needs a home and you have a home available.” Tom said, “I felt so bad I cried, but
I didn’t know how to find you. Now you’re back and I tell you my place is yours if you want it and you don’t need
any money. When the Lord gives you the money, you can give me the money! Just move in. One thing I’d ask.
Would you teach me the Bible?”
Gerri and Matt and I looked at each other. We all knew this was the miracle provision we had been praying
and waiting for. We said, “Yes, Tom, we will take it.”
We told him we would move in when the money arrived for us to rent the U-Haul truck to move our things
out of the storage unit. He said, “Oh no, there is no need.” Reaching into his pocket he pulled out a set of keys
and said, “I had you a set of keys made for my pickup, so you can use it to move your things in, ok?”
Every provision made. Every one! Provision, favor and sweet landlords! Father was setting us up for all
the many, many miracles that were to come. We used Tom’s truck and moved two bedrooms and an office into a
one bedroom apartment with only two very small windows in the entire house! Lisa nicknamed this place “The
Dungeon!” This was the beginning of learning a great deal about how to live for the sake of the Gospel. These
were the days of first fruits and sowing into the Kingdom. We were learning far more than we ever realized at the
time! While difficult, this season was foundational to us and to the ministry. The future would need a VERY firm
foundation!
While we were unpacking boxes one morning, the doorbell rang. I opened the door and there stood a
blonde lady, a total stranger and she was crying. I said, “Yes Ma’am, can I help you?”
She looked at me through her tears and said, “Praise God, you are finally here.”
I said, “Excuse me?”
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She answered, “I have been praying for five years that God would send someone to this town that would
minister deliverance to me. As I was out driving today, God brought me to this house and said if I knocked on this
door you would help me.”
What in the world do you say to a statement like that? I reasoned that we were, after all, ministers and we
knew a little about deliverance, so I invited her in. We moved some boxes and began to talk with her. We told her
it was our policy to never minister in the area of deliverance without some teaching first. She agreed with our
condition and Father began that day what would turn out to be a long term, sweet relationship.
What we did not expect were the phone calls that began coming in almost immediately after this lady left.
They were from others who were interested in receiving ministry. Before we knew it we had ministry appointments
every day of the week.

The word spread rapidly throughout the entire Christian community and across

denominational lines.
We’d been in the apartment only a few weeks when our next blessing arrived! We received a registered
letter in the mail from Belden and Blake Oil Company, my former employer in Alabama. It was a check for over
$5,000! It was my portion of the retirement plan that I had paid into. In all of the circumstances of the move, I had
completely forgotten about it. It was a surprise that Father had tucked away and held for us. When He was
satisfied that we weren’t going to run from all the pressure, He released these funds. What a magnificent blessing to
take the rent to Tom and Liz and share the blessing with them. This was a testimony of God’s faithfulness to us
and to them.
It was now apparent that the Lord’s plan for us at this time was ministry. But what about the vision, Lord?
“Be still in the presence of the Lord, and wait patiently for Him to act.” Psalm 37:7 NLT
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~ Chapter 17 ~
LIVING BY FAITH
By Roger
“Difficult seasons in your life can develop
firm foundations and anchor you to Me.” Father
As the ministry began in Durango, we were very inexperienced. Although Gerri and I both had professional
backgrounds we were wet behind the ears when it came to ministry. We had prayed for the sick and had seen some
healed. We had preached and had taught the Word on many occasions. Now we were ministering in the area of
deliverance. The question still loomed before us. How do we make a living and pay the bills? Will the Lord send it
in? Are we supposed to charge for our ministry time? I remembered a few times when someone handed me money
for our ministry and I became totally embarrassed. I had a very difficult time reaching out to take it. I did not
realize at the time that pride was on the throne of my life, and it was a big issue for both of us. Then I got it or so I
thought! You have freely received, so freely give. That’s right! No one ever charged us when they ministered to us.
That must be it! No charge! We will live by faith! Surely God will provide. It sounded so righteous and holy.
Little did we know the mountains of difficulty that would lay ahead of us because of this decision! We still don’t
know to this day if this was part of God’s plan and part of our ‘seminary experience’ but we do know that God
intervened and got right in the middle of it to work it out for our good.
Living by faith soon became a stressful situation especially for me. After all, I am supposed to be the
provider for my family! Oh yes, Gerri and I had faith. But, it was based on the balance in our check book not in
the Lord. He began a difficult work in our hearts at this point.
One morning during our prayer time the Lord spoke to Gerri and said, “I want you to send Joe Medina a
check for the entire balance in your checkbook! She shared that with me, and we agreed it must be the Lord. She
wrote the check for $18.73 to Joe, prayed over it and put it in the mail to him. Little did we know of the impact
that would have in Joe’s life. Years later he shared that the receipt of that check provided a defining moment in his
life. God never ceases to amaze us!
We lived in Tom and Liz’s apartment for eight or nine months before a house opportunity on Richard
Drive presented itself. It was a two story ‘to die for’ situation! It had a living room AND family room, three
bedrooms, two baths and a basketball court out back for Matt. It was like a dream come true. But, it was more
money than we were paying, and we’d have to come up with deposits again! The colors inside were Gerri’s favorite
colors, and the best part was that the family room was located downstairs with a separate entrance and would
provide the perfect office and ministry space that we needed. It seemed perfect and we so wanted it.
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We contacted the realtor and she said she would work with us. We agreed to take the place. The morning
we were to meet her to sign the rental agreement we were $400 short of the agreed amount to move in. What do
we do now? We prayed and hard! Just an hour before our meeting one of our best friends called and said, “While I
was praying for you this morning the Lord said I was supposed to help you. How much do you need to get that
house?”
Needless to say, we moved in! What a complete dream! Thank you, Lord for another miraculous provision.
We moved in April 1, 1984. The house was for sale which meant we had to agree to show it. However, it
had been on the market a long time with no movement so we were not too concerned. It seemed a small risk for
such a beautiful place.
In June we were short on finances to pay bills. One morning a contractor friend called and said he was
praying for us and the Lord spoke to him that we had a financial need. He asked if he could stop by the house and
talk with us about it. In a bit he arrived and wanted to know how much we needed to pay the bills. I told him. He
got out his check book and wrote us a check for that amount and handed it to us. We were so grateful. But then
we were totally rocked by what he said next. Angrily he said, “I don’t ever want to hear about your needs again.”
He whirled around and stormed out of the house. We were totally devastated.

The relationship was never the

same.
Where we are today, we could handle that situation a whole lot better. We are growing out of the old
default nature that when something like this happens we see it only as our own failure. Today we would process it
very differently, hopefully defaulting to our legitimacy in Father. We are a son and daughter of God. Perfect? No,
far from it! Unconditionally loved by Father in every situation? Absolutely!
On a cold winter morning not long after this we learned another amazing lesson on living by faith. In our
prayer time I felt the Lord say to me, “Go out County Road 250 to the first white house with green trim.”
I waited for more information, but nothing more came. I asked Father what I should do when we got there.
Nothing! A strange request I thought, but we were learning to live by faith, remember?
I told Gerri what I felt I’d heard. She jumped up and grabbed her coat and said, “Let’s go!”
I wasn’t nearly as anxious as she was, but we went! We turned onto County Road 250 and hadn’t gone a
single mile and, sure enough, there on the left was a white house with green trim! I said with all assurance, “That
can’t possibly be it. Let’s go on and look farther out!” We drove another ten miles and nope, you guessed it. There
was not another white house with green trim any place on that road! I turned around, and we went back to the
house we’d spotted earlier. We stopped in front. There was a chain link fence all around. The gate across the
driveway was closed. After looking the situation over I asked Gerri in the most confident tone I could muster,
“What do we do now?” Afraid of her answer I knew her faith was going to speak what I definitely did not want to
hear. I was right! She said, “Let’s go see what happens.” Nuts! I don’t want to do this!
We got out of the car and approached the small pedestrian gate in the fence when a huge German Shepherd
came out of no where and charged the fence barking fiercely. We jumped back thankful for the fence. “That does
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it,” I said to self! All of my resolve had drained out the bottom of my feet. Faith! What faith? This is sheer
stupidity!
To my horror, Gerri began to talk sweetly and gently to the barking dog. He quit barking and softened.
The more she talked, the more the dog changed his attitude. Now his tail was wagging with glee. Gerri had made a
friend! Nuts again, I thought!
I decided it’s now or never. I unlatched the gate and let Gerri go through first since she had such great
rapport with this silly guard dog! He just licked us with a sloppy wet tongue and wagged his tail as he followed us to
the front door. I rang the bell. My heart was pounding out of my chest! We waited what seemed a long time.
Then a little old man, very frail, in his house coat and pajamas answered the door. Not knowing why we were there
and really not knowing what to say, I swallowed hard and said, “Good morning, sir. We are the Taylor’s, and we
really don’t know why we’re here. Does anyone need prayer?”
The old gentleman smiled and said, “No I don’t think so.” He continued, “It sounds to me like the Lord is
testing your obedience. You see, I’m a retired military chaplain, and I think you have passed your test!”
We briefly shared how we had been led to his door that morning, had a good laugh together, gave him our
thanks, said our good byes and went home satisfied and relieved!
We had moved into the house on Richard Drive on April 1, 1984. It had been for sale for almost two years.
In July of that same year, the owners got a contract on it which they took. Wonderful we thought! Our dream
house only lasted three months and now we would have to move AGAIN! Correcting our attitudes, we said, “OK
Lord, you must have something as good or better in mind, so we will start looking.”
We looked and looked and looked some more. This was beginning to seem like a nightmare we were
reliving all too often! Again the balance in the checkbook would not meet the demand for more deposits and
moving expenses. It seemed that there was a closed door everywhere we turned. Our time ran out, so we put
everything in storage AGAIN! We were desperately trying to keep a positive, good attitude, especially for Matt, and
we were still certain that the Lord would miraculously provide.
The friend who had helped us with the $400 to move into this house borrowed a small motor home and put
it in his pasture. Gerri and I moved into the motor home while Matt moved into the house and shared a bedroom
with our friend’s son who was the same age. At this point we were disappointed and confused. What had we done
wrong? We certainly couldn’t minister out of the motor home. What would we do now? Where would we go?
As always, the Lord used even this for our good. It would take some time for us to see it, but nonetheless
He would prove Himself faithful. We were learning the principle of compensation, but it would be years later
before we knew what that meant!
Proverbs 25:2 tells us that it is the glory of God to conceal a thing and the glory of kings to reveal it.
Father often withholds His blessings from us so that we build up a Heavenly account of compensation. When He
knows the time is right, He releases from that account and makes a huge deposit into our lives!
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Hebrews 10:32-36 Amp. “But be ever mindful of the days gone by in which after you were first spiritually
enlightened, you endured a great and painful struggle, sometimes being yourselves a gazing stock, publicly exposed
to insults and abuse and distress, and sometimes claiming fellowship and making common cause with others who
were so treated. For you did sympathize and suffer along with those who were imprisoned and you bore cheerfully
the plundering of your belongings and the confiscation of your property, in the knowledge and consciousness that
you yourselves had a better and lasting possession. Do not, therefore, fling away your fearless confidence, for it
carries a great and glorious compensation of reward. For you have need of steadfast patience and endurance, so
that you may perform and fully accomplish the will of God and thus receive and carry away [and enjoy to the full]
what is promised.”
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~ Chapter 18 ~
THE BURNING BUSH EXPERIENCE
By Gerri
“I do not call the qualified. I qualify the called.
Pursue your dream. I’m in it.” Father
It was a beautiful spring day in 1963. It was my senior year at Orange High School. I had just been called
out of one of my classes and asked to report to the Music Department. When I arrived, the rest of my singing
group, the Tri-Tones, were all there waiting for me. It was time to dress for our group picture for the 1963 OHS
Orange and White Annual. This was a delight! We had been chosen to be featured in the Music Department’s
section of the annual. Four senior classmates comprised our group: Bobbi Jo Becker, alto; Gay Halloran, second
soprano; and Gerri Parsons (Taylor), soprano; along with Cathy Reynolds, our accompanist.
We had been together singing as a group since our sophomore year and were considered a pretty good
group. We actually were out of class on special singing assignments our senior year more than we were in class.
What a blast we were having as seniors! Mr. Ellory Slick was our instructor and he did a good job as our booking
agent! He saw to it that we were busy at least two or three times a week depending on the season of the year. He
worked hard to see us get as much exposure in the community as possible. To be called from class to have pictures
made meant that we definitely ‘had arrived as the top group in the Senior Class Music Department!’ All of us were
gleefully giddy!
It was not long after these pictures were taken that Mr. Slick (better known as “Celery Stick”) approached us
and informed us that we’d been chosen to sing for our graduation service in June. This was the BIG kahuna! We
could hardly wait. We spent the next several classroom sessions going over music selections. Which one would it
be? We narrowed it down to three as I remember, but one was the strong favorite of all of us. It was decided.
We’d audition our three selections before Mr. Slick that next Monday in class. Monday arrived and second period
was the most exciting class of the day for us all. We went through the first two songs. They were Ok. Then we
pulled out the sheet music for our third selection entitled “Let There Be Peace on Earth.”
Cathy began the intro on the big grand piano in the choir room. The three part harmony rang out and filled
that huge concert choir room as we sang the lyrics from our hearts:
Let there be peace on earth and let it begin with me.
Let there be peace on earth, the peace that was meant to be.
With God as our Father, brothers all are we.
Let me walk with my brother in perfect harmony.
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Let peace begin with me, let this be the moment now.
With every breath I take let this be my solemn vow;
to take each moment and live each moment in peace eternally.
Let there be peace on earth, and let it begin with me.
By Sy Miller & Jill Jackson
When we finished the final cutoff in precision-like fashion, Mr. Slick yelled out, “Yes, yes, yes! That’s it!
That’s the one! Great job, girls!”
We worked perfecting every aspect of the piece throughout the remaining days leading up to Grad night.
Proudly we all marched into the outdoor auditorium in cap and gown to the traditional Pomp and Circumstance.
Standing with our classmates, the four of us were honored in the class and sat on the front row waiting for our time
to come on the program. We all held hands and shed some tears as we realized that this would be our final
performance! We wanted it to bring down the sky and all the stars in it that night.
Our Class President proudly introduced us. We all stood to take our place on the platform. Cathy began
the intro one last time. With everything in us and with all the passion and heart we could muster, we belted out the
most memorable performance of our life time! It was more than we could ask or think; more than we could
possibly imagine. Just the week before, the graduation ceremony had been cancelled because one of our classmates
with the spirit of stupid had called in to report that he’d planted a bomb at the outdoor theatre on campus. A week
later after all the police work had been done and the threat was proven to be a hoax, the ceremony was rescheduled.
We’d just struck the hearts of the entire community as we sang, “Let there be peace on earth and let it begin with me!”
Everyone in that 1,000 seat auditorium rose to their feet in a standing ovation and the shouting rang out across our
entire city! Unbeknownst to us, God had just used four high school senior girls to make a prophetic statement to
our entire city that night! Years later that He would reveal just HOW prophetic this song would become to one
particular member of the Tri-Tones!
Life after high school for me was a whirlwind of ups and downs. Roger and I dated the remainder of that
summer in 1963. He was stationed at Mather Air Force Base in Sacramento, CA and drove 1,000 miles round trip
every weekend to see me. We planned to be married in November of that year, but my Daddy’s sudden death in
early September changed our plans. We scrapped our big wedding plans and decided to have just a small chapel
service with family and close friends. We moved the date up to September 29, 1963. It was to have been my
Daddy’s 58th birthday.

I couldn’t think of a better way to honor the one man in my life who had shown me

Father’s love. At the time I was much too selfish and self-absorbed to realize how much the loss of this love would
to mean to me throughout my entire life. I regret now not having learned more from him while I could, yet I am
profoundly thankful to both of my parents for what they did give me. I am largely who I am today because of them.
Recently while in prayer ministry, I learned that the wounds and hurts of my parents’ lives and those of my
grandparents as well, highly affected me and largely contributed to the fact that I did not pursue my love for music
and drama after high school. Something inside me was missing. Roger didn’t particularly care for my style of music,
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so I just buried it. Deep down inside there was always a melody singing in my heart, but never a platform from
which to sing it. My parents and grandparents had not rightly recognized the gifting and talent within me and
therefore had never built that platform in my life and never encouraged me to pursue my dream. They thought I
should pursue a business career. There was more money and security in that, so I did. But the melody kept playing
in my spirit. As parents and grandparents we need to build a platform under our children and help them pursue
their dreams.
Over the years we had two beautiful children and I worked off and on in my career field as a secretary and
office manager. Still the melody kept singing and playing deep inside me.
When we arrived in Durango, CO, with Wit’s End Ministries, the ringing of praise and worship music was
always on my lips and in my heart. I became active with the local Women’s Aglow Fellowship Chapter in Durango.
They were in their early days of growth, and soon I was approached by the Board to join them in their lower ranks
of leadership. I agreed. I remember being asked to join them while on a WAF Area Retreat. That first night in the
motel after our first day of meetings was to become a defining moment in the life of Gerri Taylor. We sat around
on the beds in one room in our p.j’s talking and planning for the coming season of the local chapter. I remember
the president, Joy Knaggs, saying, “Girls, we need a worship leader. We need someone gifted to lead us in this area.
Any suggestions?” The room was silent. Something stirred in my heart but I was not about to say anything!
Then I heard Joy say, “Gerri, how about you? Would you consider helping us in this area?”
My stomach jumped to my throat. “Me?” I said. “I can’t play the piano well enough and I have never led
praise and worship. No, I don’t think I’m your person.”
Joy continued to press as others joined in agreement with her! Soon the entire room was rejoicing that I
would be their next praise and worship leader.
I said, “Whoa! Wait just a minute. I am telling you that God would have to burn the bush before my very
eyes before I would go in this direction!”
“Ok,” Joy said. “Girls, ask for the burning bush!”
We all had a good laugh and retired for bed.
The next night we all gathered for the after glow again. We were snacking and sharing the things of the day
when suddenly on the balcony of that room there was a commotion! I pulled the drapes back and there right
before my eyes was a burning bush! I panicked. “FIRE,” I screamed. Everyone burst out laughing and then I
looked again. There went Sandi Pribble and Vicki James over the edge of the balcony railing trying desperately not
to be seen!
When the laughing and rolling on the floor ceased, Joy quietly said, “Gerri, I think you have just seen your
burning bush! Now will you accept the position of praise and worship leader?”
With a heart pounding out of my chest, I replied, “I will pray about it!”
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Days went by and the hours of consideration and agony I spent were endless. Could this possibly be God
giving me the platform I had longed for all my life? Could Father actually be making a way where there had seemed
to be absolutely no way? Could it be? Could it?
Finally, I called Joy. I told her that I knew I was not qualified but that I knew I was called. I knew God
didn’t call the qualified but He qualified the called. I accepted the position.
It was from this small beginning that my music ministry began. Soon someone donated a keyboard to me.
I remember standing at that instrument placing my hands on the keys and crying out to the Holy Spirit to come and
teach me how to play. It wasn’t long before I was introduced to the ministry of Kent Henry, and I attended several
of his seminars. At first I felt like a total fish out of water, but one day in one of those seminars I distinctly
remember Kent calling his pianist to the piano. I tried not to covet that big grand piano! She sat down and
proceeded to take a large black notebook out of her carrying bag! She carefully opened it up and placed it on the
music stand of that grand! I was in utter amazement and shock! Kent’s accompanist had a music book. I watched
her as she played simple cords to accompany him! She didn’t play from memory like I thought I would have to.
Rather, she just turned from one song to another at Kent’s direction. The rest of the worship team keyed off of her,
and it was totally led of the Holy Spirit. I was set free that day! I will never forget how much that single effort she
made that day meant to me. She will probably never know how much she changed a life that day either! I could do
this! I knew now I could!
Along the way the Lord has been so gracious to me. He has taught me new sounds from Heaven, given me
music to pen for Him, allowed me to record two cassette albums and placed within my heart yet another to be
recorded which I believe will contain music from the Mercy Season. All this from the days of small beginnings!
I also have learned many difficult lessons through the music. When the platform came, along with it came a
pride in the musical gifting and talent I had. It wasn’t long before Father began to chip away at that pride. That is
never an easy lesson, but always a necessary one. I remember the day in the chapel at the cabin at Vallecito Lake
when God stripped away every last ounce of that pride. It was on that day that I exclaimed, “Father, I only want to
play and sing for you. If I never sing or play another time before another person, it is absolutely OK with me. You
just orchestrate what You want. I will follow your lead and your baton.”
Sometime in 1999, the Lord introduced me to Terry MacAlmon, another anointed worship leader from
Colorado Springs, CO. Terry was then playing and leading worship each Wednesday at the World Prayer Center in
the Springs. My good friend, Mary Greenhalge, introduced us. It was a brief encounter, but one that would change
my worship life again. I was absolutely taken by Terry’s music. The soft, gentle style fit me perfectly, and it
confirmed to me what one of our ministry intercessors had prayed over me. “Gerri,” she said, “Father wants me to
tell you that you have an inner court ministry. It is deep and life changing. You will bring others into the Holy of
Holies with your music and deposit them there so that God Himself can minister to them. Never be ashamed of
what He has given you and the style with which He has decided it should be delivered. Just sing before your King,
Gerri. Sing!”
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Recently, while driving down Interstate 95 in South Florida, I put in a Gaither CD. As it began to play I
heard the wonderful four part harmony of the famous men’s quartet drift out into the cab of the truck.
Let there be peace on earth and let it begin with me.
Let there be peace on earth, the peace that was meant to be.
With God as my Father, brothers all are we.
Let me walk with my brother in perfect harmony.
Let peace begin with me; let this be the moment now.
With every breath I take, let this be my solemn vow;
To take each moment and live each moment in peace eternally.
Let there be peace on earth and let it begin with me.
By Sy Miller and Jill Jackson
Each line grew in intensity until I thought my heart would burst! Finally Father said, “Gerri, do you see
how prophetically significant it was that you sang this message to your graduating class and to your city? Do you
see that it set the course for your life? Do you see that I have been in control and in charge of your life even before
you knew My Son and became born again? Do you see, Daughter, your destiny? Do you see? I have been your
Father; you have been my Daughter and with every beat of your heart and every breath that you have taken, you
have sung out to the nations, Let there be peace on earth, and let it begin with me! Keep singing, Daughter. Keep singing!”
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~ Chapter 19 ~
GREEN BEANS AND GROCERIES
By Roger
“Fear, doubt and unbelief are challenged in the face of My faithfulness.” Father
We moved out of the motor home, into an apartment that turned out to be even worse than the motor
home. The two women upstairs, turned out to be barmaids who got off work at 2 am every morning! They would
bring their men friends home. We will leave the rest to you!
In our search for yet another home, we heard of a young couple that was leaving for the mission field and
desperately needed to rent their home. We went and looked. Alas, it was three bedrooms and one bath, however it
was very small. We decided to pass on it. The Lord had other plans! He spoke to Gerri and said He wanted us to
take the place to minister to this family while they were on the mission field in Brazil. We obeyed. The Lord
provided the money. We moved AGAIN!
During this time finances continued to be our big struggle. We never could seem to get over this mountain.
It was Christmas time. We had no money for a tree much less presents or anything else! I was very depressed and
angry. We continued to minister and give and give and give every way we knew how.
Our church had planned a Christmas dinner. The purpose was to include the poor, the homeless and the
unchurched. The church secured a large room at the county fair grounds for the event. Each family was to bring a
large covered dish to add to the table that was being prepared. When that day came we had two quarts of home
canned green beans. That was all that was left in the pantry: two quarts of green beans. Gerri and I knew we could
fast, but what about Matt? What are we going to feed him for breakfast? These were really hard difficult days.
When we say we had no money that is just exactly what we mean. Twenty dollars in the check book, and we would
have felt rich!
Gerri prepared those two quarts of green beans and the three of us left for the Christmas dinner. Arriving a
bit early we helped set up and then enjoyed a banquet of Christmas food. Everyone seemed to have a great time.
When the evening was over, we stayed and helped clean up. It was quite late when we arrived back home that night.
I pulled into the driveway and up to the garage door. I asked Matt if he would get out and open it for me.
Just then he said, “Dad, someone has been in the garage.”
I said, “What?”
He said, “Yea, look under the door Dad. It’s not all the way down like we left it, and there is something
shiny there where the car goes.”
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“Great. Just great. I suppose we have been ripped off. Somebody has gone in and stolen our stuff! Let’s
open it up and see what’s missing.”
We all got out of the car. I raised the garage door. What a total shock! Sitting on the floor of the garage
were twenty six bags of groceries! Included were Christmas presents for each of us and a Christmas card containing
a $50 dollar bill. It was simply signed GOD LOVES YOU.
We all tried not to shout because it was so late and we didn’t want to disturb our neighbors, but we could
hardly contain ourselves that night. Every need was met including toothpaste and toilet paper!
Lord you are so faithful. Forgive us for doubting you!
“Then Jesus told them, “I assure you, if you have faith and don’t doubt, you can do things like this and much more. You can
even say to the mountain, ‘May God lift you up and throw you into the sea, and it will happen.’ If you believe, you will receive whatever
you ask for in prayer.” Matthew 21:21-22 NLT
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~ Chapter 20 ~
GOING BACK TO GO AHEAD!
By Roger and Gerri
“I created man in My triune likeness. You have a spirit, a soul and a body.
Each part can be wounded and in need of repair.
I made them. I can fix them.” Father.
A new Vineyard Church began in Durango. Excitement welled in us because we were already familiar with
John Wimber of Anaheim, CA, founder of the international Vineyard church movement. We began to attend and
quickly settled in. It wasn’t long before the announcement was made that the annual Vineyard Conference was
coming up soon in Anaheim. We desperately wanted to go. Several others from our church were going, including a
couple we were ministering to in prayer ministry. “Lord,” we asked, “could we please have the money to attend this
time of ministry learning?” The time quickly arrived, and our group left for California but without the Taylors. We
were desperately disappointed, but the Lord would soon reveal His plan.
On Thursday morning during that conference week Gerri and I were involved in our usual morning prayer
time. Sitting on the couch side by side it began as a normal time together with the Lord. Then, normal went out the
window! As we sat quietly in prayer, the Holy Spirit spoke to me and said, “Tell Gerri I want to take her back to the
doctor’s office when she was nine years old.” To say I was surprised is an understatement! The instruction was
clear. I knew I didn’t think that way, and I didn’t know anything about her doctor’s visit when she was nine. “OK,
here it goes,” I said to myself.
“Hon, the Holy Spirit just said He wants to take you back to the doctor’s office when you were nine years
old.”
Wow! The peaceful silence was instantly and violently broken.
Gerri began screaming and crying, “No! No! No, I won’t go back there! No! Absolutely not!” There was
deep sobbing and tremendous pain.
“Lord, what have you gotten me into?” I said silently.
I didn’t know what to do. So, I began praying fervently in the Spirit, waiting, hoping and waiting some
more. Then again the Holy Spirit spoke, “Ask Gerri where she is!” I thought, “What? She’s right here next to me!
What do You mean, where is she?” All I got was, “Ask her.”
Sheepishly I said, “Hon, where are you?”
She said right back through her sobs and tears, “In the doctor’s office.”
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Then the Holy Spirit directed me to say, “Ask her what she sees.” I don’t know what we are doing, but it
seems to be working, so I said a little more boldly, “What do you see?”
Through her continuing sobs she began to tell me that her mother had taken her to this doctor who
supposedly specialized in childhood obesity. She went on, “My mother is sitting over in the corner. The doctor is
standing behind his big black camera on a tripod stand, and I’m standing in front of the camera, naked. He’s telling
me I have a problem being fat and that such a pretty little girl should do everything to get the weight off. I am
terrified, humiliated, embarrassed and crying uncontrollably. I can see all the pictures on the walls of all the naked
fat kids he had taken pictures of, and I could see that mine would be the next one added to his collection.”
I (Roger) could not believe my ears! I got angry and felt totally unable to fix this situation. Then the Holy
Spirit said to me, “Ask Gerri to forgive the doctor and her mother.” I was having a real struggle with my violent
thoughts towards the doctor and Gerri’s mom, but I again obeyed and repeated the Holy Spirit’s request. It took
awhile but righteousness prevailed. Gerri began to speak forgiveness first to the doctor and then to her mother.
“Wow,” I thought. “This is an overwhelming experience.” I mused that since she had forgiven we were finished,
but the Lord had other plans. Gerri no sooner finished her forgiveness than the Holy Spirit said, “Now ask Jesus to
come and minister to this little girl.”
So I prayed, “Lord Jesus would You come now and minister to this little girl?” I waited. The Holy Spirit
instructed me to open my eyes and watch Gerri. I did. I watched her face. Soon the tears stopped and a smile
came across her face.
“Ask her what happened,” the Holy Spirit said.
By now I’m liking this experience and I said, “Ger, what happened?”
She began to tell me that when I had asked Jesus to come and minister to her He burst into the room where
they all were. He swung His arm towards the doctor and both he and his camera went flying into the corner in a
heap. Then she said that Jesus waved His arm and all the pictures in the doctor’s collection came flying off the
walls and landed in the corner in the doctor’s lap. Then Jesus walked over to Gerri’s mom and with a stern
reprimand He said, “Don’t you ever do anything like this again.”
Jesus turned around to Gerri and wrapped His robe around her. He scooped her up in His arms and out
the door they went. As they passed by the receptionist’s desk while holding Gerri in one arm He swung the other
as a gesture of His authority and destroyed the entire waiting room of that office. Out the front door, down the
steps of this old converted house and over in the yard to a huge tree they went. The tree had massive roots some of
which were above ground. There Jesus sat down with Gerri wrapped in His embrace. He began to comfort her and
lovingly reassure her that all would be OK. With His love and care, Dr. Jesus brought a wonderful healing to this
very traumatic event in Gerri’s young life. The pain of abandonment and rejection, the shame and embarrassment
and the sexual violation were real and unhealed and buried deep to be avoided at all costs!
Thank you, Lord for your faithfulness to teach us and heal us so we can be free!
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As we settled down from the emotion of this experience I thought if Gerri had an emotionally wounding
event that needed healing, what about me? We decided we didn’t have anything to lose so we prayed. I asked the
Lord, “Is there anything you want to show me that might need healing?”
We waited a bit, and then I began to see it. The walk leading up to my Grandma Horton’s front porch
began to appear. I was in diapers toddling on the walk while holding onto my mother’s finger. I was smiling!
Suddenly I became confused. I thought we were looking for wounds that needed healing! About that time, Gerri
said me, “Honey, I don’t know what you are seeing but the Lord said you are ten months old.”
“That fits the picture,” I thought, but wait! The picture just changed. Now I am sitting on the walk alone,
still in my diapers and screaming! I’m facing the front porch, and as the scene panned upward I saw my Mom and
my Grandma standing on the steps wailing loudly while holding a piece of paper. Then the revelation came. They
had just gotten the notice that my father had been killed in England. As a toddler I thought that somehow I was
the problem! I shared what I saw with Gerri. She prayed and asked Jesus to come and heal this little baby boy.
With my eyes closed I stayed focused on the situation. Then Jesus walked up to me and picked me up. He held me
close to His chest and face to face! I saw us begin to twirl around and around out across the yard. I physically felt
the twirling sensation. Gerri saw me begin to smile. My head began to lean back from the force of the twirling.
Jesus laughed and played with me for a few minutes. Then He sat down on the grass and leaned up against the
large, old palm tree there in the yard. He began to speak love and care to me and assure me that He would always
be there for me. Wow! What a wonderful experience! God, how good you are!
Later we saw the significance of my being ten months old. I was born in September 1943 and my father
was injured in London in June 1944. He died three weeks later and was buried in Cambridge, England. I was 10
months old when he went home to be with the Lord.
When we looked at the circumstances surrounding these two different examples, we were amazed. Gerri
had an extremely painful memory that she kept hidden and never wanted to experience again. I had no conscious
memory of my eventful wounding, so the entire episode was a total surprise to me. Regardless, the Lord knew we
both needed healing from the wounding that had taken place. He was gracious to take each of us by the hand and
lead us step by step through this dynamic healing process. Not only was this a wonderful gift to us, but it was also a
wonderful gift to those that we would minister to in the future. This was the first fruit of countless times of prayer
ministry which have come and gone over many years and are still coming!
Gerri and I reveled in what happened to us on that fateful day. We thanked the Lord for those beginning
first fruits. In this process the Lord began to show Gerri a diagram.

She got some paper and sketched it out

writing the explanation she believed the Lord gave her. This we thought was an awesome bonus to what we had
just experienced that Thursday morning. Our friends were finishing up their week at the Vineyard Conference in
Anaheim, and we were excited that we’d have lots to share with all of them when they returned.
On the following Monday morning a couple who had attended the conference and to whom we’d been
ministering called and asked if they could come over. We told them, “Yes.” They came immediately. I don’t know
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of the four of us who was the most excited! They said, “We brought you some material from the conference.”
They went on to tell us what a great experience they’d had. They really got our attention when they said, “On
Thursday morning of the conference we attended a class titled ‘Inner Healing’ and we just knew we were supposed
to bring you the information from that class. It was totally life-changing for us and we knew it would be life
changing for you and your ministry!”
As we quickly thumbed through the material and listened to their commentary on what they had learned, we
realized that this was exactly what had happened to us right there in our own living room the past Thursday
morning! The clincher was right there in front of us. Printed on one of the pages was the exact same diagram that
the Lord had given Gerri!
We all know that the Lord could have easily provided the finances for us to go to the Vineyard Conference.
We were disappointed when He didn’t. As usual, though, His plan was much better than our desire! We will never
forget His personal visit and His private instruction. It forever changed our lives and our ministry!
This glory story would be incomplete if I didn’t share with you our first experience in ministering inner
healing to someone else.
Very shortly after our own experience (God often does this to us…get it and then immediately, if not
sooner, the opportunity comes to give it away!), we had a young woman who had been coming to us for several
sessions of teaching and deliverance. At her next appointment we briefly shared with her what happened to us.
Then we asked her if we could pray with her about any emotional woundedness she might have. We felt we might
be on to something regarding roots of demonic oppression. Later experience would prove us right!
This young woman was open to the moving of the Lord in her life, and she immediately responded, “Yes, if
there is something there I want it healed however the Lord chooses to heal it.”
We began to pray for her. I said, “Lord would you come and take Joyce (not her real name) back to the
beginning of her rejection?”
Gerri and I positioned ourselves in front of Joyce and as per the Lord’s instruction, we watched her as we
prayed and waited. Soon she leaned over on the couch where she was sitting. She nestled herself on her side and
drew her legs up until she was in a fetal position. Then the Holy Spirit said, “Ask her what she sees.”
Obediently I did. “Joyce, what do you see?”
She replied, “Nothing. It’s all dark in here, but it is so warm and cozy.”
It wasn’t long before it all changed! First we saw the tears roll down her cheeks. Then they quickly gave
way to sobbing. The pain was on the surface and very obvious! We let her process awhile. As she began to calm
the Holy Spirit said, “Ask her what happened.” I did.
She said, “My mom was in the hospital for my birth. Everything was fine until my dad walked into the
room, and I heard him tell my mom, “We don’t need another brat!”
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Immediately we saw the beginning of her rejection from the womb. We were all overwhelmed. We were all
experiencing strong emotions. We were grateful yet so disturbed by the revelation. Then quietly the Holy Spirit led
us step by step through the healing process! Again He said, “Ask her to forgive her father.”
“Joyce,” I said, “can you forgive your father?”
She replied, “Dad, I do forgive you.”
The Holy Spirit led with more instruction. “Now invite Jesus to come and heal this baby girl in the womb.”
We did and as we watched her face we could see her countenance change as Jesus came and healed this yet
unborn baby girl.
We asked her to describe her experience, and she said, “Jesus came into the womb with me and held me in
His arms and He said, “I want you, I love you and I will care for you always.”
Some have held that all emotional healing comes at the time of salvation. While that may be true for some,
in our experience we have never seen that happen. At salvation our spirits become alive unto God through Christ
Jesus, but we do bring with us our baggage of past life experiences. The healing process (and it is a life-long process)
is called sanctification. Jesus said, “Be sanctified and made holy just as I am holy.”
We hope these examples will give you a glimpse of the wonder of our God. His love and His desire is to
see us free from all pain and wounding that hinders our lives and our walk with Him today. There are many facets
of the healing process and these examples reveal just a few He makes available to our tool bag.
“That which is hidden must be revealed for each life to reach its full potential. Hidden treasure and talent and ability must be
discovered and released. Hidden woundedness and strongholds must be discovered and removed as they hinder your ability to experience
all I have planned for you.” Father
“The Spirit of the Lord is upon Me, because He has anointed Me to preach the good news to the poor; He has sent me to
announce release to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to send forth as delivered those who are oppressed [who are downtrodden,
bruised, crushed, and broken down by clamity], to proclaim the accepted and acceptable year of the Lord [the day when salvation and the
full favors of God profusely abound]. Luke 4:18-19 AMP
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~ Chapter 21 ~
GRADUATION SURPRISE
By Roger
“There may be times when I ask you to give more than you feel you can reasonably give.
These times are thresholds of miracles.” Father.
During the early years of ministry we watched both of our children struggle because we mistakenly put
ministry ahead of our family in our own search for legitimacy. Ministry soon became the tool through which we
made that search. Performance orientation and a slavery mentality became our lifestyle. Our home was governed
by spiritual laws and rules most of which we learned through the church. It was a very costly and tragic mistake for
which we are profoundly sorry. We have been to both of our children and asked their forgiveness for those
mistakes. Today we often spend large amounts of ministry time sharing with transparency those mistakes so that
others may learn from them. We publicly thank our children for the huge price they have paid for the ministry.
You both are a mega blessing in our lives. We are thankful that we have lived to see the day when hopefully you are
sensing something hugely different coming to you from Mom and Dad. Bless you both!
In 1985 our son, Matt, was approaching his high school graduation. We had watched Matt take huge hits as
we journeyed out in the life of ministry. He had been uprooted between his sophomore and junior years of high
school to move to another state. He was a preacher’s kid. He had watched us struggle financially in those early
years of ministry. As graduation season approached, we watched Matt reach out for his own sense of individuation
and direction in life. Because we so wanted to bless him for the price he had paid for our early mistakes, we wanted
his graduation celebration to be something special. Our dilemma was, as usual, finances. Supply was short. When
we asked Matt what he’d like for graduation he said, “Oh, I’d really like a pair of cowboy boots and maybe a
camera.”
Gerri and I really wanted to get him a suit. He’d never owned one. Seemed appropriate for a P.K. to have
at least one in his closet! We set out praying asking the Lord to help us with a way to bless Matt and honor him.
Time was drawing closer and closer, but no answer and no finances came. Then one day in my prayer time while
Gerri was out running errands, the Lord said very clearly, “Give Matt your car!”

That prompted an immediate

response of panic accompanied by reason, excuses and justifications as to why such a move on our part would
produce disastrous results…namely our son would have a car and Mom and Dad would be afoot! After much
whining and maybe a little begging on my part, the Lord said again, “Give Matt your car.” This second time He
said it, all the adverse emotions began to subside as peace began to come over me. An excitement began as I

58

considered Matt’s response to the surprise! At nearly the same time, a sense of dread popped up when I realized I
had to tell Gerri!
When she came home, I took my rightful, authoritative posture and chickened out! Instead of telling her what
the Lord said, I asked her, “Do you have any direction about Matt’s graduation present?”
She said, “No, not yet. I don’t know what we are going to do.”
With another opportunity to be assertive and reveal to her what the Lord had said to me, I chickened out
again! Instead I said, “Well, I think I know what we are supposed to do, so you keep praying and see if the Lord
confirms to you what I got.”
She calmly replied, “Honey, I would do better if I knew the details. It works better for me that way.”
I responded, “OK, if that’s the way you want it, the Lord said, ‘Give Matt your car.’”
The only thing I distinctly remember is that she didn’t faint!
The next morning she went to her weekly ladies’ Bible study. She shared with them the situation and that
we needed confirmation. These were her best friends and it was easy for her to share her heart with them. One of
the ladies was late in arrival and missed what Gerri had shared. She came to Gerri later and said something to her
that contained the confirmation we were both looking for. When she shared with me what happened, the decision
was made, and we began to plan the celebration!
We contacted several friends of ours and Matt’s. One of the biggest blessings on this day was that his sister,
Lisa, had agreed to fly in from Alabama as an additional surprise for him. We were thrilled because our family
seldom had a chance to be together. Graduation day arrived. We were all really excited. After the graduation
service, we gathered at the house for the party. All came bearing gifts, and a good friend who was a cake decorator
made a beautiful cake in Matt’s honor. When it came time to open presents, Matt opened box after box. Our box
came last. He opened the card on top, read it, looked up and smiled and said, “Thanks, Mom and Dad.” He then
opened the box. Inside was the title to our car signed over to him. He was in absolute shock! Tears, unbelief and
the look of ‘this can’t be, but it is’ came across his face. Then I handed him the keys.
As parents this was far more thrilling for us than a pair of cowboy boots, a camera and a suit. However,
reality hit home very quickly in the next few days when we had to ask son if we could borrow the car to go get
groceries! We didn’t have to pray, “Lord teach us humility.” He did it voluntarily!
A couple of months went by. Matt and I were outside splitting firewood for our winter supply when Gerri
came out with the phone for me and said, “It’s your Mom.”
I took the phone and said, “Hello.”
Mom said, “Your step dad and I want to give you my car. Since he has retired we don’t need two vehicles,
so my car is yours if you want it.”
This was 1985. Mom’s car was a big 1970 four door Oldsmobile! It was green in color with the paint
peeling off, but it was a car and it ran!
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I quickly said, “Yes and thank you very much. What a wonderful gift! We will start praying about how to
get to California to pick it up.”
In a few days the Lord used a doctor friend of ours to purchase me a one way airline ticket to Orange
County, California, so that I could pick up the car. I arranged the flight and left. My step dad met me at the airport.
When we drove up in front of the house there was the big ‘green boat’ in the driveway. As we got out of the truck,
I asked my step dad, “What’s wrong with the Olds? It looks funny.”
He said, “Well, your Mom and Grandma have it loaded down.”
I said, “With what?”
He laughed and said, “Groceries, canned goods, toilet paper. You name it, it’s in there!”
He opened the trunk and it was full absolutely to the top. I looked in the back seat and it was full to the top
including the floor! Even the floor of the front passenger seat was loaded! I thought, where am I going to put my
overnight bag? Oh well, I mused, I’ll figure that out later!
I was staggering with excitement at the awesome provision that the Lord had provided through my family. I
spent the night and got up at 4 am to begin the return trip to Colorado.
Once again the Lord had wonderfully provided, but this is not the last of the glory stories about vehicles.
“One day one of the local officials asked him, “Good Teacher, what must I do to deserve eternal life?” Jesus said, “Why are
you calling Me good? No one is good – only God. You know the commandments don’t you? No illicit sex, no killing, no stealing, no
lying, honor your father and mother.” He said, “I have kept them all for as long as I can remember.” When Jesus heard that, He said,
“Then there is only one thing left to do: sell everything you own and give it away to the poor. You will have riches in Heaven. Then
come, follow Me.” This was the last thing the official expected to hear. He was very rich and became terribly sad. He was holding on
tight to a lot of things and not about to let them go.” Luke 18:18-23 The Message.
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~ Chapter 22 ~
THE HOTEL
By Roger
“Come and walk with Me. There are many things I would like to show you;
many great places I want you to see. My invitation is a sincere one
and a life changing opportunity.” Father
After my Mom had given us her 1970 Oldsmobile, we were once again independent. Matt was relieved that
Mom and Dad wouldn’t be asking to borrow his car to run errands! It was good for all of us!
Along about that time we received a flyer in the mail announcing a Kenneth Copeland Pastor’s Conference
that was coming up in Los Angeles, CA. Normally these things didn’t interest me because I am not a pastor.
Coupled with that the financial situation made it impossible for us to consider, but then there is God! As I
reviewed the flyer, God did that thing again, and I told Gerri, “I believe we are supposed to go to this conference.”
The reasons ‘why not’ mounted as we considered it. The conference was to be held at the Westin
Bonaventure Hotel in downtown Los Angeles. It was a four day event. We would have the expense of getting to
California, but then we could stay with my parents before and after the event. The four days in a posh hotel, our
meals, and all the other expenses loomed on the pages of our ‘should we or should we not’ list! I said to myself that
if this is the Lord, He will make a way where there seems to be no way. We prayed and waited.
The sense in me grew stronger and stronger and would not go away. So, without a direct answer from the
Lord, we decided to take the step of faith and register for the conference. We made our plans. A bit of extra
money came in, then a bit more. We didn’t have as much as we’d hoped for, but we left at the appointed time and
arrived safely at my parent’s home in Orange, CA. The next morning we were talking about the conference. I
realized that we were going to have to pay for parking. We decided to call the hotel and find out what parking fees
would be. The hotel told us that they had underground parking for their guests. Then we asked the fatal question,
“How much are these fees?”
“$11.00 per day,” the girl said.
I nearly dropped the phone! I hung up and told Gerri, “We’re not going. Parking is $11.00/day. We just
can’t do that.”
She said, “Roger, the Lord got us this far and He’ll do the rest.”
I wasn’t at all convinced in spite of all the miracles I had seen. After all, what if we missed it and the Lord
really didn’t want us here! I was in a tizzy! With my usual outburst out of the way, I settled down, and we headed
out on our forty minute drive to the hotel!
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When we arrived we drove around the block trying to locate the entrance to the underground parking. I
turned in and down under we went. Remember now, this is the mid-1980’s and we are driving the large four door
Oldsmobile, 1970 model! It is faded green and the paint is peeling and there is a hole in the muffler! It looks like a
tank, and it sounds like a tank! We looked straight ahead and there in line in front of us was a brand new Cadillac
and a late model Mercedes. We roared up in line behind them. I asked Gerri, “Do you know how to do this?”
She laughed and said, “No, just watch the guys up front and do what they do!”
The valets were unloading the cars and the people from the cars were just walking away! Wait, I thought,
what about the bags and your car keys...Whoops, now it is our turn. I was very nervous and a little embarrassed.
The valet walked up to my door and opened it while another one opened Gerri’s door. The greeting was warm and
friendly as they asked for the keys to unlock the trunk of the car. They began unloading our baggage and hanging
clothes. We were just standing there looking like a couple of hillbillies not knowing what to do or say! I don’t think
I even knew enough to tip them, but probably to them by the looks of the car they didn’t expect a tip anyway!
Finally one of the valets noticed that lost look on our faces and he said, “Sir, just go up those stairs right
over there, and we will bring your luggage to your room.”
So like obedient, lost little children we turned and walked to the escalator and began our journey into total
unfamiliar territory! I was first and Gerri followed. As we neared the top, being higher and taller, I glimpsed the
lobby first. I couldn’t believe my eyes! Gerri saw the expression on my face before I could say anything and she
said, “What is it?”
I don’t know if I responded at all before she began to see too. Oh my! OH MY! The lobby was massive
and round. In a few minutes we were to discover that the entire hotel was round and made up of four round
towers that were all interconnected with a round glass topped lobby that was many stories high!

When I saw the

desk where we were to sign in, it was a city block long! We were overwhelmed! It took a while to get our room
assigned because we just couldn’t stop looking! Every where there was something else to see!
We finally managed to make it to a very nice lady behind the marble counter who registered us and then
showed us on a map how to find our room. The towers were color coded. She carefully began to instruct us. “Go
over to the Orange Tower elevator and go to the 22nd floor.
We did just as she instructed, but when the elevator door opened should we turn to the left or go to the
right? I told Gerri, “Let’s go this way.”
We walked and walked around and around, but we could not find our room number. We turned and went
the other way and walked around and around! We noticed we kept passing the same man over and over as he was
going in the opposite direction trying to find his way! Finally we said to him, “Are you lost too?”
We all laughed, and through his chuckles he said, “Obviously we’re doing something wrong. Let’s find the
elevators.”
When we finally got back to the elevators we saw the problem. We were all in the green tower instead of
the orange tower. We had turned the wrong way coming out of the elevator the first time!
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Whew! We were glad that was over. We found our room, and as we entered there was our luggage just as
the valet had promised. He’d not lost his way!! How did he do that, we mused! We may be hillbillies, but even we
could tell this was no Motel Bare Minimum!
Our room was on the outside of the tower which meant we had floor to ceiling glass windows and an
awesome view of the city. The lights at night were breathtaking. Gerri didn’t like getting close to the glass and
looking down, but I thought it was awesome. After looking over the room we decided the first priority was to
unpack and settle in. Second priority was to decide what to do about our meals. Gerri grabbed the room service
menu. Whoa! A bowl of cornflakes was $4.25! Boy are we in trouble we thought! Then we began to peruse the
hotel guide. There were 27 restaurants inside the hotel itself and several floors of posh shops. This blooming place
was a shopping mall in the round! In the list of restaurants at the very bottom was a McDonald’s! Hallelujah!
We’re saved!
The conference was for pastors but not spouses.

Gerri needed some rest and planned to read and of

course, shop (window only!) a bit. Then she decided she’d go over my conference material as I came back from the
meetings. Surely that would keep her busy. As the conference began I was blessed to be under Kenneth’s teaching
even though I was not a pastor.
A friend of ours who had moved from Colorado to Pasadena, CA, agreed to meet Gerri on the last day of
the conference so they could do lunch and shop together. That last morning I told Gerri, “Let’s go to the top of
the tower and see the revolving restaurant up there.”
Hesitating just a bit, she agreed. We went up the elevator, and when the doors opened we stepped into the
foyer of the restaurant. We stepped aside so others in the elevator behind us could go on in. After all we were only
there to look! Immediately two man sized urns caught our eye! They both were filled with fresh cut flowers! The
fragrance charged the air around us. We could see the city through the large plate glass windows. Then we noticed
just beyond where we were standing that the floor was moving! It was turning like a merry go round in slow
motion! Is that awesome or what, I thought! Just then, the maitre’d returned from seating another couple and
asked, “Table for two, sir?”
Without thinking I said, “Yes sir, for two!”
Gerri sucked the air out of the room and pulled back shaking her head no!
Trying to reassure her, I said, “Yes, Hon, we can’t pass this up. It will be OK. Come on.”
Very reluctantly, Gerri began to follow the waiter, and I fell in behind her. He seated us at a table on the
inside row away from the glass. Our row of tables was elevated so we could see out over the tables next to the glass.
What an incredible view! I wasn’t thinking about anything else but the view, but already Gerri was beginning to
panic wondering if I had totally lost my mind!
The waiter brought our coffee in a silver pitcher complete with the towel hanging over his forearm!

He

asked if we would like to order from the menu or go directly to the breakfast buffet. When I asked about the buffet
he described it and that became our choice. Still in a state of shock that we were actually in an establishment of this
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caliber, we left our table and entered a side room where the buffet was being served. It was lavish. The food was
lavish, and the presentation was more than extremely lavish. French linens, fresh cut flowers and fine silver
appointments covered the tables. There were foods there that one only dreams of! We filled our plates and made
our way back to our table. I ate while Gerri got nauseated with concern about how we were ever going to pay for
this privilege! When we finished the waiter removed our dishes and then shortly brought the tab nicely tucked in
the black leather folder. He simply asked me to sign my name and room number which I did. He thanked me and
walked away from the table. Gerri immediately asked, “How much was it?”
I said, “I don’t know, there were no prices on it!” I was a bit concerned but I wasn’t about to let Gerri
know it. I thought she might throw up all over the place!
It was almost time for our friend to arrive from Pasadena to meet Gerri for the day’s shopping. I had one more
meeting, and then I would drive to Pasadena to join them there that evening. We left the restaurant in the round
and went down the elevator to the lobby. Kay soon arrived and Gerri and I embraced and kissed good bye for the
day and they left. I did wonder as she walked away how much fun she would have knowing how upset she was
over our breakfast experience!
After they left, I went to the desk to check out and pay our bill before I left for the final conference meeting
that day. When the clerk brought the bill I mentioned to her that we had just had breakfast upstairs in the
Restaurant at the Top and I wanted to make certain the charges had gotten on our bill. She looked it over and not
finding any breakfast charges, she left to check it out. Soon she retuned and said, “Sir, I have no record of any
breakfast charges on your bill.”
I told her I would go back up and take care of it with the maitre’d. When I arrived at the restaurant, it was
empty. I walked in and finally a waiter came out and asked if he could help me. I explained that problem and he
said, “Oh sir, that breakfast is complements of the hotel every morning for our guests!”
“Oh my God,” I thought, “we could have had this wonderful experience every morning free and on the
house! Just wait until Gerri hears this!”
After my last meeting I drove to Pasadena and joined Gerri and Kay along with Kay’s husband, Fred. We
had a nice dinner together and enjoyed fellowship catching up on things the Lord was doing in our lives! When bed
time came, Gerri and I went to our room and while we were getting ready for bed I said, “Oh yea, Hon, remember
our breakfast this morning?”
She said, “Tell me the bad news. How much was it?”
I said, “Just take a guess.”
She wasn’t at all impressed with my jest and teasing and she said, “Just tell me, will you?”
“No,” teasing her a bit more I said, “You guess.”
“$50?” she said.
I said, “Nope, guess again.”
“$75?” she questioned with desperation in her voice.
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I said, “Nope,” with a grin on my face.
Now with tears and a look of sheer panic in her eyes she said, “Oh God, Roger, did that breakfast cost
$100?”
“Nope,” I responded. “It was compliments of the house and we could have enjoyed it every morning we
were there free of charge!”
You can just imagine her reaction and most of what you imagine you can double and it would be true!
Getting to sleep that night wasn’t easy!
In addition to the blessing of that breakfast and the lessons we learned from that experience, just enough
money came in and was deposited into our bank account in Durango on the final morning of our hotel stay to pay
the entire hotel bill AND the parking!
God had been faithful once again! This was only the beginning of many lessons like this that we learned
over the years. He is faithful! He is able, and NO hotel is too expensive for the King of Kings and the Lord of
Lords AND His children!
“He picks up the poor from out of the dirt. He rescues the wretched who have been thrown out with the trash. He seats them
among the honored guests. He gives them a place of honor among the brightest and best.” Psalm 113-7-8 The Message.
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~ Chapter 23 ~
THE MOVE TO VALLECITO LAKE
By Roger
“When I close a door, I open a window.
You must learn to trust Me.” Father
We were still renting the missionaries’ home when we got an unexpected letter from them stating that they
had decided to sell the home. It meant yet another move for us. This would be our seventh move in less than four
years!
By this time Matt had moved to California after graduation to begin studying with the Electrical
Apprenticeship Program, so it was just the two of us. We wouldn’t need as much room, or would we? We really
wanted to move to Vallecito Lake and be closer to the vision of the ranch. After all, the valley was and still is our
ultimate destination. We prayed and asked the Lord for a place in the country, and we began looking. We put the
word out to our friends to keep their eyes and ears open especially in the direction of the lake. Our rent in Durango
had been $500 per month, and it was a stretch. So, we asked the Lord to lead us to a place where the rent would be
half that amount. We watched the paper (we were good at this by now!) and did the normal calling and looking, but
nothing seemed to fit. One of our friends, Rhoda Ketner, who lives at the lake called and told us that she had
contacted David McInnis who lived adjacent to Wit’s End Ranch (the vision). He knew of a place that was vacant
near him. I called David and got directions to the Walker cabin. We decided to go look at the house and the
neighborhood before making an appointment to see it.
We struck out and drove up to the lake. Following the directions we came to the road the house was
located on. It was March and the roads were all snow packed and icy. The snow berms alongside the roads were
four or five feet high. The road we needed to turn on was very narrow with room for only one car to pass, and it
was sloped down hill. I was concerned that without four wheel drive we might get in and not be able to get back
out! In Colorado during the winter, you learn to always think ahead in conditions like this! What to do? We finally
decided to risk it. We started in and immediately turned right, then over a culvert and down another little slope and
then a sharp turn to the left. This is not good we were thinking! We had a straight stretch for about a block, and
then the road just disappeared! There is a house at the end of the road where we are, but it is not the right address!
The only place to turn around was in that person’s yard where the snow had been plowed off the driveway. Slowly
I drove in and a fella stepped out on the porch and waved. I rolled down my window and apologized for being in
his yard. He said, “That’s OK. Are ya lost?”
I said, “I guess so. I’m looking for the Walker cabin.”
66

He smiled and said, “Well, you’re on the right road. It’s two more houses on past me here.”
I looked out my window and asked, “Where’s the road?”
He remarked with a grin, “See those snowmobile tracks over there? Just follow them around the corner and
you’ll come right to it. It’s the natural log cabin just around the corner. You can leave your van here while you walk
in to take a look.”
“Thanks,” I said. Gerri and I got out of the van and began heading across the man’s yard to the
snowmobile tracks in the unplowed snow. The road on past this fella’s yard hadn’t been plowed. Even though the
snowmobile had packed the snow a bit when I started walking on the tracks I broke through and sank past my
knees! I’m 6’4” tall and Gerri is 5’3” tall. Past my knees is past her comfort zone! Being the trooper that she is, she
hollered, “I can make it…I think!”
We really wanted to see this place so we pressed on and rounded the corner. We passed a little red cabin
and then we saw it! God did one of His things again in our hearts! We both knew that this was it! Adding to the
thrill of our experience was the fact that on the left side of the road was a huge pasture (my dream), but not just any
pasture! It was the pasture of Wit’s End Ranch, our vision and future home! Oh God, could it be possible you
would put us right here adjacent to the vision? The picture window in the cabin faces the pasture! We would be so
close! We trudged on through the snow to the cabin and looked in the living room window. We could tell it was
small, but we knew it was the right one!
We stood in the yard for awhile rejoicing and then we began our march back to the van. We were totally
exhausted. The neighbor man came back out into the yard again and this time we introduced ourselves. We met
Bud Boring.

He would become a wonderful neighbor and good friend for the next eighteen years. Bud passed

away in 2005, and he is greatly missed.
I told Bud that I wasn’t sure I could get back out to the main road with my van and he said, “I’ll watch you
and if you get stuck I’ll come and pull you up on the pavement.”
We didn’t need Bud’s help that day, but we were so grateful for his offer. We made our way back to
Durango and I called Don Walker to talk with him about the cabin. That conversation was full of surprises!
The Walker’s built the cabin in the early 60’s as a summer getaway. They were from eastern Kansas and
loved the mountains of Colorado, so the cabin was their retreat! Don was a pastor, and he was pastoring a
community church about 40 miles west of Durango. We were relieved to know we would be dealing with
Christians.
The cabin had two bedrooms, one bath, and a very large yard that backed up to Grimes Creek. Our own
creek complete with trout and salmon! Don said the cabin was for rent, but he had some minor repairs to do and it
needed to be cleaned before we could move in. I asked him the big question. “What do you have to have for
rent?”
He said, “How does $250 sound?”
I thought to myself that sounds like the perfect number to me! Thank you Lord!
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I told Don, “We’ll take it. When can we see it?”
We made arrangements to meet Don and his wife, Thadene, at the cabin to help with the cleaning.
When we arrived, Don had plowed the snow off the road and the driveway so we had no trouble getting in.
That was a relief! They were already at work inside the cabin. So we knocked, and Thadene invited us in. As we
stepped into the living room, the first thing that jumped out at us was the toilet sitting against the wall! Just then
Don stepped out of the bathroom and with a big grin on his face he said, “Gerri, I’m getting this all fixed up for
you. Don’t you like how the white toilet looks against the dark paneling of the living room wall?”
Gerri had a quick comeback about the toilet being in the living room, and we all laughed. That began a
wonderful, long relationship. We helped with the work that day and looked the little cabin over. It was rustic, but it
was about to be ours! It was in the country, and the rent was exactly what we had asked the Lord for.
As we prepared to leave that day, I told Don, “we want to give you a check. How much do we owe you to
move in?” He said, “$250.”
I asked, “What about a cleaning deposit?”
He said, “I’m old fashioned. A hand shake is good enough for me.”
We shook hands and Gerri and I gave them a check for $250. Little did we know that day that we would
rent that cabin for eighteen years!
The last thing Don said to us that day was, “Treat the place as if it were your own! Whatever God tells you
to do, do it!”
“Behold, My vision is before you. Look and see. Embrace it. Enjoy it and trust Me for the appropriate time.” Father
“Slowly, steadily, surely the time approaches when the vision will be fulfilled. If it seems slow, wait patiently, for it will surely
take place. It will not be delayed.” Habakkuk 2:3b NLT.
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~ Chapter 24 ~
SPRINGTIME OF SURPRISES
By Roger
“That which is hidden can be grievous when first revealed;
but the application of the blood of cleansing will make all things brand new.” Father
We loved our cozy little cabin. We had never lived in anything quite so rustic and some things took a little
getting used to! If someone was in the shower (we didn’t have a bathtub), you could not turn on the water in the
kitchen or loud noises would immediately come from the bathroom, and you’d be unpopular!
As the snow melted there were many surprises outside left behind by years of previous tenants and the
Walkers. First let me describe the property. It was two deep residential lots bounded in the front by our dirt road
and in the rear by Grimes Creek. On either side were small summer cabins with only occasional occupants. Out by
the creek was a small tool shed and workshop. Separate from the house was a two story, two car garage. There
were dozens of beautiful pine and blue spruce trees all over the property. Located out in the yard a ways was the
first building built on the property. It was 4 foot by 4 foot and a one holer!
As the snow melted we began to find more and more cardboard boxes of trash, garbage and junk that had
been left everywhere! On the far side of the garage away from the cabin was an old 26’ Silver Stream travel trailer,
the cab of an old pickup, the frame of an old truck, an old station wagon up on blocks, nuts, bolts, fenders, and
bumpers, not to mention trash, trash and more trash. The list was endless! We could see there was lots of work
ahead. When the snow was gone off the grass I could tell it hadn’t been mowed in years! The trees all needed
lower branches removed and there were some trees that just had to be removed. All in good time I mused.
I called Don Walker and asked what he wanted me to do with all the stuff in the yard. He said, “It’s your
place. Do whatever you want with it!”
I was hoping he would offer to come and haul some of the stuff away, but at least I had his permission to
get rid of it.
The local volunteer fire department came and got the station wagon to use as practice for car fires. A man
in the valley came and got the other truck cab, frame and accessories. Gerri and I began hauling the other goodies
to the dump in our van. It was mountains of work, but it was great to have it gone! Eventually Don came and got
the travel trailer. That was a huge blessing.
The garage was not part of our initial rental agreement. But, when Don came to get the travel trailer he
opened up the garage, and we went in. He had three antique cars stored in there that he had planned to restore.
There was a workbench, shelves on the wall and stairs that went up to the loft. There was junk everywhere! The
69

floor was covered in old oil and grease. The ceiling and walls were covered in drywall but someone had fallen
through from upstairs which was evidenced by the gaping hole in the ceiling. The walls were in pitiful condition.
But after all, it was just an old storage garage! He took me upstairs, and it was unfinished including a partial floor.
It was also full of stuff. When we got back outside he said, “You know I need to get these cars out of here so you
can use this garage!”
That would be nice I thought. Perhaps that will happen some day.
At this time Gerri and I were attending a house church in Durango. One Sunday morning during praise and
worship we both had the same knowing, “We don’t belong here anymore.” During the sermon we were trying to
concentrate, but our minds were wondering as our thoughts played over and over. Lord if we don’t belong here
anymore, what do you want us to do for church?
When we got to the car after the service and shared that we had both gotten the same instruction from the
Lord, He said, “Go home and worship Me. I’ll tell you what to do next.”
So we did as He instructed.
It wasn’t long before the Lord gave Gerri a dream and in the dream He showed her the inside of the
downstairs of the garage. It was a chapel completely decorated with pulpit, keyboard and all! He spoke to her and
said, “Purchase forty chairs. You build it. I will bless it.”
She shared the dream with me and I was shocked! The why nots and what ifs began to flood in! What
would Don Walker say? We don’t have permission to use the garage. His antique cars are in there! Where will we
get the money to do the renovation and purchase forty chairs?
In a week or so Don called and said, “I’m coming over to get those cars out of the garage so you guys can
use it. Can you be there to give me a hand?”
I said, “Sure, Don. When are you coming?”
He arrived a few days later and we got the big Buick loaded on his trailer and stopped to rest for a minute.
Gerri was standing there and Don said, “I know this is going to take some cleaning up, but you use it like it was
yours.”
That was Gerri’s open door to share her dream and what the Lord had said to her. Don got big tears in his
eyes and he said, “I’ve wondered for years why I hung on to this place and now I know! You do whatever God tells
you to do. Just use it for Him.”
The following week he came back for the other two cars and some other things. We talked more about the
plans. I got permission to move things upstairs to storage, and the cleanup began! We took the shelves down, tore
out the work bench and took everything down to a mere shell. We began the horrible job of hand scraping and
cleaning the floor. I patched the holes in the drywall, put up trim and painted everything. It was beginning to really
look like something other than an old garage!
The ladies made curtains to conceal the garage doors on the inside and we painted the concrete floor. We
bought used carpet that covered most of the floor, and we even carpeted the stairs going up to the storage room.
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We installed the antique pot bellied stove that Don had left behind. We found stackable plastic chairs on sale and
purchased forty of them. I made my own pulpit and we set up Gerri’s keyboard and sound system. All was ready!
It was a huge accomplishment!
The Lord honored His word and He blessed it! Continually and repeatedly visitors would come and enter
the chapel and be overwhelmed by the Lord’s presence there. We were all very blessed to worship in our new
chapel and watch God move in our midst! Many miracles took place there, and lives were changed for the glory of
the Kingdom. All along the way God used several folks who made financial donations towards the project, but one
stands out in our mind. A lady sold a home in California and used the tithe from the profits of the sale to help
build the house of the Lord! When we finished the project, it was entirely paid for. He even provided Jenifer, a
very gifted lady in our midst who did all the banners and the chapel decorations from one season to another.
This old garage became a portal for God’s presence.
“I do not need large buildings or tall steeples. I only need open hearts hungry for My presence.” Father
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~ Chapter 25 ~
MORE PROVISION
By Roger
“I often come through faces you cannot see and hands you cannot touch.
I come in ways that are unexpected and often unseen.
The point is, I come!” Father
We have mentioned several times throughout our stories that finances were usually in short supply from the
beginning days. I want to share with you several more examples of how the Lord made provision for us all along
our journey.
The first began at daughter, Lisa’s wedding before we left Jackson, AL, to step out into full time ministry.
Our new son-in-law, Tommie, had three brothers. Two we had already met, but the third lived in Atlanta. We had
not met Gerald and his wife, Georgia, until the wedding. A new relationship began. I believe it was our second or
third winter in Durango when we got a phone call from Gerald. He and his family wanted to pay us a visit. That
was an exciting prospect for us. During that visit with us they noticed the winter jackets we were wearing and
Gerald said, “Come on. We’re going shopping.”
Off to Penney’s we went. There they bought us each new winter jackets. That began a whole new journey
in provision for us. Gerald was the king of shoppers! He worked security as a second job at a large department
store in Atlanta and was able to purchase merchandise from their employee bargain basement for pennies on the
dollar. Since he loved to shop, he soon realized that this was one way they could support home missionaries on the
field! He promptly went to work gathering our sizes, our colors and our preferences. From that time on they
supplied our clothing including underwear, sweaters, pants, jeans and shoes. Each year they made at least one trip
to Colorado and sometimes two. On each trip they pulled a small, enclosed trailer loaded down with supplies for
us. Always calling before each trip, they compiled a list of things we needed. They brought paper towels, toilet
paper, bar and dish soap, cleaners of all types and sizes, copy paper, office supplies, food and more food and left a
financial gift when they departed! The first time they visited us at the cabin Gerald asked, “How have you been
cleaning up all this stuff?”
I said, “I’m using that little plastic swimming pool over there as a wheelbarrow.” He immediately went to
town and bought a real wheelbarrow! Both Gerald and Georgia were very observant and they missed nothing in the
way of our needs. The carpet in the cabin was orange shag from the 1970’s! It was pretty worn and there were
animal stains on it everywhere. We had cleaned and cleaned and cleaned but all our efforts hadn’t produced much
result. Gerald went to the carpet mills in Georgia, bought enough new carpet and padding to do the living room,
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both bedrooms and the bathroom. He then brought it all to Colorado and helped me install it! They have been
faithful to help us for over twenty years!
As we speak of unparalleled faithfulness, another example must be my aunt and uncle, Ray and Vivian
Horton. They were the very first to help us financially when we stepped out in ministry to serve in the Christian
camp in North Alabama in 1982. They have been absolutely faithful every month since that time and this is 2006!
It is rare to be blessed with family and support like this!
Our little cabin was on well water. We had wonderful mountain water that was always cool. The problem
was that the well was less than ten feet deep. One November the well went dry and we had to haul water from a
nearby spring for four months. I asked Don Walker if we could drill a new well.
He said, “You kids will never get that kind of money!”
I said, “Don, if the Lord provides the money, will you get the permit to drill a new well?”
He agreed but was very skeptical about the possibility. We put out the prayer need. I had researched and
found a driller and priced the pressure tank, pump, pipe and necessary fittings. We needed about $3,500 for the
project.

A few weeks later the Vice President of our ministry called. He excitedly said, “Punch that hole! The

money is on the way!”
Wayne Day, our VP, had a family business selling caskets to funeral homes. At one of his stops the funeral
home had a nice hearse for sale at a really good price. Wayne bought it, and then he immediately contacted another
funeral home that he knew was looking for a good hearse and sold them the one he’d just bought! The profit from
the sale was $3,500, the exact amount we needed for the well.
We phoned Don Walker and said, “Don, God’s done it again! Get the permit! We have the money for the
new well!” He was flabbergasted!
Wayne and Barb Day are also among those very faithful financial supporters who were with us for over 20
years! Again, a testimony to the faithfulness of God’s people who have it in their hearts to build the Kingdom.
I wrote earlier about the Lord releasing us from church in Durango and telling us to go home and worship
Him. He would tell us what to do. That following Saturday, Peg Adams called asking what we were going to do
for church the next day. We told her what the Lord had said and she said, “Fine. I’ll be there. What time?”
That Sunday morning began a long lasting relationship with Al and Peg Adams. Peg became our first staff
volunteer. A couple of years later, Peg’s mother Helen moved to Vallecito to be near Peg. She also joined our
group. Around this same time frame, Jenifer Harris with her daughter, Ramie, also became part of our group. All
three of these ladies became faithful staff and financial supporters for Gerri and I and the ministry. They were with
us through all the years of struggles, depression and burnout. Without them we could not have made it through.
Their contributions are too innumerable to count much less record here!
Our little cabin had a loft accessed by an outside stairway. It was unfinished and full of the Walker’s stuff. I
called them and asked about the possibility of moving their stuff from the loft of the cabin to the storage loft above
the garage. They said that would be fine, but that they should come and get rid of a lot of that stuff. They did
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come and started going through the stuff. It didn’t take long for trouble to arise when he called something junk
that was a treasure to her and visa versa! It was comical to watch as we carried out box after box of stuff, then junk,
then more stuff. One man’s junk is another man’s (or woman’s) treasure!! We eventually got the loft cleaned out.
It was a space 34’ by 12’ with a sloping ceiling. The Lord miraculously provided the money for insulation and 1” x
6” tongue and groove aspen for the ceiling and short stem walls. Friends donated some used carpet for the floor.
We installed a new window in the end wall opposite the door. With some elbow grease and lots of help and
donations, we turned our newly remodeled loft into a sleeping space for six! The place is looking up!
Needless to say, we don’t have enough space to list the dozens of people who through the years have helped
us by the giving of finances, vehicles, furniture, plane tickets, computers, appliances, bedding, and the money to pay
off medical bills incurred when both of us suffered life threatening illnesses. Even doctors, who cared for us while
we were each hospitalized at different times, donated their services to us. Where would we be without the
thousands of hours of prayer support and encouragement from all those behind the scenes? You are all precious
and completely indispensable to us. This is a work and labor of love. Your love given to us in all its various forms
has extended the Kingdom and the work of the Lord and blessed our hearts beyond measure. Rest assured that
your gifts in whatever form they have come are listed in the journals of Heaven. You know who you are, but more
importantly, He knows who you are!
“Therefore my beloved brethren, be firm, be steadfast, immovable always abounding in the work of the Lord [always being
superior, excelling, doing more than enough in the service of the Lord], knowing and being continually aware that your labor in the Lord
is not futile [it is never wasted or to no purpose]. I Corinthians 15:58 AMP.
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~ Chapter 26 ~
PANCREA-WHO?
By Roger
“When pain and suffering are upon you, hold My hand.
When you are stretched beyond your limits, hold My hand.
When your world seems to fall in upon you, hold My hand.
All is never lost because I AM.” Father
In August 1987, Gerri began having unusual abdominal pain. We tried the normal home remedies, but
nothing helped. She made an appointment with our doctor. After the exam, he suspected an ulcer and sent her
home with medication to try and the proverbial, ‘call me in the morning’ routine! Two days later, after supper, her
pain became acute! I prayed for her, and it eased a bit. But, later that evening, it came back with a vengeance! I
thought she surely would pass out on me. She began telling me she couldn’t take the pain anymore and we had to
have some help. This was very unlike her, so I began to act. Backing the van up to the front door of the cabin, I
put Gerri in the back seat where she could lie down. I flew out of the driveway and headed for town thirty miles
away. Normally this is a forty-five minute drive from Vallecito Lake to Durango, but I made it to the Emergency
Room doors in twenty minutes! We were met at the door by a big guy in a white jacket pushing a wheelchair. They
took Gerri in immediately and began running tests while I was filling out paperwork and answering their questions.
I was angry at God! We had no money, no insurance, and Gerri was in trouble.
A surgeon was called in for consultation. His name was Dr. Holly. We did not know him, but we would
soon discover he was God’s first provision for Gerri’s care! He came out to the waiting room and told me that
Gerri had pancreatitis. He said gall stones had blocked the bile duct and her condition was grave! He said, “Roger,
I need to be honest. Gerri has a 50/50 chance! She is very sick, and her recovery may be long and expensive. Let’s
not worry about anything now but getting her well. OK?” He then began to explain the course of treatment he
thought would be necessary for her.
The bile duct had to be unblocked immediately which we assumed would require major surgery; however
there was an internist in the hospital who had been trained in another procedure. Dr. Holley called him in right
away. This doctor immediately scheduled Gerri for the procedure where they went down the throat, through the
stomach out into the intestine to the bile duct. He then cut it open and removed the stones and with a couple of
small sutures closed the opening. This allowed the duct to drain properly and treatment for the pancreas could
begin.
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They moved her after the surgery to a private room where she began a long recovery process. They wanted
to keep her mostly sedated. She had wires and tubes everywhere. Everything was being given intravenously
including her pain meds which required someone to push a button every ten minutes. I sat by her bedside and
pushed that button around the clock! I remember being so very angry at God! The whining, the self pity, the fear
all released itself in anger.
My thoughts raced as I said under my breath, “We have given you our lives! We have given up everything.
We’ve tried to do everything You asked us to do! We give and give and give even when we don’t have it to give.
This is the thanks we get? This is my so-called faithful God who always provides?”
It was in this angry process in the dark, early morning hours that the Holy Spirit said to me, “Get the
Gideon Bible out of the drawer.”
I said to myself, “Yea, right!”
In a few minutes the voice repeated Himself a little stronger. I shrugged it off again!
The third time the instruction came I softened and reached for the drawer next to my chair. I pulled out the
Gideon Bible and as I did the Holy Spirit said, “Matthew 26:36.”
As I read I realized this is Jesus in the Garden of Gethsemane. As I read the very familiar story, He asked
the Father to let this cup pass from Him, but He didn’t get an answer! He asked the second and third times. He
still didn’t get an answer to His prayer. I was instantly heart broken and grieved for my attitude! My Savior asked
His Father three times and didn’t get an answer. I then realized that the absence of an answer was His answer! He
walked away in obedience to His Father’s plan. He didn’t whine, complain, grumble, or get angry!
“Oh Lord, I’m so sorry for being angry with You. Please forgive me,” I said as tears dropped off my cheeks.
I was very ashamed of my attitude, but by morning I was a different person! The Lord had intervened again!
Gerri remained critical for several days, but slowly she began to regain her strength and get better! Dr.
Holly was a wonderful Christian doctor who was near retirement.

He was very kind, compassionate and

encouraging. We all became friends during that time. Gerri was in the hospital sixteen days before I could take her
home.
Shortly before Gerri was released from the hospital, a lady from hospital administration came to her room.
She introduced herself and began to explain that since we didn’t have medical insurance, she wanted to inform us of
a program that the State of Colorado had to help folks in need with medical expenses. She went to work explaining
the program and gave us the person’s name that we needed to contact. A short time later we made an appointment,
took the required documents and met with this gentleman. We learned that this program would pay a percentage of
our hospital bill based on a sliding scale of our income. At this time, our taxable income was almost non existent,
so the program paid all of Gerri’s hospital expenses minus a $500 deductible. What a wonderful God-given
provision in the middle of this nightmare!
We still had six or eight doctors and their bills. Dr. Holly waived his bill immediately saying that he wanted
to make provision for the ministry to carry on! We then at the direction of our ministry board approached all the
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remaining doctors and worked out payments. We still had no idea how we would make the monthly payments. We
went home and updated our ministry family. Almost everyone who received the letter began to send in extra
finances each month to help cover those payments!
In November, my mother passed away unexpectedly in California. Two plane tickets were provided for us
so that we could attend the funeral. We spent time with the family and helped where we could. During that time
Gerri began feeling badly again. We made the decision to return immediately to Colorado. My step dad wanted to
get away for awhile so he agreed to drive us back home. The next day I took Gerri back to the doctor and they
admitted her immediately back into the hospital. The pancreatitis had recurred.
Again we began the process of treatment. Nothing could be given by mouth so the intravenous feeding
began once again. Because she had to take all nourishment by this method, it was decided that a subclavion I.V. be
put in so that she could receive the necessary 3,000 calories/day that would be needed for her recovery. This kind
of I.V. is inserted in the upper chest area near the collar bone. It is a delicate procedure and the doctor assigned to
do it became angry and frustrated when he could not get it completed correctly. During this procedure Gerri
became very frightened when suddenly another doctor entered the room unexpectedly. He stood in the doorway
for a minute before Gerri noticed him standing there. She knew immediately that he was an angel sent by the Lord
as he quietly spoke to calm the other doctor and take over the procedure. Within moments the procedure was
completed, and this doctor was gently comforting Gerri. As suddenly as he appeared, he disappeared. She never
saw him again throughout the rest of her hospital stay.
It was very hard for me to watch her suffer again, but this time I was not angry and feeling sorry for myself!
I was able to be there for her during this second episode, and I believe something very special transpired in our
relationship during this time. We grew much closer together.
Fifteen days later Gerri was released to go home. We both had grown in our relationship with the Lord and
with each other. The doctor’s orders to her were to go home and get stronger because gall bladder surgery was the
next step in her recuperation. That was in December 1987 just prior to Christmas. Her pending surgery was
scheduled for February 1988 which required another four days of hospitalization. She had been through a great
ordeal, but we’d seen the Lord stand right beside us even though in the beginning I couldn’t see Him with us at all!
Her hospital bill alone was over $40,000 but the Lord used the state program to pay nearly all of it. The doctor bills
seemed never ending, but some discounted their bills and some marked their bills paid in full long before they were!
Within about 18 months, we paid the last bill and celebrated God’s faithfulness once again!
Love permits pain. Where would faith be without trial to test it. Consider John Chapter 11, the story of
Mary, Martha and Lazarus. Jesus loved them so much that He did not respond to their prayer the way they thought
He would. He knew this would be hard for them and that they would become confused, angry, disappointed and
hurt. God wants to break us out of the boxes of what we think we know about Him and remind us that His ways
are not always our ways. In this Biblical account, Jesus said to Martha, “Did I not tell you and promise you that if
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you would believe, you would see the glory of God?” When Jesus said this, He shouted with a loud voice, “Lazarus,
come out!” And Lazarus came out!
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~ Chapter 27 ~
THE CELEBRATION
By Roger
“I love it when My friends throw a party
and I am the invited, honored Guest!” Jesus
Early in 1991 the Lord began dealing with me out of the passage of scripture in Leviticus 23. Verses 39-44
seemed to jump off the pages at me. My summary of what I read was that on the fifteenth day of the seventh month you
shall feast for seven days and rejoice before the Lord. You shall dwell in booths.
I shared as always with Gerri, and we agreed that the Lord was giving some specific direction. “Lord we will
wait on You for the details,” we agreed. More scripture then came. Confirmations began to come in from several
directions until we were convinced the Lord was telling us to have a celebration in the seventh month for seven
days! Lord who do we invite? How many do You want here? Where will they stay? Do we feed them? If so, how?
We felt that somehow this celebration the Lord was calling for had something to do with the ranch and the
vision! Could this be the year that the land comes into our possession? Questions seemed to fill the air around us.
We listed people to invite as the Lord gave us names and sent out over eighty invitations. They went out in
April 1991, and the event itself was to be in July, the seventh month! The only condition to accepting the invitation
was that our guests would agree to help with food service for one day during the event. Over forty accepted our
invitation!
Extra finances began pouring in from all across the nation. Even those who could not come to the event
blessed it by sending a gift. Along with staff volunteers we began the lengthy planning process; meal plans, food
lists, sleeping arrangements, porta potties, paper goods. Each area was planned in detail and where appropriate
designated to ones who had offered to help us out. We planned to meet in our new chapel (the old converted
garage) at 10 am and 7 pm each of the seven days. Who would speak and when? Gerri would lead our worship
times twice a day, so she had music preparation to do for fourteen services! Before we knew it the time was upon
us and those invited began to arrive. We had many locals and folks from Georgia, Alabama, and Oklahoma.
We were excited that many who had supported the ministry would now have a chance to meet and get to
know each other! The Lord said, “Celebrate,” so that became our central focus and purpose for the event. Our
worship times were wonderful, and the Lord’s presence was awesome! In fact, the anointing seemed to get stronger
as the week progressed!
Our Pastor, Randy Sims, came from our home church in Rainsville, AL. He ministered for us and to us!
Dan King, a long time brother from Oklahoma who moves in the prophetic, also ministered to us. Others gave
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their testimonies. Each service was powerful in its own way, unique as the Lord is unique. What a life changing
experience we had. I remember on several occasions the Lord had Pastor Randy, Dan King and I ministering to the
people as a team that week. When we invited people to come forward for prayer and ministry at the end of each
service, I would invite Randy and Dan, and the three of us would begin ministry to the people and to each other.
One of us would begin speaking the word to a person, then another of us would take up where the first left off and
the third one of us would finish! It was never in the same order, and we never knew what the Lord was going to do!
It was an exciting expression of God’s love as we moved without any agenda, with the voice of the Holy Spirit
directing. We experienced the presence and power of God all week long! What a celebration!
One morning one of the participants of the event went into the chapel to pray. When she came out she told
us she felt like the Lord had given us some instruction. A few of us were to go to the four corners of the ranch (the
vision) property at noon that day and pray in the Spirit for fifteen minutes. Volunteers stepped forward right away,
and location assignments were made. At straight up 12 o’clock noon everyone was in their assigned place and
began to pray in the Spirit. I happened to be at the NE corner of the ranch walking back and forth on a dirt road
that bordered the north end of the ranch property. Suddenly the Lord spoke and said, “Stop! Look south. See that
clearing down there (on the ranch property)? That’s where I want My church!”
Returning back to the celebration, we compared notes and I shared what the Lord had spoken to me. That
prompted many in the group to ask me to show them the location. We later made another journey right back to the
spot where God had spoken. The excitement level among the group was growing moment by moment!
I divert briefly here from the celebration to give you some follow up on the church story. In the days
following the celebration the Lord began to give us details about the church building itself. He said the building
should face south and the south end of the building should be all glass to allow it to take in the view of all of the
ranch property. It should seat 300 people. With those instructions in mind I began to draw out some plans and
shared it all with our ministry board. They made suggestions. We made some changes and selections and settled on
a basic design with a few details. Thank you, Lord for your instruction and the selections you helped us make!
Some time later, the owner of the ranch put up a huge hay barn in the exact spot where the church was to
be located. There were no walls at the time, just poles with a metal roof. A few years later he took the hay out and
converted the barn to a large building which he intended to use for corporate meetings! Care to guess how many
the building would seat? Of course, it faces to the south with all French windows! Surrounded by covered decks
the building sits just as the Lord had described it to me. The acoustics in the building just thrilled Gerri. Worship
there will be wonderful! The Lord had spoken what He wanted and where He wanted it and used someone else to
build it! Our chapel building is now waiting for us when we arrive!
Returning now to the celebration, during one of the evening services Jerry Knaggs wanted prayer. Gerri
was up front with me so she slowly approached him and began to pray. As she did, she gently began to extend her
hand out towards him. Before we all knew what was happening he hit the floor! His wife, Joy, began to laugh
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excitedly! She said, “He never goes out in the Spirit and under God’s power and especially not at the hands of a
woman!”
We all laughed as the Lord did His thing! In a few minutes he tried to get up but like those in the Upper
Room he was drunk on new wine! We all thoroughly enjoyed and treasured the moment!
There were many wonderful and awesome encounters with the Lord that week, but I’d like to close this
glory story with one last example. It was the last night of our time together, and Randy ministered the Word to us.
At the close of his message he began calling people up who wanted prayer. I was standing with him during the
prayer time. He turned to me and said, “Roger, you need some of this too!” He then began to pray for me and
bless me. He took out a bottle of oil and said he wanted to anoint my hands. I turned both palms up and closed
my eyes to receive from the Lord. Randy put one drop of oil from the little bottle in each palm and began to pray.
When the oil hit my hands it was hot! Instantly it got hotter! Then my entire palms began burning! Then Randy
exclaimed, “Look at that! I put one drop of oil in each of Rogers’ palms but now it is overflowing and dripping off
his hands!”
I opened my eyes and looked at my hands and just as he had said, both of my palms were FULL of oil and
running over dripping on the carpet! I was hot all over! The Lord said, “Son, lay your hands on the people.”
I told everyone what the Lord had directed me to do. The people were overwhelmed as they watched a
miracle in their presence of the same magnitude as was displayed at the wedding feast when Jesus turned the water
into wine! He is indeed the same yesterday, today and forevermore!
I rubbed my hands together and went to the left side of the chapel and began grabbing the hands of each
person including all the children. I worked my way around the room and no one was missed. The power was
incredible; the atmosphere charged with electricity. Some people received prophetic words, some went out under
the power of the Holy Spirit, some visibly shook, some wept at the goodness of our God, but everyone in the room
that night was blessed by the Lord. The last person I went to was our dear friend, Monte Snellgrove. Monte and
his wife, Joy, were long time Baptist friends of ours that we’d known since our days in Jackson, AL. They had never
experienced anything like they had during this week of celebration. Monte was a big man, and he was standing in
the aisle. When I approached him, he looked at me with tears running down his cheeks as big as he was! He had
the most wonderful, peaceful grin on his face I had ever seen! He held up his hands in front of him with palms
facing me. I reached up and we grabbed both hands at the same time, interlocking our fingers and the power of
God hit him like a bolt of lightening! He shook uncontrollably just like he was being electrocuted! All of sudden
his legs went out from under him and down we both went in a heap on the floor! We couldn’t let go until God’s
power released us both! Needless to say, Monte was surprised by the power of the Holy Spirit. The congregation
erupted in glorious praise and worship for what the Lord had done. None of us had ever been in meetings with
such wonderful, powerful demonstrations of God’s presence and power! Pastor Randy said, “I have been in many
meetings during my years, and I have never seen the power of God like this before!”
To God be the glory, great things He has done!
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“Sing to God a brand new song, praise Him in the company of all who love Him. Let them praise His name in dance, strike
up the band and make great music!” Psalm 149:1 & 3 The Message.
Celebrate Jesus! Celebrate!
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~ Chapter 28 ~
BEYOND AND BACK
By Roger and Gerri
“In the flesh death is your companion. Life is found in the Spirit where I am.
Choose life and live it more abundantly with Me.” Father
As far back as I can remember, life has been stressful for me. Recently I had a counselor say to me, “Roger,
early in your childhood you learned well how to survive. Your daily life as a child and well into you adult years was
learning how to manage life in a survival mode. You are no different than a woman who as a young girl was being
sexually abused. Your life was different only because it was emotional abuse. Abuse is abuse no matter what its
form.”
Fear, shame, anger, guilt and depression have been constant companions. In my Christian walk my focus
has always been performance. Striving to do more and always do it better was my constant goal. If I tried hard and
harder, perhaps God and man would be pleased with me, and I would somehow feel better about myself. I didn’t
realize that I had become a slave for God instead of a son of God. I was searching, reaching, striving and desperate
to reach a place in God that I know now does not exist! I was looking for a life without problems.
With that as a backdrop, let’s go to 2 am, March 21, 1993. Gerri’s birthday! I woke up not feeling well. My
stomach was aching and, while that was not unusual for me, I also had to go to the bathroom. I got up and went to
another room and grabbed the bottle of Pepto Bismal and went to the bathroom and sat down on the toilet.
Our little cabin had what we called a one butt bathroom! Big people had difficulty getting to the toilet!
Once you sat down the walls were so close you couldn’t lean in either direction. Directly in front of you and in very
close quarters was the sink! Essentially, when you sat on the toilet you were wedged in and trapped! I didn’t want
to turn on the light because it might waken Gerri; and secondly I didn’t want to signal my brain that it was time to
get up. There I sat in the dark! I opened the bottle of Pepto and took a big swallow. Instantly I had a horrible
reaction! My stomach, I thought. Something is really wrong. Buzzing in my ears broke the silence of the quiet
country night. The night light in the bathroom dimmed, then went black. Stars, stars ~ then N O T H I N G!
Gerri was sleeping very soundly in the front bedroom of the cabin when suddenly she jolted awake instantly
knowing something was wrong. She bounded out of the bed. In one or two huge leaps, she was into the bathroom.
When she turned on the light, there I was sitting on the toilet!
I will let her describe to you what happened at that point:
When I turned on the light and saw Roger, he was sitting on the toilet. It was a totally ugly scene. He had
vomited up blood all over himself and the floor and was in a slumped position. It is in times like these that what is
83

in the bottom of your well comes automatically up in the bucket. There is no thought process. Everything
bypasses the mind and becomes total instinct. Immediately I reached for a handful of his thick black hair and
jerked his head back. His eyes had rolled back in the sockets, and his throat gurgled the death rattle. I yelled with
all the authority I could muster, “Spirit of death, I demand you loose Roger right now in the name of Jesus. Devil
you will not prematurely take my husband. By the blood of Jesus I command you to leave this house.” Then, as
hard as I could, I slapped him across the face and screamed out his name hoping that he would come to and
respond to me. When he didn’t, I ran for the portable phone a few steps away and dialed 911. The operator
answered immediately. She said, “911. What is your emergency?”
I described the problem and she instructed me to unlock my front door, turn on the porch light and the
EMT’s would be there in a few minutes. She said, “Mrs. Taylor, stay on the line with me until they arrive.”
I did as she instructed and returned to the bathroom. While holding the phone with one shoulder and
returning to Roger who was still sitting on the toilet, I began to pray in the Spirit. The operator said into the phone,
“Excuse me?”
I explained that I was just praying.
She said, “Can you get a pulse?”
Feverishly I picked up Roger’s limp arm and tried to locate a wrist pulse. None. I then tried to find one in
his neck. Faintly I thought I could detect something.
I told the operator, “I think there is a faint one.”
Continuing to pray over Roger in my prayer language, very suddenly he responded to me. His eyes returned
to normal, and with a halting voice he said, “Hon, I’m back!”
A flood of relief came over me, and I shouted to the operator, “He’s conscious again.”
About that time the first of seven EMT’s arrived. The first to arrive was a big cowboy type dressed in a
white tee shirt, blue jeans and cowboy boots! I yelled for him to come to the bathroom. I had to back out of the
room so he could get in. He approached Roger and immediately began to search for a pulse. Then the second
EMT arrived on scene, and the first said to the second, “No pulse.”
Roger was conscious at this point but nothing would work. He couldn’t speak and was drifting in and out.
The two men hoisted him up off the toilet, over the sink area, through the door and out into the living room. They
gently put him down on the couch and began working over him. By this time the other 5 EMT’s had arrived on
scene. They all went about their assigned tasks. They worked a few more minutes before the sense of panic left the
room. They began to get him stabilized. During this time, I made several phone calls to wake prayer warriors and
get a prayer chain going.
“OK,” the head EMT spoke to the others, “we have a pulse and a BP.”
“Roger,” he said directly to him, “are you with us?”
“Yes,” he responded faintly, “but nothing seems to be working! I can’t move anything.”
“That’s OK,” the EMT responded, “we don’t want you to move around right now.”
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“Get the ER doctor on the radio for me,” the EMT said, “stat!” He spoke directly by radio to the doctor at
the hospital, gathered a few instructions and hung up.
“Prepare for transport,” he directed to the others who had now arrived with the ambulance.
Within the next few minutes they all stumbled around the tiny living room trying to decide what furniture
would have to be moved to get Roger’s 6’4” frame out the door on the back board! It was really quite comical, and
we all laughed about it later. At the moment, though, all I could think about was getting him down the mountain in
the ambulance to the hospital.
Finally they got a plan worked out. They loaded him in the ambulance for the trip to town. I remember the
night air was frigid. I wondered how long the trip would take at 3 am.
The lady who was driving the ambulance was very kind to me. She took me on as her project I think! I was
grateful for her comfort. We started the trip down the mountain with red lights flashing but no siren. There was
only silence except for the brief moments of radio static and then conversation between the driver and the hospital.
I periodically twisted in my passenger seat to look into the back of the ambulance where Roger was lying. All I
could see were the I.V. tubes that they had started before we left the cabin. The EMT in the back was attending his
patient. I just wanted so badly to be back there with him. The ride seemed to take forever.
*******
Now here is my account of those moments:
When I came to in the bathroom, Gerri had me by the hair of my head with one hand and the portable
phone in the other. She was screaming at the 911 operator to hurry. She was intermittently praying loudly in the
Spirit! I tried to move, but I couldn’t. Nothing worked by my eyes. Then I was finally able to say, “Hon, I’m
back!” I knew I had been gone, although I don’t remember seeing or hearing anything. I have no concept of time
for the event. I guess it was when Gerri ran to the door to let the EMT’s in that my head dropped forward a little.
When I glanced down I could see blood everywhere! I wondered, where did that come from?
I still couldn’t move when two large fellas came into the bathroom. One reached over to me to check my
pulse. He told his partner, “I can’t get a pulse!”
I guess he could tell by looking in my eyes that no one was at home!
Now they have a big problem. How are they going to get me lifted up and out of this bathroom? The next
thing I know I’m moving! The two of them had me by the arms and shoulders and were dragging me out of that
corner. I don’t remember what they did, but the next thing I knew they were loading me in an ambulance. The ride
to Durango was a wild one as the EMT was trying to start another I.V. while we were bouncing and leaning back
and forth on the mountain roads.
I was slowly regaining my ability to talk. Body parts began moving a little here and there. In the ER room
they closely watched me. By taking frequent blood tests, they could tell that my blood count was coming back
which indicated that the bleeding, wherever it was, was slowing down if not stopped completely. They moved me
to a room and continued their close vigil.
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Needless to say we were all shocked by this experience! Gerri won’t ever forget this birthday surprise! She
summoned the children. Matt was in Delta, Colorado, over Red Mountain Pass, but he arrived in just a few hours.
Lisa was in Alabama, I thought! She and I had been estranged for sometime. It had been a very difficult time for
our family. Suddenly the door of my hospital room opened and there she was! What a blessed sight for me! The
others left the room and she and I embraced and cried together as God began our restoration.
My personal physician came to the room on the third day and said, “We have to find out where the bleeding
is. The internist I recommend is out of town for a couple of days; so, if you’ll take it easy, I’ll let you go home.
When the internist returns I will schedule with him a time to get you back in here so we can see what is going on.”
The kids didn’t want Gerri at home alone with me, so Lisa and Matt and his wife, Laura, went home with us.
They all worked hard to take care of me. I was still very weak and needed help to get back and forth to the
bathroom. The first night at home went fine for me. I was glad to be in my own bed; however I know it was
especially difficult for Gerri and the kids to get any rest. The second night I woke up around 2 AM. I could tell
immediately I was in trouble again! I reached over in the dark and gently touched Gerri on the arm. I said, “I’m
going again.”
She vaulted out of bed, turned on the light and yelled at the kids to get up! Here is Gerri’s story of the
events that followed:
I jumped back up on the bed on top of Roger and began rebuking again the spirit of death. I had seen this
sucker before, and I now knew him well! Matt picked up the phone and dialed 911. The operator answered, “911.
What is your emergency?”
“My Dad is bleeding internally. We need EMT’s and an ambulance at this address.”
The 911 operator viewing her screen of information realized who she was talking to. (Matt had been on the
Durango PD and had taken a job in Delta. He later returned to the force in Durango.)
“Matt Taylor, is that you?” she said into the phone.
“Yea, it’s me.”
“Is this your Dad?” she replied.
“Yea, and this is the second bleed in a few days. Get the guys here stat.”
“OK, Matt. You know the drill. Stay on the line with me until they get there.”
“Right,” Matt said.
Lisa had grabbed the blood pressure cuff. She’d had some medical training and knew what she was doing.
She said, “Mom, tone down the praying. I can’t hear to get his blood pressure!”
I toned it down one notch and kept right on praying. This was MY defense and I was going to use my
authority!
Lisa turned to Matt and said, “Tell the operator there is no BP.”
Matt spoke anxiously to his friend, “My sister says she can’t get a BP.”
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The 911 operator said, “The EMT’s are on their way, Matt. I want to be here for you. Take some deep
breaths. Now is not the time to panic. Your family needs you.”
Matt did as she asked.
Mom kept praying. Lisa kept attempting to get a pulse and BP. Then the EMT’s arrived.
The cowboy was first again! He came bounding through the front door to the bedroom and as we all
cleared out of his way he said, “Roger, we have to quit meeting like this,” while he carefully inserted an I.V.
The other EMT’s arrived and made the living room ready again so that they could get the tall guy on the gurney and
out the front door! Once again they prepped him for transport by ambulance to the hospital. The kids and I made
ready to make the trip in the car behind the ambulance. The departure was quick this time.
Riding in the car with the children, I found myself reassuring them. Ministry is natural for me even in crises!
My thoughts drifted several times into private conversation with the Lord. Why Lord a second time? Did we miss
something the first time around? Surely You must be up to something. Reveal to heal, Lord.
With Matt driving and following the ambulance, it didn’t take long to get down the mountain this time!
Arriving at the ER, they were waiting for us. This time we were greeted by long time friend and ER doctor, Phil
Glennie. I was so thankful to see him and even more thankful for his warm hug and words of reassurance, “We’ll
see that everything is done to make him comfortable.” He then began his regular ER procedure for admitting a
patient and this time a good friend. After running all the tests again, they determined that he did have another bleed,
and Dr. Glennie sent him to I.C.U. It was 5 am in the morning.
*******
I don’t remember much of this second ambulance ride to the hospital, nor do I remember anything while in
the emergency room. I did find out later that my ER doctor on this second visit was good friend and Christian
brother, Dr. Phil Glennie. This really helped Gerri. The next thing I do remember was waking up in the Intensive
Care Unit at Mercy Hospital. Matt stayed the first night with me while Gerri, Lisa and Laura went home to try and
rest. The next day the internist we had been waiting for came to see Gerri and me in my ICU room. It was at this
point that we began to see the hand of God in all of this!
This same internist had been one of Gerri’s doctors when she was hospitalized with pancreatitis. He had
been very difficult to get along with and had shown little bedside manner toward not only Gerri, but others in the
hospital as well. We both had bad memories, hard feelings and unforgiveness towards this guy! We began talking
about my situation. He explained what needed to be done medically to find where the problem was. He said, “By
looking down your throat and into your stomach we hope to find the problem and fix it.”
I said, “When can you do it?
He replied, “Right now. My team is just outside and ready to go!”
I gulped and knew that before I could allow this man to medically treat me, I was going to have to make
things right in my heart towards him. “OK,” I said, “but first I need to apologize to you for my hard feelings and
unforgiveness towards you.”
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He quizzed me asking, “For what?”
The tenseness in the room could be cut with a knife. Everyone in the room was waiting to see just how this
was going to work out!
I asked him if he remembered treating Gerri. He affirmed he did, and interrupting me he said, “Maybe I
need to apologize to you! Was I arrogant, uncaring, irritable or what?”
I said, “All of the above.”
He apologized to me, and then I took my turn! Immediately you could feel the air clear in the room and
everyone present began breathing normally again! With repentance and forgiveness out of the way, he called his
team in and went to work.
When I woke up hours later, I learned that he had found the bleed just outside the outlet of my stomach.
He injected the ulcer with a substance that closed it off. Later that afternoon, I was moved from ICU to a semiprivate room which I had to myself. Two days later I was released to go home. Recovery was slow as we chose not
to have blood transfusions, but there were no more recurring problems.
Once again we were faced with the financial aspect of my hospitalization since we did not have health
insurance. Each ambulance ride was $1,000, and the hospital bill was over $12,000 not to mention all the doctors’
bills. The same state plan that paid so much of Gerri’s hospitalization applied to me as well, so most of my bill was
paid by that program! The amount that remained was paid for over a series of months as partners with the ministry
again stepped up to the plate and helped out. The ministry, in turn, donated a part of its tithes to the state care
program that had helped us during our time of need.
Some would say that I simply passed out from blood loss and technically that may be true, but to this day I
believe I left and came back. Whichever the case, having a wife who knew how to take dominion over a spirit of
death and speak life to me in that crisis will always be for me the reason I am here writing this account today! I
bless the Lord for life and I bless my wife for being life giving!
Today some see open portals and glimpses of Heaven. But in the tomorrows (Revelation 4:1 AMP) “you
shall look and behold a door standing open in Heaven. Then a voice shall be heard as the calling of a war trumpet that says, “Come up
here and I will show you what must take place in the future.” Author’s paraphrase.
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~ Chapter 29 ~
ESCAPE TO ALABAMA
By Roger
“Though days be dark and dreary
Hopelessness and fear abound
I am always with you
My promises to keep are sound.
Running here or running there
Running from pain and deep despair
I will always go before you
And with love I will prepare
A place of warmth and safety
A place of rest and care.”
Father
It was January 4, 1994. It was very cold and snow was deep. We were experiencing a normal January
morning in Colorado. Two of our staff members were helping Gerri and I load as many of our clothes as we could
get in our little 1983 Mazda 626. We were leaving! We had had enough! Really we were running! As fast as we
could, we were leaving Colorado for Alabama.

We had been under a great deal of stress as we watched

uncontrollable circumstances allow our little church fellowship to crash. We were crashing with it! Gerri was
almost nonfunctional! The pain and the sense of failure was overwhelming. Depression coupled with suicidal
thoughts led to utter hopelessness. It was too much to bear. We had crashed before but this was the deepest,
blackest hole we had ever been in. We had never before both been so completely hopeless. To say it another way,
we had entered a wilderness experience, had traveled to the backside of the wilderness and had dropped off in a
hole on the backside of nowhere! That’s where total hopelessness lives!
I called our ministry Vice President, Wayne Day, in Centre, AL, and told him what had happened. He said,
“The lake house is available if you want it.”
I immediately said, “Yes, we’ll be there as soon as we can get there!”
We were so thankful for this provision from Wayne and glad to know that he and his wife, Barb, used this
cottage for ministers who needed to get away from ministerial duties. Boy did we need to get away!
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I really do not remember how we managed to make the trek to Alabama, but we did. Our Pastor and our
home church was only forty minutes away and we believed we would have support from them and, of course, from
Wayne and Barb. We desperately needed people to speak into our lives at this point.
When we arrived at the Day’s they took us to the lake house and helped us get the car unloaded. Then
Wayne said, “Now I want to tell you this; the devil is going to try and convince you that you are staying too long.
Please don’t listen to that. You stay as long as you need to or until the Lord tells you it’s time to leave.” Then he
left and we were alone!
We were totally exhausted both physically and emotionally. For the next several days we slept sixteen and
eighteen hours a day. We ate, we watched a little TV and we slept some more! We had no interest in prayer, Bible
study or any another spiritual activity. This is burnout at its best! Finally on January 23rd we went to church with
Wayne and B Day. Their pastor was away on a missions trip, but Wayne said that the man who would be preaching
that day was phenomenal. Brother Askew was in his eighties, tall and lean and what a memory he had! He could
quote chapters of the Bible at a time! Wayne was an elder at his church so we went in the side door and as we
entered and looked around, there was Bro. Askew on the other side of the sanctuary. He was talking to another
couple, but he looked over at us and our eyes met. When he finished his discussion, he came over to us and Wayne
introduced us. While Bro. Askew was shaking my hand he began to quote the following:
“I Corinthians 15:58,” he spoke boldly and firmly addressing the two of us. “Therefore my beloved brethren, be ye
steadfast, unmovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, for as much as ye know that your labor is not in vain in the Lord.”
It was like a huge arrow that went straight to our hearts. Pow! The target had been struck in the bullseye!
Ministry from the Lord through a total stranger!
That evening we went back to the church to hear Bro. Askew preach again. We repeated our entrance into
the sanctuary from the side door and there he was! Walking directly up to us again, this time greeting us with a
smile, and while shaking my hand he pronounced, “Hebrews 10:35-36. Cast not away therefore your confidence which had
great recompense of reward. For ye have need of patience, that after ye have done the will of God, ye might receive the promise.”
Again straight to our hearts went the arrow carrying the message of the Lord. We were not forgotten after
all! Perhaps, just maybe, the Lord wasn’t angry with us! Hope began to rise in our hearts. In those early days, we
did not know of the revelation of the Father’s love. We were entirely too good at beating ourselves up. We had no
legitimacy in our Father, we had legitimacy only in ministry and our own performance! The days of that revelation
were yet to come!
The following Sunday we went back to church with Wayne and Barb to hear their pastor who had just
returned from his missions’ trip. Wayne introduced us before the service began. During the worship service, the
pastor began to speak prophetically. We were standing there with our eyes closed and we heard him say, “I see a
half moon rising over the mountains and shining down into the valley.”
At that point I opened my eyes. He was standing right in front of Gerri and me and speaking directly to us!
With the word from the Lord he went on speaking directly to us about Vallecito Valley. Again, the arrow shot
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straight into our hearts! Again, strength and encouragement came from another stranger! The Lord was dealing a
loving blow to our hoplessness and sense of failure!
It was now approaching mid-March and with these words that had just been spoken over us, we began to
climb out of that hole on the back side of our wilderness experience! We could see a very faint light off in the
distance…but it was light we could see! Hope! We saw a glimmer of hope! The Lord would continue His leading
and direction in our lives and we would see the day come when we learned much from this wilderness experience!
We made the decision that following week to visit our home church in Rainsville, AL, to see what was going
on there! They were quite surprised to see us on that Sunday morning. There was a visiting minister there from
India. His name was John Adedalla. He brought a great message and then moved directly into the ministry time.
The first person he called forward from the congregation was Gerri. She went to the front to join Bro. John. He
began by saying, “Sister, the devil has tried to kill you, but he shot his best shot and missed! The vision that the
Lord has given you and your husband will come to pass!”
There was more to this word that fateful Sunday morning. I am sure that our spirits got the rest of that
message, but our minds did not! My Lord and my God we were blessed! The series of strangers speaking
prophetically and directly into our lives was now at three. Each message had built upon the foundation of the
previous one. The Lord used each of them to strengthen and encourage and restore us! What the enemy had
meant for evil and had actually planned to use for our demise had been turned around and mightily used by Jehovah
Nissi – Our banner Who had gone before us to fight the battles in our behalf!
While we were there that Sunday we got to see the new sanctuary building project in process. The men of
the church were building their new building. It was a sight to see indeed! Pastor Randy said, “Hey why don’t y’all
move over here into our Upper Room and Rog you can work on the new building and we will pay you $10/hr for
your help. It’ll be great help for us and money you can use.”
Thrilled we said, “Absolutely. We need the finances and the exercise!”
We returned to the lake house in Centre, AL, spoke with Wayne and Barb, packed our things and returned
to Rainsville the next day ready to go to work helping build the house of the Lord! I began working alongside
several of the men from the church, and Gerri began prayer walking the building and writing scriptures on every
unfinished part of that building she could find! The floors, the walls, the platform, the baptistery…nothing was
over looked and all was significantly covered in prayer! It was an awesome time in the Lord for us and a time that
brought great healing into our lives.
We stayed in Rainsville working on the church project until May. While the work was physically hard on me,
it was healing. We ministered a bit here and there and finally we came to the place where we felt like God was
releasing us to return to Colorado and pick up the pieces.
Throughout this entire time, we were looking in one place for God to move in our lives, and He had
surprises everywhere but where we were looking! He used total strangers to speak the words of the Lord into this
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eventful, pivotal time of our lies. He used not the familiar things but the unfamiliar things! A rich lesson was
learned about not putting God in our own boxes! In fact, He refuses to reside in our spiritual boxes!
Another lesson learned was that when you run from a situation you take yourself along. God allows
problems and pain to come into our lives which are greater than our abilities to solve. Thus we are trained to rely
on and trust in Him. Adverse circumstances bring us to the end of self-sufficiency.
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~ Chapter 30 ~
THE UNFORGETTABLE TRIP TO ORLANDO, FLORIDA
By Roger
“I desire to break ALL your religious boxes. I will offend your mind to get to your heart.
I will even cause extravagant displays of My power in your midst.
It is all to get your attention.”
Father
Some time in the late 90’s we got a flyer in the mail for a Rodney Howard-Browne Minister’s Conference.
We normally just toss those in file #13, but Gerri handed me this one. As I read it, the Lord began a work in me! I
noticed it was a minister’s conference not a pastor’s conference. After attending the pastor’s conference at the hotel
in Los Angeles, I realized I did not belong at a pastor’s conference. I am not a pastor. I am a minister. “Hum,” I
mused over this one, “could this be different?” The desire began to build in me. I wanted to go to this one! What
a strange reaction in me! Wow, Lord. This one is in Orlando, FL at Disney World, and it would involve a week in
another expensive hotel. Like my Lord couldn’t afford a hotel room at Disney World!! Finally I told Gerri what I
was feeling. She suggested that I figure out a budget for the trip, and we would ask the Lord for that amount!
I worked on the details of expenses for the trip and arrived at a figure. We began to pray. Nothing
happened! The deadline for the registration was approaching. We had no answer and no provision. Again we
asked each other what do we have to lose if we register and then can’t go? We decided it was worth the risk, so
Gerri called and registered us. She then called the hotel and reserved our room for the week! This was getting
exciting but it was also a big stretch of faith for us just like so many other instances we had experienced. God was
enlarging our tent stakes! We continued praying always giving God an ‘out’ if He needed one. It was OK if we
went, and we decided to make it OK if we didn’t. But, we sure would like to know the answer!
To further prepare for the trip, we made contacts with family members for stops along the way. Then we
waited! Just a short time before we were to leave, the phone rang. It was a family member calling. They had just
received an unexpected settlement and wanted to send us a love gift! It was the exact amount we needed to pay for
this trip in full! Mickey, here we come!!!
As we traveled across the country Gerri and I used the time to pray. We were sensing some desperation
again. Stress was again our partner in ministry, and we could see we had boarded a merry-go-round whose
destination was depression! Lord, please get us off this redundant endless merry-go-round!
After a short stay with Lisa in Alabama, we drove on to Orlando. The conference was scheduled to start
that evening with a banquet. We arrived at the banquet hall early in hopes of getting a seat where Gerri could see
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well. There were only five people in that huge conference hall all sitting at one table. As we walked by them
moving closer to the front, one of them said, “Goo-day Mates, won’t ya join us?”
They were Aussies all the way from down under and here for the conference. We were honored to join
them at their table. There were two couples and one semi-professional Australian football player! He was the joker
in the crowd! He kept us in stitches, and we thrilled at his accent! This was good medicine for us! One of the
couples, we guessed to be in their mid-60’s, turned out to be the district superintendent for a major denomination
and his wife. We would be forever changed by what the power of the Holy Spirit did with this lady later on in the
conference.
During this opening evening we talked pleasantries around the table as the room began to fill up and the
conference festivities began. Rodney shared a brief greeting and then the meal was served. When we all finished,
Rodney went to the microphone and he said, “We don’t want to keep you too late this evening, but I must follow
the Holy Spirit’s leading.” He continued, “Some of you here tonight prayed as you were traveling to this event and
this is how you prayed.” He repeated verbatim the exact prayer Gerri and I had prayed in the car traveling across
the country. Then he said, “If you prayed that prayer, I want you to get down here right now!”
Gerri and I were instantly out of our seats and running through the tables. We knew God was about to do
something special, and we wanted in on it! There were about thirty people who responded to the call that night.
We lined up across the front of the stage of the conference hall and Rodney’s staff lined up behind us. Then it
began. Rodney began coming down that line of people laying his hands on each person. He was moving fast and
the people who were behind us catching those who were over powered by the Holy Spirit had to move at a hustle
to keep up with him! The atmosphere was electrifying as the power of God began to move in that place.
Excitement and anticipation filled the room. He was coming closer!
I have seldom gone down under the power of God when someone prayed for me. It is just something that
rarely happens to me. But here comes Rodney, complete with his South African British brogue! Closer and closer!
More and more anticipation! Lord I can hardly wait! Then it happened. There he was right in front of me. He
suddenly stopped and lightly touched my chest with his fingers. The power of Almighty God hit me like never
before! I flew backwards into the catcher behind me. We both hit the floor in a heap! Wow! Rodney went on
down the line to the end. Most people were now on the floor laughing joyfully like little children! I was not! I was
overwhelmed but not laughing! Rodney came back to me, stood over me and bent down saying “FIRE, Lord.
FIRE!” He touched me again lightly this time on my belly. When he did my body bounced up off the floor and
down again! WHAT WAS THAT, I THOUGHT!! Rodney repeated this two or three times and then moved on to
someone else. Gerri and I laid there for quite awhile before we were able to get up. We just enjoyed soaking in the
Lord’s presence.
Back in our room we talked for hours about how blessed we were that the Lord would give us such a
personal welcome to the conference! We could hardly wait for the next session! All this and Mickey Mouse, too!
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The meetings were morning and evenings and we spent the afternoons in Disney World right next door to
our hotel. We had a ball! We were like two little kids again. We reminisced many times that week about being
some of those privileged to be at the opening of Disneyland in Anaheim, CA, in 1955! Gerri had even been
privileged to sing during that grand opening! Visiting Disney World in Florida was bringing back precious
memories of our own childhoods. Stress and depression were leaving quickly! Hope deferred makes the heart sick,
but laughter doeth good like a medicine! We were about to experience the glorious gift of holy laughter!
The week produced many surprises some of which we had never experienced before! It was wonderful!
Usually wherever Rodney goes the Holy Spirit comes and baptizes people with laughter. This is a mark of his
ministry. It is not normal human laughter but totally out of control Holy Spirit laughter; the kind that heals deep
wounds of the soul. In the meetings, Rodney would begin to teach. The Holy Spirit would fall on a small group of
people, and this hilarious laughter would erupt in one place and then spread like a wild fire! Obviously Rodney is
very aware that this is going to happen, so when it does he simply stops, waits and laughs himself as he watches the
people getting a dose of the Holy Spirit! He never interrupted the work of the Spirit in those meetings! We were
blessed by his sensitivity and his obedience!
There were other manifestations of the Spirit in those meetings. We saw ministers falling out of their chairs
in the aisles flat on their faces crying out loudly in repentance asking God for forgiveness, totally broken before the
Lord! This was life changing! This is NOT something you see everyday in the lives of ministers! Many times after
several minutes of crying mournfully, these ministers would then be hit by the joy of the Lord and begin laughing
uncontrollably as they rolled in the aisles. Brokenness and repentance turned into joy and laughter! What an
expression of God’s forgiveness and blessing!
Remember the Aussies? The district superintendent couple in their early to mid-60’s, were extremely well
dressed. Everything about their appearance was perfect including hair, makeup, and clothes. Nothing was out of
place! They were average height and trim. They sat in the same place every service of the entire conference; second
row, center, right in front of the pulpit! The front row had been reserved for 50 Japanese pastors most of whom
did not speak English. They had ear phones which were linked to their translator. Late in the week at an evening
service Rodney began to teach. Shortly in the very back of the center section, laughter broke out. Rodney stopped
and was watching this particular group. Some of the rest of us stood up and turned around to see what was
happening. There were six Catholic priests dressed in black suits with the clerical collars in place. They were
giggling like school girls. More and more the giggles erupted into uncontrollable laughter! They were a site! The
Japanese didn’t move but remained in their seats. This was a good thing! Then we heard a scream to our right and
when we looked, there was the superintendent’s wife standing and facing the back of the auditorium. The people
around her were seated, so we had a good view of her. When she screamed she bent over at the waist and almost
put her face in the seat of her chair! Then she quickly rose up and bent backwards almost touching the back of the
heads of the Japanese pastors who were still facing forward and sitting in their seats! She repeated this process
twice. On the third round she bent her face to her chair and right before our eyes she did a complete back flip in
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the air over the Japanese pastors in the front row and landed prostrate on the floor in front of them! As she went
over the top of these men’s heads the power of God hit them, and they fell out of their chairs laughing hysterically!
What a sight! The place was rocking in the power of God. Gerri grabbed my arm and yelled in my ear, “DID YOU
SEE T H A T!!!!”
Still beside myself in awe of the power of God, I knew that there was no way humanly possible that this
woman could do that herself! She went so high in the air it looked like she came off a trampoline! Besides, Miss
Prim and Proper wouldn’t be caught dead trying something like that in the natural and in public to boot! She and
those Japanese pastors didn’t get up off the floor until the service was long over! We kept replaying in our minds
what we’d seen with our own eyes and still couldn’t believe we’d actually witnessed such an incredible event!
Gerri had experienced what we were calling holy laughter before but I never had. I’m typically not very
responsive to the move of the Holy Spirit in some of these more unusual manifestations. I miss more than she
does, too! It was toward the end of the week at an evening service and Rodney was teaching again. The Holy Spirit
blasted someone in our row to our right. It began spreading like fire down our row again toward us and also in the
rows directly in front and in back of us. Here it comes! The person next to Gerri got it and fell over into her and
then she got it! I laughed my natural, ‘I have it all under control laugh’. I began to think what’s wrong with me,
Lord, why can’t I get in on this? About that time Gerri slapped my leg and ZAP! Electricity hit me and up out of
my belly came this out of control deep laughter! I laughed so hard it hurt! Then I could not stay upright in my
chair and down on the floor I slid! We were all in a heap and in hysterics! What a tremendous blow the Lord
delivered to my pride and religious bondage that week! He was at it again; breaking more of our religious boxes!
At still another service, Rodney asked a pastor to come up to the podium and tell the people what happened
to his church when he’d done a conference there. The pastor came down the aisle seeming absolutely what we
would call normal while Rodney continued to talk to him. He reached the podium, gave Rodney a hug, and turned
and grabbed the podium with both hands, smiled at the audience and froze! The Holy Spirit had frozen him in
place! His eyes closed and he could not speak or move! Rodney laughed and said, “Alright, how about so and so?
Why don’t you come on up here and share the same thing about your church? He came trotting down the aisle
chuckling! He bounded up on the platform, gave Rodney a hug, took the microphone, faced us, opened his mouth
to speak and promptly froze in his place! Rodney laughed again and said, “I guess I’ll have to give their testimonies
for them,” and he did!
At the end of the very last service of the week, Rodney asked if we could please not leave the building until
he was able to shake every hand of those in the room. He said, “I’m going to the back and stand at the door. I
want to be able to greet every one of you before you go!” There were hundreds of us and it took quite awhile for us
to make our way to him, but we will never forget the experience. As we shook his hand, Gerri began to weep and I
said, “Rodney, I want to sincerely thank you for including those of us who are ministers and not pastors! It has
been a life changing week and we will never be the same.”
96

His response was brief but very sincere, “I bless you both, and I want you to know I will always be here for
you.” That response touched us deeply.
We came away from that week changed people! New life, new hope, refreshment, joy unspeakable and full
of glory bringing down pride and much of our religious tradition had been shattered!
Thank You, Lord, for miraculously providing for this trip. Thank You for the miraculous experiences we
had during this week. You are truly an awesome God!
“When the Feast of Pentecost came, they were all together in one place. Without warning there was a sound like a strong wind,
gale force – no one could tell where it came from. It filled the whole building. Then, like a wild-fire, the Holy Spirit spread through
their ranks and they started speaking in a number of different languages as the Spirit prompted them.” Acts 2:1-4 The Message.
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~ Chapter 31 ~
REMODEL WHAT CABIN?
By Roger
“It is my good pleasure to give you the Kingdom.
It’s my joy to see your desires fulfilled.
That is why I love to give opportunity to walk on water,
To follow Me if you will.” Jesus
The old kitchen and dining room area in our little Colorado cabin at the lake had become our ministry office.
There was no room in the current kitchen to eat, so we took our meals in the living room. If we had several guests
we would set up tables in the Chapel and serve the meal there. It was inconvenient, but we were grateful for the
space. One morning Gerri was working at her desk. As I walked by on my way to the kitchen she stopped me and
said, “Can I ask you to pray about something?” I said, “Sure, what?”
She said, "I haven’t had my table out of storage for many years now and I would love to have a place where we
could sit down with our guests for a meal. Why don’t we move the office upstairs to the loft and ask the Walker’s
(owners of the cabin) if we can remove these old kitchen cabinets and remodel this room for a nice dining room. This
old carpet is original to the house, so we could get new carpet, panel the walls, and get a chandelier!”
I said, “OK. I get the picture! If that’s what you would like to do, I’d like to make it happen for you.”
As I entered the kitchen I looked out the window and was suddenly stopped in my tracks. I now know that
it was the Holy Spirit beginning to go to work on me! Without further notice, He sent the remodel bug to bite me!
I stood there thinking for a moment or two and with another idea; I said to Gerri, “Hey, why don’t we add a new
dining room onto the house out here off the kitchen? We can open up this wall and you could have about a twelve
by fifteen foot new dining room! How does that sound?”
Gerri said, “Wow! That would be awesome!”
The juices were running now and our conversation began a stream of thoughts and ideas flowing. Creative
juices are like that in creative people!! The ‘what if’s’ were flying and we were thoroughly enjoying our dream that
day. Adding on that dining room eventually grew to adding a full second story with two more bedrooms, a large
new office and a large living room all upstairs! Downstairs was all new and redesigned as well. Enlarged bedrooms
and a new bath downstairs which would encompass the existing bath and the bedroom next to it became a part of
the plan. In addition, a new large laundry/sewing/storage room would be added. We just let the juices run! It was
so out of character for us at the time that we knew something was up, but we couldn’t figure it all out!
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I mentioned to Gerri that perhaps we should draw all these ideas out to scale and get it on paper. I drew
from my high school drafting days, and with some work I was able to draw floor plans for both floors and elevation
drawings for all four sides. That began to give us some kind of idea what the place would look like when it was
finished! We were totally surprised! It was awesome!
We were given several hundred dollars towards the building fund, so I hired an engineer to come out and
inspect the place. We went over the plans step by step. After his inspection he said, “You would have to jack up
the cabin and put a new foundation under it to support the weight of the second floor.” We were undaunted.
He took the plans and drew up the plans for the new foundation for us. He also told us that the existing
kitchen and back porch that had been added after the original cabin was built would have to be removed completely.
We agreed that it was OK with us and made the new addition an easier project.
When the new foundation plans were in hand, we contacted a house mover and he came out to give us an
estimate on his part of the work. Then we began the long, drawn out work of doing our homework and obtaining
cost estimates for every phase of the project. We were well into this process and praying continually, “Lord if this is
not You, just let us know. We will be OK with it.” In the meantime we are going to just have fun and enjoy the
ride of all this!
One beautiful Colorado morning as the sun rose over the mountain and the sky shown azure blue, the
telephone rang. It was one of our intercessors. She said, “I know this may be silly, but I need to ask you are you
planning to remodel the cabin?”
Bingo and double bingo! Something is up here for certain!
Gerri responded to the intercessor, “Well, yes, we have drawn some plans.”
She asked, “OK. If I stand on the road in front of the cabin and look straight at it, is there a new second
story?”
Gerri excitedly said, “Yes!”
Then she said, “Is there also a large picture window on the first and second story that faces the road?”
Gerri was up and out of her chair by this time and she shouted, “YES!”
The intercessor said confidently, “Well then, the Lord says go ahead with your plans!”
You talk about two excited King’s kids! We were beside ourselves with anticipation and gratitude to the
Lord for answering our prayers so directly! Just wait until the Walker’s hear this, we thought!
The very next day I was talking to my sister in Nevada and I shared with her what had transpired the day
before. She said “I can’t believe you are telling me this!”
I said, “Why?”
Sis said, “Because I have been having this same dream over and over again and I keep saying to myself no
this can’t be the Lord. Roger and Gerri don’t own that cabin.”
I said to her, “Tell me the dream.”
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She said, “In the dream Dave (her husband) and I are over there with you guys and we are putting in new
doors and windows and remodeling the cabin.”
Glory to God. A second massive confirmation! Is this totally off the charts awesome, or what? We now
moved full steam ahead with the details continuing to pray and asking the Lord when we should contact the
Walker’s and where is the money going to come from.
By this time, the Walker’s had retired from the pastorate and moved from Colorado back to eastern Kansas.
Soon we got a phone call from them. They were planning a trip back to Colorado to pick up more of their stuff
and move it back to Kansas. They wanted to come for a couple of days and visit. Hallelujah! Answered prayer hit
us once again! This would be our opportunity to share our plans and how the Lord was confirming all the details!
To say we were excited would be an absolute understatement!
The Walker’s arrived late one afternoon, and we had a great reunion. We enjoyed sweet fellowship around a
country supper, and we were talking in the living room when Don said something about all of us needing to get to
work and fix the place up a little! He said, “You folks have put a lot of money in this old cabin, and you are using
every square inch for the Lord. We haven’t done anything to help you!”
Well knock me over with a feather, will you? I know an open door when I see one and this one was WIDE
open with an invitation to come on in! It was truly an open door you could drive a truck through!
Trying desperately to hold back my excitement I said, “Don, we want to talk to you about that very subject!”
I began explaining briefly what had been transpiring. Then I told him I had a full set of plans for him to look at and
a set to take home with him. I asked him if he’d like to see them.
We moved to the kitchen and unrolled the plans. They were both visibly shocked! Gerri and I went over
every detail including the elevations so they could see what the finished product would look like. We shared in
detail how the Lord had confirmed we should go ahead with the project and every piece of miscellaneous
information we could think of. When we finished it was bedtime, so they took their copy of the plans and went up
to the loft. Gerri and I went to bed. Not one of us slept a wink that night!
Early the next morning when we got up, I looked out the back window, and there was Don in the back yard
out by the creek in his PJ’s, robe and slippers with his coffee cup in hand. I went out and joined him anxious to see
what he would have to say. Finally he said, “You know we prayed about this thing last night, and we just can’t let
you kids put that kind of money in this place.”
I felt like he had hit me in the stomach!
Don continued, “Why don’t you kids take that money and build you a new place?”
Finally I said, “Don, I don’t think you understand. We don’t have the money! This is the Lord’s project
and where He guides, He provides! Furthermore, He didn’t instruct us to build a new house somewhere else.
Everything He has shown us is based on this place right here!”
The conversation continued on for some time but it was of no use. He would not budge.
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Gerri fixed a nice breakfast, and they went on their way thanking us and taking the plans with them. We
were devastated! How clear did God’s direction have to be? We thought perhaps they would think about it on the
drive back to Kansas and change their minds. We decided we needed to lay it all down. We did, and we never
heard from them about it again. We truly believe that the Lord was trying desperately to bless this pastor and his
wife. He was attempting to get them to think outside their box and increase their faith! We know for certain He
was working at increasing ours!
We did get their permission to remodel the old kitchen/dining room area which Father provided gloriously
for and Gerri was able to get her dining room. It wasn’t long before the Lord gave our vice president the idea for
the King’s Table. We have employed that concept with great success, inviting pastors and their wives for a night
out at the King’s Table for an elegant dinner. The Lord used our staff to fully accessorize the dining room with
several sets of dishes, china and glassware, silver services, and matching linens and table runners. All was not lost in
the end of this story. God just wanted to do so much more than we could ask or think! Some missed a blessing,
but we got the King’s Table Dining Room!
Matthew 14:28-30 The Message: “Peter said, “Master, if this is really you, call me to come to You on the water.”
Jesus said, “Come ahead.” Jumping out of the boat, Peter walked on the water to Jesus. But when he looked down
at the waves churning beneath his feet, he lost his nerve and started to sink.”
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~ Chapter 32 ~
FATHER’S LOVE – THE REVELATION
By Roger
“And we know (understand, recognize, are conscious of, by observation and by experience) and believe
(adhere to and put faith in and rely on) the love God cherishes for us. God is love and he who dwells and
continues in love dwells and continues in God and God dwells and continues in him.” I John 4:16 Amp.
In September 2001 a close friend sent us some audio tapes by a fellow named Jack Frost from Shiloh Place
Ministries. We had never heard of Jack Frost, but our friend said, “You HAVE to listen to these tapes.”
The subject of the tapes was performance orientation. I suppose my performance, my striving, my drive for
self worth, for legitimacy, for some sense of personal value was pretty obvious to some, but I didn’t see it until I
listened to the first tape in this series! Since I constantly struggled with depression, the tapes were very timely. In
fact, I will go further and say they were a wonderful gift from Heaven at just the right time. Gerri and I were again
reaching a very familiar place of desperation!
I listened to the first side of the first tape and I asked Gerri to call Shiloh Place and see if they had personal
ministry available. She placed the call right away. In a few moments she was connected with Lauri Rea who
answered the phone. Gerri was so desperate at that time that all she could do was weep when Lauri answered.
Immediately Lauri caught the desperation in Gerri’s voice, and she began to speak comfort and peace to her. Gerri
said hearing her voice was like a gentle rain over the parched and dry land of her soul and spirit. Lauri didn’t rush
that conversation, but just very gently led Gerri in the beginning stages of a life changing journey that would run for
many years to come.
Lauri listened carefully through Gerri’s tears and directed her call to Kay Lewis who was the Administrator
of the Shiloh Prayer Ministry Department. Gerri explained our situation and asked if ministry would be available to
us. Kay said, “Yes, Honey, but we are booked up until February of next year. Oh, wait one minute; I have just had
a cancellation come in right before you called. Could you and Roger be here in three weeks?”
Gerri turned and asked me and I said, “Tell her yes, by all means we will be there.”
God was at work in our lives AGAIN!
Kay sent us all the necessary paperwork to fill out and a set of tapes that were required listening before our
first ministry appointment. We were now refocusing ourselves for a drive across country to Conway, South
Carolina!
After three long days of driving, we arrived in Conway late in the evening and were met by Jim and Bobbi
DeBaun who were providing us a host home while we stayed in Conway. Jim and Bobbi are a wonderful retired
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couple whose ministry is Shepherd’s House. They provide room and board for ministers and their wives who come
to Shiloh Place for ministry. They escorted us to their home and made wonderful provision for us during our stay.
We have rarely experienced such love and acceptance in a stranger’s home!
The next morning we were a bit nervous as we arrived at Shiloh Place. We were warmly greeted and
introduced around the office. Then we were introduced to Johnnie Lewis, the ministry chaplain, and escorted to his
prayer room. After some get acquainted chit chat, Johnnie said, “Roger, I see by your Life History Form that you
know Jesus and the Holy Spirit personally, but tell me, how is your relationship with your Heavenly Father?”
I was stunned by his question! I felt trapped! I felt like I had been sucker punched by a surprise test that I
hadn’t studied for! My mind raced for an answer while Johnnie sat quietly and patiently!
Still my mind raced for the right answer! What was THE answer? No, what was the RIGHT answer! I
don’t know! I am feeling myself race into panic mode! What do I say? Oh, God help me!
My automatic default of guilt and shame was now taking over. That familiar continuous lurking sense of
failure was upon me again! I stared at the floor for what seemed like forever and was getting embarrassed by my
lack of an answer! Finally, I could stand the pressure no more and I looked at Johnnie and said, “Well, Johnnie, I
don’t know what to say. I know He’s out there somewhere, but I guess I don’t have a relationship with Him!”
Someplace in the dialog I went on to say something like this, “I know Father is out there somewhere. He’s
watching me, and He’s angry because of my sin and mistakes. If Jesus doesn’t intercede for me and get between the
Father and me, then I’m a crispy critter. Father carries a big stick just for me!”
Johnnie smiled warmly and said, “It’s OK Rog. I thought that is what you would say. Thank you for your
honesty.”
With Papa Johnnie’s loving response to me, the ice in the room instantly melted and the real part of this
journey began. I can’t possibly remember all that happened during our three days at Shiloh Place but I want to
share some of the highlights because the glory story here is that Father completely changed our lives and our
ministry by this visit.
Let me take a moment or two and share with you a sketch of what our lives and ministry were like prior to
our first visit to SPM.
The love of Jesus that Gerri and I had experienced at salvation prompted both of us to offer Him our lives
completely, to serve Him completely, to do anything and everything He asked us to do. What we didn’t realize was
that our need to be needed, our need for love and acceptance, our need to be valued, our need for purpose and
destiny would lead us to performance. Our performance became a substitute for an intimate relationship with Him.
Therefore, our sense of love faded as works and performance took over. In this mode we began to strive to be the
very best Christians we could be! We began to strive to do the very best we could do! It was never enough! We
always tried to do more! We had to be holy! We had to be perfect! We lived by rules and law, not by love and
relationship. Everything was black and white with no excuses. Worship everyday. Read your Bible everyday. Pray
everyday! Fast, give, do, do, do! We did not realize we had become slaves for God trapped in performance trying
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to earn our place in God’s heart that was already purchased by the shed blood of Jesus. We were killing ourselves
trying to obtain something that already belonged to us. We were accompanied by many in the church with these
same principles and values, so we thought we were ‘normal’!
When Johnnie began saying things like, “Father doesn’t want you as a slave, Rog! He wants you as His son
and daughter! Father’s love is unconditional. He loves you just like you are, not like you or other people think you
should be! There is nothing you can do to make Him love you more, and there is nothing you can do to make Him
love you less! Performance is burnout waiting to happen. Father wants you to learn to rest in His love for you!
Life is in the being, not in the doing. Jesus is the way, but Father is the destination.”
His words went straight to our hearts like arrows shot from an angel’s bow! In those three days our
religious bondage was shattered in heaps! Our comfort zone of slavery was exploded into tiny little pieces. The
consequences of slavery were being severely challenged by the freedom and liberty of Love. This Love was the key
ingredient to life and relationship with Father that we knew so little about. We were beside ourselves, overwhelmed
and thrilled with the potential of new life. We felt a thousand pounds lighter. We felt new and refreshed. Our
hope was being restored. We now had a new goal in life; to pursue and get to know Father and to become intimate
with Him, with Jesus His Son and with the Holy Spirit. Wow! What would this life look like? What would it feel
like to serve and obey because I wanted to, not because I had to! What would it feel like to honor and be honored,
to give love because we are loved? We were about to find out!
We will never forget those three days at Shiloh Place. They truly changed our life and ministry forever! The
time there re-directed our journey in a very profound way. The love poured out on us by Johnnie and Kay was far
beyond any experience we had ever had and far beyond our greatest expectations. It was absolutely Father’s love
expressed.
We have made it our goal to get all of His Love we can possibly get, and then give it away to the next
person we meet. Finding His Love has helped bring us into a much more balanced walk with the Lord. Our
automatic defaults have been reset and we now find ourselves walking in the legitimacy of our Father. Oh that
everyone could find what treasure we have found!
“Jesus said to him, “I am the Way, and the Truth, and the Life;
no one comes to the Father, but by {through} Me.”
John 14:6 AMP
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~ Chapter 33 ~
ARTWORK – FATHER’S WORK OF ART!
By Roger
“Creativity is not a myth. Every man is born with a measure of it.
Some develop that measure. Others hide it or stamp out
its fires within. That becomes the world’s loss.” Father
For many years I had watched a bushy-haired artist paint gorgeous oil landscapes in less than 30 minutes on
his TV program. His name was Bob Ross. He was a teacher and a wonderful encourager to all who would listen.
He offered his listeners an opportunity to bring out their talent, hidden and otherwise. He also encouraged us to
paint our world just as we saw it.
In 1998, after watching Bob’s program I told Gerri, “I think I can do that.” I meant that I thought I might
be able to master his wet on wet technique. In November of that year a very good friend from Atlanta, GA, called
and asked Gerri what she could get me for Christmas.
Gerri said, “I have a suggestion. Why don’t you get him a Bob Ross Master Painting Kit? He has expressed
an interest in trying to paint.”
The friend said, “Perfect idea. I’ll do that.”
Christmas rolled around and my present appeared wrapped and under the tree. I usually can figure them
out, but this box had me totally stumped! I was like a kid on Christmas morning. I couldn’t wait to see what was in
that box! When I opened it I was elated…or was I? The holidays passed and Gerri bought me some canvasses, but
I put off getting started. I finally realized the problem was my fear of failure. I was so afraid I would mess it all up,
I couldn’t bring myself to try!
Finally in April 1999, with Gerri’s continuing encouragement, I forced myself to break out my kit and try it.
I was very nervous and I broke out in a sweat. But, I made myself push through! In the kit was Bob’s suggested
sample painting with detailed instructions from start to finish. When I finished the first canvas, I was exhausted
from the stress! I thought this was supposed to be fun! Gerri and I were both pleasantly surprised with the
outcome on the canvas.
It didn’t take too much encouragement to try again and again. The canvasses got larger and larger. I bought
more of Bob’s books which gave countless examples of possible paintings. I stuck by the book for the first few
paintings. Then I decided that ‘in my world this tree should be here’. That’s just what Bob taught as he instructed
in his TV programs.
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Soon I was winging most of the paintings on my own! I enjoyed the freedom of expression. Friends who
dropped in were as totally surprised as we were by what was happening. For someone with no previous art
instruction what was taking place on the canvas was shocking! Gerri began taking digital photos of the original
paintings because by late 1999 the originals had begun to sell, and we were giving some as gifts to family and friends.
They were being well received. I was amazed by the fact that people were actually willing to pay for my work!
Gerri began reluctantly to let the original paintings go. She said they were like her kids! With her creative
gift she purchased a software program for the computer and used the digital photos she had taken to produce note
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cards. She began using the cards in the office and soon began receiving phone calls inquiring about the cards and
where they could be purchased. Now the cards began selling. We purchased equipment and supplies necessary to
produce and package the note cards! They were good sellers!
We thought if we can sell the cards, could there be a possibility we could reproduce and frame the original
oils as prints. Again Gerri’s creative ability went to work. We purchased matting and frames, and the prints became
a part of the art line. While it became lots of work it was hugely rewarding. It also provided another means of
income for the ministry. We did incur a problem. We didn’t know anything about marketing. We pushed ahead
though and made some attempts but without much success. I do need to correct that. Gerri made the attempts. I
still didn’t think my work was good enough to go public. God was about to fix that mixed up thinking!
One of our favorite things to do in Durango was go to the Bar D Chuckwagon. It was a western dinner
show featuring the Bar D Wranglers, a western men’s quartet on par with Sons of the Pioneers. You older folks
should remember them from Roy Roger’s days! On the grounds at the Bar D there are several shops featuring
many items including original western artwork. Gerri got the idea that the Bar D would be a great place to sell
some of my work, so she contacted the lady in charge who invited us to bring her some samples of my work. Gerri
did and she really liked them and made room to display them in a prominent place in the art shop!
The Bar D was open only during the summer season, and we wanted to be there opening night for the
debut of my work. We arrived early, got our tickets and then sat outside on the grounds waiting for dinner and the
show. About an hour before dinner the shops opened, and the crowd began milling around. We went in to see the
display of my work. It was a totally awesome experience to see my work actually displayed there among some pretty
well known western artists! I was beginning to get the sense that this was a God thing and that once again He was
up to something! Jehovah Sneaky was about to appear on the scene!
While milling around in the crowd I spotted some friends who were our neighbors at the lake. I said to
Gerri, “Look, there are the Green’s.” I went to speak to them. On the way I saw someone else I knew, and then
someone else and then another couple! Suddenly I thought, “I bet my wife has been up to something. She did it
again!”
Without my knowledge she had invited all our family and friends to meet us at the Bar D for the debut of
my artwork! Some came from many states away to be there with us for that special night! Then came the biggest
surprise of all! Gerri said, “Look, there is someone else here just for you.”
I looked and there was our daughter, Lisa, and our granddaughter, Jenny, who had come all the way from
Alabama. What a celebration this turned out to be in May 2001.
Just two years after I began to paint, my work went public! I still stand in absolute awe at what the Lord has
done. I can take absolutely no credit for the gift that is within. It is something that Father placed there when He
planned my creation long ago. This is a glory story because this is about what He has done! Before each painting
Gerri and I pray and ask God’s blessing and anointing upon each canvas. We ask Him to reveal Himself through
the painting. I can’t begin to tell you how many times we would walk away from a finished painting, go to bed that
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night and the next morning go straight back to the canvas to look at the new piece only to find changes and
improvements had been made in the night hours to the work I’d finished the day before! These were visual changes,
things I knew I had not done! Gerri as my witness saw the same improvements and changes. Father has answered
our prayers repeatedly to show Himself through the work on the canvas. We have been truly blessed by the art
work.
Sometime later we were considering returning to secular work to supplement the ministry finances. We
asked Johnnie and Kay at SPM for their advice. Johnnie said, “Rog, I think you are looking right out over the top
of what God has given you to do.”
I said, “How so, Johnnie?”
He replied, “Your art work. Roger, you and Gerri need to market your work. There is great potential here
for the finances you need. This is a gift God has given and others need to be able to bless you with their
purchases.”
We took that counsel and marketed the work at numerous art shows for a little over a year and were
somewhat successful; successful enough to know that the work will sell. We have continued to pray about the
marketing of the work by some professionals. Recently, we have been contacted by a firm who is going to help us
with professional marketing worldwide. They also will be doing production and shipping of the products. This will
free us to work with the ministry full time, and Roger will paint when the Holy Spirit prompts. Only the Lord could
answer our prayers so magnificently! We serve an awesome God!
“Oh how I love to see you create; to watch you discover and release that which I have placed within you. It brings Me great
joy.” Father
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~ Chapter 34 ~
THE EDGE OF HELL
By Gerri
“I AM is coming to your aid. Trust Me.” Father
It was a cold May morning at the Vallecito Lake cabin, Memorial Day 2002. The alarm sounded waking me
from a deep sleep. I wanted so badly to just slip back down inside the warm covers and sleep, but this was the
morning scheduled for my swim workout at a local lodge. They had an indoor, heated pool, and I had been going
early three mornings a week to work out. I dreaded the time spent all by myself in the early morning hours at the
pool, and I especially dreaded getting out of the warm bed to accomplish my goal. I forced myself that morning
only later learning that I would be very glad I did.
I slipped quietly out of the bedroom leaving Roger to sleep. I got into my sweats, packed my swim bag, and
went out to start the car so it could warm up. It was far too cold to sit there while it did, so I went back to the
cabin and let the car ‘puff’ as it is better known in Colorado! In a few minutes, I left the house and made my way
south along the lakeside. It was just after 6 am in the morning. As I drove, I sensed that the atmosphere in the
valley was unusually quiet for a holiday morning. This was the summer season kickoff weekend. In my spirit, I
sensed ‘something was up.’
I drove just a few miles south from the cabin and rounded the corner where the Chamber of Commerce
building sits on the north end of the lake. The year had been exceptionally dry and the lake was way down. Valley
locals were all expressing their concern about how the low water levels of the reservoir would effect summer
tourism. When I approached the Chamber building, I heard the Spirit of the Lord say, “Stop and pull in here.”
Arguing with Him I said, “But I’m on my way to work out.”
Again, the voice of the Spirit rang loudly in my ear, “Stop and pull in here.”
So I did. I pulled into the Chamber parking lot and drove on down towards the dock which was still on dry
land because of the low water table. It all looked austere as the steam rose from the lake water in the distance and
the rising sun was just beginning to peak over the mountain top to the east. Finally I got out of the car and walked
toward the dock. It was a funny looking contraption when it was all out of the water and exposed to the dry land.
There were no other vehicles around and I was all alone. “Father, this is really weird. What is it You want to say to
me?”
Suddenly and with absolute resolution in the voice I heard came, “Gerri, very soon many people will
evacuate from here and many businesses will be gone from the valley. Soon this valley will never be as you see it
today, but through it all I will prosper you and Roger. I AM is coming to your aid. Trust Me.”
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I ran back to the car to find something to write on. I knew I had heard the voice of the Lord speaking
something profound. But what could He possibly mean? I scribbled what He had spoken to me on a napkin I
found in the car’s glove compartment, and shaking to the very core of my being, I abandoned my plan to work out
and went immediately back to the cabin.
Roger was up by this time. I sat down in the chair next to him and began to share my experience with him.
We both were perplexed by the word, but I took his advice that morning and tucked the napkin in my Bible.
The time is 10 days later, June 9, 2002. We got a call late that afternoon that a fire had started over on
Missionary Ridge just outside Durango. There had been warning after warning from the Forestry Service because
our weather had been so dry. The forests were all tinder boxes just waiting for the right conditions. The worst
fears had begun. The fire started about 20 miles from us as the crow flies, so we were not at all immediately
concerned for Vallecito Valley. As a matter of fact, we were more concerned about Matt being in law enforcement
and his possible involvement should this get out of control. And get out of control it did. Within hours the fire
was raging across the mountain ranges taking its toll on homes and families. Screaming in its intensity and with
winds driving the fire to the east, it was coming our way. But it was still several mountain ranges and valleys, and
miles away from us. We did keep in contact with Matt because he had an emergency radio with him at all times.
Through him we could get the latest fire update information. Days moved on and by June 15th, we were beginning
to get a bit concerned. There were now thousands of fire fighters working this fire including air tankers and many
helicopters. When the fire got close enough we began hearing the copters coming into the valley scooping their
water cargo from Vallecito Lake. From sun up to sun down the whir of their engines ran every day. The main
outpost for fire fighters was at the Fair Grounds in Durango, but not far from the cabin we had a forestry station.
By now, the little outpost station was covered with fire fighters, their fire fighting equipment and all their pup tents.
Their presence in the valley was an unmistakable reminder that we now did need to be concerned.
The week rocked on and with every day the situation became more alarming and grave. On Wednesday
evening we attended a meeting at the Chamber building conducted by local officials and forestry people. The
purpose of the meeting was to calm fears and establish an evacuation plan for Vallecito Valley should it become
necessary. You see, there was only one small two lane road into and out of the valley. There were many summer
residents who had returned from their winter homes, and the valley’s population was already swelling. Evacuating
for any kind of emergency would be tricky, and this one would be a first.
We listened intently as one elected official spoke after another. Then the head of the Forestry Division
came to the microphone. He had maps and diagrams of just where the fire was at this point. He told us that they
were confident that they could hold the fire over at Lemon Lake Road just one short mountain range to the west of
Vallecito. There was one hitch. If the prevailing winds kicked up, there would be a chance that their fire line at
Lemon Lake would not hold. In that case, we would have at least 3 days warning to evacuate.
Already smoke filled our little valley. It was getting difficult to breathe. Those with respiratory difficulties
were advised by officials to leave the area if possible. The reports in this meeting coupled with our many daily
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reports from Matt, deeply concerned us now. Matt called with this advice on Thursday, June 20th, “Dad, if they call
you to leave, do it. Please don’t stay. Law enforcement manpower is taxed to its limit and if they come and tell you
to get out, they will not come back a second time. Please promise me that you will leave if asked to.”
Matt was already working as much as 22 hours a day. This was serious. Very serious. We’d already written
out our personal plan should we have to evacuate and we waited. On that Thursday we got a call from Steve and
Becky Martinez, ministry partners, who lived in Durango. They asked about our situation and said, “If you guys
need to get out, please come and stay with us. We have the extra room and we’d be happy to have you.”
Realizing by now that an evacuation was not only possible but probable, we accepted their invitation and
told them we’d call them when we needed to leave. We watched the sky, waited for Matt’s update phone calls and
prayed. On Friday morning we got word that the fire line at Lemon Lake had been breached in the night, and it
was now headed straight towards Vallecito Valley. I went out into the front yard of the cabin. Looking to the west
towards the oncoming fire, I purposed in my heart to initiate my spiritual authority and command the fire to cease
its movement. From out of nowhere the voice of the Lord said, “Gerri, do not pray that prayer.”
Arguing I said, “Lord, what did You say?”
He said again, and this time more firmly, “Gerri, do not pray that prayer. Do not take authority over this
fire.”
Reluctantly, I obeyed wondering why in the world He’s spoken such a thing to me. Suddenly I realized what
I’d written on my napkin and tucked away in my Bible on Memorial Day just a few short weeks ago! Realizing He
had a bigger plan none of which I understood, I just stood and praised Him for all that was about to happen in our
lives.
By late Friday afternoon, June 21st, Roger had become greatly alarmed and he was now using his field glasses
to peruse the mountain just to the west of us which formed the western side of Vallecito Valley. We wondered if
we should stay up through the night, but decided that it would be better if we could get some sleep.
Saturday morning, June 22nd arrived. We could tell the fire was very close. The noise of the copters and the
air tankers was nearly deafening. They were concentrating on our area now. All the stops had been pulled out.
Now the race was on to save our little valley.
By Saturday afternoon, Roger said, “I think it is time. We need to set our plan in action. Let’s begin to get
things together.”
My heart pounded as I looked around. I had my list of things I would be responsible for. At the top of that
list was our Bibles, the kids pictures and the ministry records. There were 39 years of marriage memories in that
little cabin not to speak of the investment the ministry had in the chapel and all its furnishings. I said to myself,
“This is just stuff, Gerri, only stuff.” Roger said he was going to stay to protect the property from looters. I nearly
flipped out. And I will leave to your imagination the conversation that followed! We now busied ourselves with
executing our plan.
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At 3 pm Saturday afternoon, we could see the fire cloud intensifying over the western mountain. The fire
was fiercely close now. Roger came in from his assessment time in the front yard and said, “We need to begin
loading the vehicles.”
I knew this was the last decision to be made. My heart broke. “Oh, God I cried. Please spare us and have
favor upon this little cabin in the mountains.”
We were busy making the many trips back and forth from the cabin, the chapel and the car. I had pulled
the car up to the front deck so that it would be easier to load, and I had my head inside the trunk trying to arrange
boxes when I heard someone come up behind me and yell out to me. I quickly stood upright and turned around.
There running towards me and totally out of breath was a Lieutenant with the LaPlata County Sheriff’s department.
I recognized him because he was a friend of son, Matt’s. When he got to me he said, “You’re Matt’s mom aren’t
you?”
“Yes,” I said. “What are you doing on foot? Where is your vehicle?”
He took a second or two to partially catch his breath and said, my partner is on the road over across Grimes
Creek. I am running on foot because I can cover more territory this way.”
By this time Roger had joined us in the yard. The Lieutenant acknowledged Roger and said to us, “Mr. and
Mrs. Taylor, you need to get the hell out of here and right now. I was in my vehicle on the fire line over at Lemon
when this thing jumped the line. I had difficulty outrunning it in my vehicle. I am telling you, please get out of
here.”
With that he began to turn and trot away yelling back at us, “This is the only notification you will get. We
won’t be back. Please go NOW!” He didn’t wait for our answer but rushed on to the next house on a dead run.
We’d settled the issue of Roger staying behind and now the fear of God had just been put in us. We needed
to go and in a hurry. Dusk was setting in and there were still a few things we needed to do. Closing of all the cabin
windows was on my list. I closed all the windows but the one in the back bedroom of the cabin. Somehow in the
excitement and intensity of the moment, I missed that one. Never once did we give a thought to the fact that we
had just stocked two refrigerators and three freezers with meat from Sam’s Club. Those provisions would take us
well into our summer visitor season for the ministry. Or so we thought.
It was now dark. The red glow of the fire was cresting the mountain top just to our west. We pulled out of
our drive way to caravan down the mountain to Durango and the home of Becky and Steve Martinez. The roads
were crowded with evacuees but not impassible. We trailed down the two lane road headed towards the south end
of Vallecito Lake. I was already crying and my conversations with Father had not ceased in the last several hours. I
was in the lead car and Roger was right behind me. When we rounded the curve at the base of the dam the fear of
God hit me. The fire had crept down the mountainside and its flames were licking the asphalt on the side of the
narrow two lane road. Fire trucks and personnel were everywhere. “Oh God,” I said, “I don’t think we are going
to get out.”
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I obeyed each signal of law enforcement. Frantically they were waving vehicles on. “Please God don’t let
us get separated.” I cried.
We made our way on a few more miles with flames continuing to press in from our west. At several places
the fire was right at the edge of the road. On the crest of the mountain peaks to the west the flames raced high in
the air. Fire creates its own weather system. Wind was blowing hard now from the fire itself.
We came to the entrance of Forest Lakes, a subdivision approximately half way between Vallecito Lake and
Bayfield. This was a large subdivision and there were many, many cars entering the evacuation. It was at this point
that the traffic became very heavy. Once again obeying the deputy that was directing traffic at this intersection,
eventually he waved us through. On to Durango we went arriving exhausted at Becky and Steve’s about 10 pm
Saturday evening, June 22nd. They graciously received us. We showered and fell into bed.
We stayed 21 days with Becky and Steve. Our days were spent before the TV getting any bits and pieces of
news we could. We had our mail held at the Bayfield Post Office and made several trips each week to pick up the
mail and attend the Forestry Department updates at the high school. There we met with other neighbors trying to
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get updated information about particular neighborhoods in the valley. It was a time of huge stress and a time of
learning another level of trust in our Heavenly Father.
I suppose it was about half way into the 21 days of evacuation when we both realized that power had been
out in the valley now for days and the provisions we had stocked in the refrigerators and freezers would be lost.
From the reports we could get we knew that the cabin was spared and now we wondered if we would be able to
save the appliances full of rotten food and meat!
After several days of not hearing from Matt, we’d also become worried about his safety and whereabouts.
Finally we did receive a phone call from him. He’d been working non stop around the clock for several days. He
told me of nearly being trapped in the Forest Lakes Subdivision while trying to evacuate hold outs. Those are the
ones that stay behind in a situation like this with no regard to the fact that law enforcement officials will have to go
in and try to get them to leave. This is why he’d told us earlier to get out at the first call. Matt told me that while in
his police car barking orders through its loud speaker that the fire had come very close to trapping him in that
subdivision. My heart raced as I thanked the Lord for sparing his life once again in the line of duty.
Finally on Friday, July 14th, we got the all clear. The fire had passed through the valley and was now to the
east still burning out of control. We loaded up the vehicles and headed home. After we left Durango and the closer
we got to the fire area, we ran into the same scenario as the night we’d left the cabin. There were fire vehicles
everywhere and the helicopters were based just to the south entrance of Vallecito Valley. They were still flying sun
up to sun down every day.
We drove into the valley and passed by many houses that had not survived. Their occupants would not
return. The word that the Lord had spoken to me on Memorial Day rang in my ears. I could see the houses that
had been lost, but I did not see any businesses lost in the Valley community. I wondered about that and soon the
Lord would explain.
The Valley floor had been largely untouched by the fire. It had burned up both the east and west mountain
ranges that formed the valley. It was a miracle that the valley floor had been untouched by the fire. Our little cabin
was a sight to see. Everything intact. We went in and amazingly it didn’t even smell like smoke. I discovered the
open back bedroom window. I called Roger to come and see and we wept as we realized that we didn’t even have a
bit of smoke damage even though we’d had a window left open. What a miracle!
We unpacked the things from the car and decided to go have a glass of tea on the deck. Sitting on the deck
watching across the valley floor we could see the intensity of movement of fire vehicles. Then suddenly a white
county fire pick up came up the road in front of the cabin. The guy in the driver’s seat yelled from the window.
“Sorry, folks, you’ll have to evacuate again. The fire has turned back on itself and it is not safe to stay.”
Angry and tired, I lost it. What didn’t we learn this time, Lord? We decided to take only our clothes which
we’d not unpacked yet, the Bibles, pictures and ministry records. The rest we’d already unpacked and just could not
bear repacking it all again. We headed back to Becky and Steve’s. This time it was only another two days and we
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were released to return again. It was during those two days that I realized how depressed I was. It would be some
time before I was free of that bondage again.
Once back at the cabin we busied ourselves with the clean up task at hand. We did lose a refrigerator and a
deep freezer and the contents of the others as well. It was a mess to clean up, but we were joyous in the mess
because the cabin and chapel had been spared. We were thankful that law enforcement had been spared and
saddened that one fire fighter had lost his life in the fire. We were ever so thankful to the thousands of fire fighters
who had come from across this nation to help us in our time of need. The Missionary Ridge Fire consumed some
78,000 acres of our beautiful state.
In the subsequent days following the fire the economic impact became evident. Because of the fire and its
national news coverage, that summer was a total bust for businesses in Vallecito Valley. By the end of the summer
we were aware of 10 businesses in our tiny little mountain community that had gone belly up. There it was! The
second part of the word God had spoken, “Many people would evacuate the valley and many businesses would
be gone from the valley.”
At the peak of the fire coming over the western mountain and down into the valley it raged at one point
near the Chamber of Commerce building. It raced down the mountain forming its own weather tornado. It
engulfed the north end of the lake which was dry lake bed and had been designated as the ‘safe zone.’ It was here
that all non-essential vehicles were to be taken before the evacuation. Most of those vehicles were consumed from
pickups, cars, motor homes, motorcycles, snowmobiles and boats. There was great loss right in the middle of the
‘safe zone!’ When the fire storm hit the dry lake bed, it formed a tornado which then moved across the north end
of the lake and off into the woods taking with it more giant trees before it blew itself out as quickly as it had formed.
Fire fighters stood on the east side of the lake helplessly watching the destruction of this infamous fire storm. The
north end boat dock where I had sat on that Memorial Day morning receiving the word from the Lord was now
history. When the tornado formed the wind blew out the fire turning it back into itself and kept it from running
down the valley floor and destroying the entire valley. The mighty hand of God, Himself, slipped down from
Heaven and stopped that fire where He knew it needed to be stopped.
The Lord spoke to me as I later tearfully watched the video of the fire storm and tornado that it was in the
exact spot where I had been sitting that day receiving His word, that He’d chosen to stop the fire dead in its vicious
tracks! God is an awesome, Mighty Warrior. We have seen His saving hand of mercy. And, while sitting on the
edge of hell itself, we have been spared, and we have watched Him push back the gates of hell and say, “Enough!”
Thank You, Father.
“And these three men, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, fell down bound into the burning fiery furnace.

Then

Nebuchadnezzar, the king (saw and) was astounded and he jumped up and said to his counselors, “Did we not cast three men into the
midst of the fire?” They answered, “True, O king.” He answered, “Behold, I see four men loose walking in the midst of the fire, and
they are not hurt.” And the form of the fourth is like a son of the gods!” Daniel 3:23-25 AMP
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~ Chapter 35 ~
SHILOH PLACE SCHOOL OF MINISTRY
By Roger
“Come unto Me all of you who are weary
and carry heavy burdens, and I will give you rest.
Take My yoke upon you. Let me teach you because
I am humble and gentle, and you will find rest for your souls.
For My yoke fits perfectly, and the burden I give you is light.”
Matthew 11:28-30 NLT
I believe it is important to remember that Gerri and I received the life changing revelation of Father’s love
in October 2001. As a result of that revelation, we began our pursuit of Him, looking for and expecting a personal
encounter with Father Himself. When the personal encounter did not happen like we expected, we had a visit from
an old friend called Disappointment. He brought someone with him that we know even better, and his name is
Depression. This time Depression wasn’t so familiar. He had mutated from the normal depression I had known all
my life and had become more vicious and unfamiliar. Normally in our life together, if I was depressed Gerri was up
or vice versa. But this time we both made it to the backside of the wilderness and dropped off in that familiar deep,
dark hole! This was December 2001.
With such a life changing revelation that Father loved us just like we were, how could we possibly be
depressed, discouraged and disappointed? We tried everything we knew to do but nothing helped. This was a
terrible time in our lives. We sought council from trusted mentors, but no one seemed to have the keys to unlock
the door of this hideous place we were living in. Nothing changed no matter how we prayed or what we did. But
God did have a plan!
In March 2002 we believe we received direction from the Lord to begin to more aggressively market my
artwork. Although rational, logical thinking seemed to have escaped us and the ability to focus was almost
nonexistent, we pressed on in this new aspect of our ministry. What should have taken days took us months as we
tried desperately to focus long enough to add a column of figures or construct a reasonable sentence! Our success
was limited, but the additional finances helped the ministry. And, we met many nice people as we traveled the art
circuit.
We desperately struggled through the summer and into the fall doing as many art fairs as we could. By this
time, we really needed a breakthrough. We really wanted to see Johnnie and Kay again. Gerri noticed that Shiloh
Place was showing an event on their website. It was their annual Family Reunion which would be the first week in
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November. We asked Father if we could go. We talked to Johnnie and Kay and they invited us to stay in their
home with them. We began to make plans to attend. When we arrived at their home in Conway, SC, we felt safe!
Their sky blue guest bedroom just captivated us with a welcome that only could be from Father Himself! At last,
we were at home!
The Family Reunion began on Thursday evening. Jack Frost, the Founder of Shiloh Place Ministries,
greeted us and made announcements. He then introduced the guest speaker for the event, Dr. Grant Mullen, M. D.,
from Canada. Dr. Mullen said in his opening statement that his topic for the Reunion would be Mood Disorders
and Depression in the Church. Gerri and I looked at each other. We both knew this was a divine appointment!
Father sent us all the way across the country to help us with our depression. As a result of Dr. Mullen’s teaching,
we discovered that we both were in clinical depression. We knew nothing about this emotional sickness, but we
soon learned from statistics that Dr. Mullen shared with the group that at any given time there is at least 20% of
Christians in the church who suffer from clinical depression. It is also a disease that is taboo to talk about,
especially in the church. Dr. Mullen would help us through his teaching to uncover this blight by giving us
profound information, revelation and solutions to the problem. His quick wit and hilarious presentation of such a
deep subject helped everyone there to respond in joy and laughter which was soon to become our strength!
Normal depression, Dr. Mullen said, usually improves with a change in circumstances and/or environment.
Clinical depression is a physical problem that requires a doctor’s care and medication and/or natural supplements.
We chose to pursue natural supplements, and I began my research. I soon found the recommended products, and
we began our treatment. We saw our family physician, Dr. Joe Murphy M. D., and he confirmed our condition and
approved our choice of treatment. We did have a bit of a struggle convincing Dr. Joe that we really were clinically
depressed. He said, “YOU guys? Are you certain these written test results are yours and they are valid? I have a
difficult time believing what this test says.”
We assured him that we were convinced and that we also had our masks firmly in place, especially among
our peers. We were great at living the lie. After all, ministers of the gospel of Jesus Christ could not possibly be
depressed and certainly would be fools to admit it! Remember, the church is no place for ministers to admit they
have a problem and absolutely no place to admit the problem might be an emotional one!
What a total relief to discover what was wrong with us and also that we could shed our shame and come
forth with the truth. Thanks to Dr. Mullen we were able to uncover a huge secret and do so with dignity. Within
just a few days on our natural supplement treatment, we were feeling much better. We would remain on our
treatment program for well over a year. It was amazing to us how many people began to see the difference and ask
about our treatment. Many came out of their box of depression and hopelessness as a result of our honesty about
our depression.
Thank You, Father for blessing us with Shiloh Place, Johnnie and Kay and Dr. Grant Mullen!
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In the Spring of 2003, Johnnie and Kay Lewis told us that Shiloh Place was planning their first School of
Ministry to be held the month of January 2004. My response to this was instantaneous! Sign us up! We must be
there.
The event was to be held at the Sea Mist Hotel and Resort in Myrtle Beach, SC. We estimated the cost of
this venture. It was huge for us. We desperately wanted to be a part of this first school. Evidently Father wanted
us there too, because He made the provision for everything!
We were thrilled as we checked into the Sea Mist on that January afternoon. Our room was on the 16th
floor. When we looked out from our balcony we were overlooking the famous Myrtle Beach! What an adventure
we were about to embark on!
School began on Monday evening, January 5, 2004, with dinner at Shiloh Place in Conway. There were 55
students for this first school, and all were in leadership roles in the Body of Christ. Drawn in from nations all over
the world and all across the United States, we joined with our fellow students and embarked on this journey
together. There were couples and singles with a good mix. We would have weekends off to play and relax. This
was good as our days and evenings during the week were very intense.
The highlight of the entire school for Gerri and I came on Tuesday afternoon, the first day of class. Mark
Burlinson began teaching the afternoon class entitled “How to Hear God’s Voice.” I thought to myself that the
topic was a bit strange since all of the students were ministers or leaders of some kind. I assumed that everyone
already knew how to hear God’s voice. Wouldn’t you?
Mark is an excellent teacher, and we both thoroughly enjoyed his wit and his presentation. His very British
accent just added to our delight. At the end of his teaching session he said, “Now we are going to practice what I
have been teaching. Please remember these steps:
1) Quiet yourself
2) Focus on God
3) Listen
4) Journal
Then Mark said, “I’m going to put on what we call soaking music,” and he proceeded
to describe what soaking music was. At this point, I began to get angry inside. I thought to myself, men don’t soak,
women do!
Then Mark said, “Please move around the room and get comfortable. Pull up the floor if you’d like to!
Listen to the music, follow the four steps and journal what comes to you.
Again my anger jumped up. Inside I argued, I don’t journal. Women do that!
The music began and I was ticked! I was becoming more offended by the minute. My manly pride was off
and running. I was about to get up and leave the classroom when all of a sudden I was jerked up short with a
promise I had made to Father. If you will let us go to this school, I’ll do my very best in every class to participate
and learn all I can! Oops! Ok, Father, I remember my promise. I’m sorry. I’ll do my best.
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Ok, let’s see. First quiet my mind! Yeah right! That will never happen. Clinical depression made that
impossible. But wait a minute. I’m not in clinical depression anymore!
So I said to myself, “Soul, you shut up in Jesus name!”
I was immediately shocked because it did! My mind was instantly quiet. Ok, now focus on God! I had
been waiting since October 2001 to meet Father, so is it time now? Under my breath I said, “Father are you really
there? Do You have anything to say to me?”
In the quietness of my mind with the soft soaking music playing in the background, I immediately heard,
“Yes, son, I am here and I have been waiting a long time for you to come. I love you dearly.”
“What! Wait! Uh! WAIT! Father if that’s You would you please start again so I can write it down?”
Quickly I raced for my yellow lined tablet. My performance orientation would not allow me to reach for my
journal the school had provided each student because I might mess it up! With tablet and pen in hand I said, “Ok
Father would You start again please?”
Immediately He started again and the following is what I wrote down during that power determining event:
“Yes, my son, I am here and I love you dearly! I don’t see the sense of failure that you live with daily, hourly, moment by
moment; that hidden sense of shame that burdens your spirit. You are my delight. My life dwells in you. I burst with pride in my
thoughts of you. I have not given you anything to do that I cannot do through you. I have not promised you anything that I will fail to
accomplish! You serve me at My pleasure not your own because your pleasure or discontent can hinder you in hearing My voice, and
therefore you can miss My will, My direction, My plan, your calling, your purpose, your healing, your prosperity and your fulfillment in
our relationship.
Love is beyond your ability without Me, and My love is imparted to you and through you out of our relationship. Step out of
and leave behind your woundedness, your mistakes, your sin, your attitude towards life, and reach out and take My yoke upon you, My
life in you, My love in you, My power in you and My desire in you.
Your future is positive, not negative! Turn now and renounce the negative, receive and live in the positive for that is where I am
and I desire you there with Me. Renounce the death wish that strangles your faith and hope. Cast down the disappointments that
suffocate the life within you! Say, “Go to the darkness,” and come to Me in the light where life is!
Love,
Father
Prior to this experience, my prayers were always directed to my Lord Jesus or the Holy Spirit. They have on
occasion given me prophetic words and words of knowledge and direction for my own life and ministry, but this
experience was dramatically different. It was the first time I addressed Father God personally hoping for an answer
from Him. What an answer I got! His answer went straight to my heart, and His love touched a place in me that
had never been touched by love before! My Heavenly Father really is there and available to me for relationship!
Abba is there for me! He cares about me. I am accepted in His arms. This is what Jesus died for! He paid the price
so I could come home to the loving arms of my Heavenly Father. Jesus is the way, but Father is the destination.
John 14:6.
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This is the experience I had been waiting for since our first visit to Shiloh Place in 2001. I cannot begin to
describe the exhilaration and the sense of transformation I felt. I had total acceptance for the first time in my life!
My legitimacy had begun. The sense of peace and the sense of home that I had never experienced came over me. I
AM LOVED! Daddy loves me and accepts me just the way I am! I wanted to run and jump and shout! I wanted
the whole world to know what had happened to me and who is available to them! To my great joy and surprise I
discovered after that class that Gerri had experienced the same thing I had. Her journal entry had set her free of the
pain of rejection she had suffered with all of her life! We were beside ourselves with joy!
When we got back to our room I told Gerri, “We can go home now! It just can’t possibly get any better
than this! If we don’t get another thing from this school, this will be more than enough!” We celebrated for hours
that night on the balcony of our 16th story room overlooking the vast expanse of the Atlantic Ocean. We sang the
favorite worship chorus long into the night, How great is our God! Sing with me, how great is our God, and all will see how
great, how great is our God!
We were, in the days to come, to receive much, much more from school. It was far beyond our wildest
expectations and one of the most life changing events we had ever experienced.
We purchased the CD entitled Come to the Waters by Ancient Paths, World View International which was the
one used in our first soaking experience. We could not wait to have our own private soaking times and see what
Father had to say. Needless to say, my prideful attitude about soaking and journaling completely disappeared!
From that day to this, there is no greater priority in my life than spending time with my Father and developing our
relationship. Intimacy with Him is my highest priority because it is there in His lap, wrapped in His arms that I
learn to love as He loves, accept as He accepts us, and it is where He freely imparts all the essentials for life to me.
Gerri has written a love song from the Secret Place with Father. I love to sing the tag on the chorus that says,
“Your love surrounds me, Your love surrounds me, Your love surrounds me and wraps me in Your arms.” This
place is for you, the reader, too. Father is waiting for you to join Him and now would be a good time.
Intimacy is vastly past by in the busyness of culture and the world’s structure. Busyness is one of the
greatest enemies of true intimacy. The pursuit of anything valuable takes time and commitment.
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~ Chapter 36 ~
A MIRACLE IN OUR MIDST
By Gerri
“Do impossible situations dictate your life, or does your life dictate to impossible situations?
Have I not given you dominion? Have I not given you the Kingdom?
Have I not offered you all that I am? Is there anything too hard for Me?
My love expressed through you contains the power to conquer the world.
Father
It was not unusual for my daughter, Lisa, and I to talk on the phone each day. Ministry had separated us
across the miles but God had blessed us to be able to have an active phone relationship. Back in 1999 – 2000, the
calls became more and more frequent. Something was wrong; terribly wrong with Lisa and Tommie’s second born,
Jenny.
Her first symptoms began when she was in the second grade. She became uncooperative in the classroom
at school and the teachers were finding it difficult to control the situation. At home, our Jenny was becoming more
and more unhappy. At first it seemed more emotional but soon some unusual physical symptoms began to surface.
Her parents noticed that she began experiencing unexplained weakness in her legs. She lost interest in riding her
bike, roller skating, and jumping rope. We all at this point began to have greater concern. Something was really
wrong. They were about to begin a very long medical journey to obtain a medically hopeless diagnosis.

After

seeing scores and scores of doctors and specialists, Jenny was sent to Children’s Hospital of Birmingham. There
she would undergo two weeks of testing and workups. The day finally came when Lisa and Tommie were
summoned to a hospital conference room to meet with the doctors. There 18 specialists talked around the table,
each indicating that they could do nothing for Jenny. Their final conclusion: take her home, find her a live in, full
care facility and commit her. The diagnosis: Mitochondrial Myopathy, a very rare and terminal muscle disease.
By this time, Jenny had left the public school system and was receiving school instruction at home when she
was able. Her days were spent mostly sleeping, sometimes as much as 22 hours a day. In this disease the muscles
of the body do not regenerate properly. She reached the place where she often could not breathe because her
muscles had just nothing left to allow her major organs to function properly. She was on $1,250 per month of
prescription medications. Through it all she never gave up faith that the Lord was going to heal her. It was often
her faith that sustained her parents, her sister and Grandmomma and Granddaddy! Committing her to a full care
facility simply was not an option for Lisa and Tommie; and while the struggle to give her 24/7 care often became
almost more than they could bear, they stayed the course and kept praying for God to heal her. She was now in a
power chair, unable to walk. The simplest of daily life skills eluded her. She was near death.
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In one of our visits to Shiloh Place, we shared with Johnnie and Kay about our Jenny. Johnnie gave us a
valuable piece of information. He told us that they had discovered that very often in cases of terminal muscle
disease the spiritual root can be found in a death wish. Immediately we both knew. This was Jenny. We took this
information and began to pray about it. In May 2004, we were preparing to go to Alabama to attend Brittney’s high
school graduation. Britt would be the first of our five grandgirls to graduate. We were excited about the trip and
the time to be with family. While packing, the Lord spoke and said, “It’s time to pray for Jenny.” I shared with
Roger, and we both began asking the Lord for great wisdom. Questions and more questions came. How could we
ever possibly share about a death wish with a child who had been so compromised? Teachers had labeled her
unteachable, and all the medications she was taking had taken their toll on her mind.

How do we pray for her,

Father? What do you want to do? When is the right time?
We began our trip to Alabama, and I think we spent nearly every hour in the car worshipping the Lord
together. Still unable to comprehend how we would ever approach the situation when we arrived and still
questioning if our faith was big enough to believe her out of her wheel chair, all we could do was pray and praise
God.
The day in May when we drove into Jackson was hot and humid. Ugh! I’d forgotten how miserable the
South can be in the summertime! It was about 2 pm in the afternoon when we pulled up in front of Tommie and
Lisa’s house. Lisa came to the car to greet us. We went immediately inside to escape the heat. There was Jenny.
She was all decked out and was making every effort to be well on our behalf. Lisa, Jenny and I went to the kitchen
to get glasses of iced tea while Roger unpacked the car. We got into the kitchen and immediately Jenny said,
“Grandmomma, can we go into my bedroom and do some of that get down prayin’? I think Jesus is going to heal
me!”
I never saw so much faith coming from a child in my entire life! I was in total shock. Turning to Lisa to
gain her approval, she gave me an affirmative nod. Off to Jenny’s room the two of us went! On the way, I was
freaked out! Lord Jesus help me I cried out under my breath. I realized the magnitude of this moment, the one
we’d been praying about for so long. Inside I could only shake, rattle and roll!
We sat down on the end of the bed, and I looked into Jenny’s eyes. She was so full of confidence; so
absolutely depending on my ‘get down prayers.’ Lord, don’t let me blow this moment!
Suddenly, the Holy Spirit came into that room, and He directed my every word.
“Jenny,” I began, “do you ever have so much pain that you just would like to die and go be with Jesus in
Heaven?”
“Oh, yes ma’am,” she very confidently replied, “all the time.”
I heard myself say, “Well, Jenny, Father God gives us life. He wants us to live and not die. When we make
the choice to die, we hurt His heart.”
She quickly and without hesitation responded, “Well then, I guess I’d better tell Him I’m sorry.”
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Immediately she began her own dialog with Jesus asking Him to forgive her for wanting to die. When she
finished, I said, “Jenny, pray this after Grandmomma.”
She said, “OK.”
“Lord,” I said and she followed line by line.
“Lord, I know that you want me to choose life and not death, so this day I do choose life and blessing, not
death and cursing. I want to live and be a blessing. In Jesus Name, Amen.”
It was that simple and took no more than 5 minutes. It was like falling off a log backwards into the pond.
There were no howling sirens, no flashing lights and no long, arduous prayers. It was short, simple and sweet.
Nothing seemed to change in the natural, but the following morning Lisa, Roger and I were in the den having
coffee. It was early and Jenny’s normal schedule would be to get up around 11am. At 8 o’clock Jenny appeared in
the door of the den. She was showered, dressed, make-up on and hair combed. She promptly put her hands on her
hips and with bold confidence declared, “I choose life and not death, blessing and not cursing.”
That day she left behind her need for her power chair, came off all the medications cold turkey, and indeed
began living again! She has totally amazed all the doctors, and her parents have written verification from her
primary care physician that they have a miracle. Her dentist has attested to that as well. When the miracle
happened there was such an immediate, dramatic change in her appearance that many people did not recognize her.
She lost 125 pounds, is active in home schooling, and doing remarkably well. Physically the miracle has been just
totally awesome, but what has happened in her life spiritually is even more miraculous!
I asked her some months after she was healed if she could do anything she wanted to do with her life, what
would it be?
“Oh Grandmomma,” she exclaimed with glee, “I know what I want to do. I want to go with you and
Granddaddy and pray for the sick!”
She just lives and breathes Jesus. She witnesses at every opportunity, and we have kidded with her that we
believed if anything moved around her she’d witness to it! She has a wit that is remarkable, and we have nicknamed
her the family clown.
Recently when her Mom was hospitalized for emergency surgery and I was talking with her on the phone,
through my tears I told her how proud I was for the way she was helping with her Mom’s care when I couldn’t be
there. I said, “Jenny, my little girl is sick and her little girl is taking care of her.”
Jenny replied, “Oh gosh Grandmomma, here come the water works!” We cried together!
If I’m down, I know I can call her, and she will encourage me in the Lord. She is truly a miracle.
Thank you, Lisa, Tommie and Brittney for your perseverance and the price you have all paid as a family to
see a miracle of Jesus in your midst. You are all to be commended and we are so proud of you.
Thank You, Father for your miracle-working power in our family. Thank You for allowing me the privilege
of those few moments in prayer with Jenny. Thank You for showing me that it isn’t about how exquisite our
prayers are or how much we know. In the end, it’s all about You, Lord.
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“Death swallowed by triumphant life? Who got the last word, O Death? Who is afraid of you now?” I Corinthians 15:55 ~ The
Message
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~ Chapter 37 ~
NEW LOVE ~ NEW LIFE ~ NEW STRUGGLES ~ NEW VISION
By Roger and Gerri
“The Push Up Theory: Love in. Pain out!”
Our personal encounter with Father God in January 2004 dramatically changed our lives and ministry. It
ensured that more change was on the way! Most of us struggle with change because it usually takes us out of our
comfort zone. Gerri and I were no different. We usually struggle with change, but this time of change in our lives
was different. This time Love was the true motivator. This time there was more acceptance, affirmation, value and
legitimacy than we had ever known before, and it was found in our relationship with Abba Father not in our
performance for Him!
We had been studying the message of Father’s love from Shiloh Place since 2001 and sharing it on a
personal basis with friends and family as we learned it. Late in 2004 we decided to try and share the message in a
more corporate setting. We began planning a monthly, all day retreat for this purpose. We chose the last Saturday
of each month and decided to hold the retreat in Durango. Our first retreat was the last Saturday of January 2005.
We had people attend from three states and although the number of people was somewhat disappointing, Gerri and
I had a wonderful experience. The feedback from this first event was so positive we used it as a sign to continue.
This also gave us opportunity to record the sessions so that our tape library could be birthed.
As each month passed and built on the previous one, we felt encouraged, and we thoroughly enjoyed these
events. The positive feedback was fuel to continue. At each retreat we took a missions offering to help us take the
message of Father’s Love to our world. We were shocked and amazed at the generous giving from such a small
group of people! This was very important to the ministry because in addition to our monthly retreats, we traveled
almost 20,000 miles in 2005 as a part of the Shiloh Place Ministry Team carrying Father’s love around the nation
and internationally to London and Scotland.
It seems like there were constant surprises and blessings. One of these surprises came shortly after our May
retreat. The event was wonderful and we were excited about what Father was doing in our midst. On the Thursday
morning following the May retreat I was struggling big time! Out of nowhere I had this overwhelming sense that I
had had enough. I wanted out; out of ministry and out of my marriage! I had to get out! This was not the first
time I had been in this place, but in light of what had been happening that was so loving and positive, this was a
total surprise!
I went outside that morning and mowed the grass. I came back to the house and showered. When I came
out of the bathroom I told Gerri, “We have to talk.”
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She said, “Ok,” not having a single clue what was about to happen.
I calmly said to her, “I’m leaving. I’m leaving you and the ministry.”
I was surprised for several reasons but one that looms biggest in my mind is the fact that I was so calm.
This was totally out of character for me. There was no fear, panic or physical shaking. Instead I felt nothing but
peace. I assured Gerri I would not walk out and leave her stranded, but I would stay until she decided what she
wanted to do with her life. I would stay and help her get moved and settled! Needless to say, she was more than
devastated. I will let her now share with you from her perspective what happened.
The morning had been pretty much like other mornings, but we had been under a great deal of stress from
several things that were going on both personally and within the ministry. I didn’t think much of it, but went about
my morning routine carrying on conversational prayer with Father just like I did most mornings. I had some
computer work to finish, so I busied myself in the office. The car had been in the repair shop for several days, and
the phone rang. It was the repairman with bad news. There were transmission problems and expensive ones.
When I shared that with Roger, it was as if the cup of life’s problems suddenly became full and it tipped! He
became sullen, angry, withdrawn and isolated. I felt I had just been shut out of his life completely.

He went

outside to mow the grass. I knew he wanted to be alone, so I remained inside praying.
When he came in from cutting grass, got out of the shower, he sat down and calmly said, “I’m leaving,” I
was more than shocked. How could this be happening? Lord, how? If it had come several years before, I could
understand, but now? My mind raced to understand and get a grip. I had to see with Spirit eyes into this one. I
tried to calm down enough to hear what the Holy Spirit was saying. It seemed my ears were deafened with pain,
fear, panic, disappointment, rejection and abandonment. Wait! I’ve heard these spirits scream in my ears before.
This is reminiscent of year 13 in our marriage when adultery was the name of the game. “Lord,” again I cried out
under my breath as Roger continued talking calmly.
Suddenly drifting through my thoughts and feelings of pain and confusion came, “Remember what you
have been journaling the past few days.” Bingo! I knew immediately that the Holy Spirit was speaking and my
inner thoughts began to review the past few days of what I’d written even while Roger and I were in conversation in
this drama. Here is what I had written:
May 25, 2005 ~” Be on alert for opportunities to feel rejected or to be offended and refuse to allow your emotions to lead you
away from your place of security in Me, says the Lord. Be strong and resolute in your quest for the things of the Spirit so that you do not
allow your flesh to rule. If you refuse to feed your feelings of rejection, they will pass quickly with no lasting results. But, if you
personalize these attacks, they can have long-term and disastrous consequences. Be wise.”
May 26, 2005 ~ “Regroup and reorganize as much as is in your power to do so. Do not worry about what is not in your
ability to control, for I will surely bring to completion all that I have set your hand to do, says the Lord. Be patient and all the pieces
will fall into place one by one. Trust Me to enable you to do all that I have chosen for you. Phil. 2:13.”
May 27, 2005 ~ “Self control issues that you have fought and thought had been overcome have resurfaced and now demand
your attention. Refuse to cave in by accepting failure as your retribution and final judgment. What you are experiencing is only
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temptation. It will take some work, but you can once again set your will, take a stand and overcome. This is no time to allow your
apparent deficiency to stand in the way of your ultimate victory. I am with you to help you succeed, says the Lord. Rise up and let My
strength overcome your weakness.”
When Roger went out to mow the grass, I went to my journal with my feelings and this is what I entered:
“Father, he’s pushed everyone away and out of his life – total orphan and total isolation.”
“Yes, Daughter, I’m taking him back to his childhood root of all the abandonment in his life. Therefore, for right now he will
react and act like a little boy. What you see, feel and experience from him is the little boy. Watch now and see what I will do with this
little boy! It will be a magnificent transformation. I know the anger and rejection that have hurt you, but I am here to take your hurt.
Remember wounded people wound people. As much as you can, bless what I am doing – for I AM is working. Trust me to mend all
the broken hearts – but trust Me especially with him. I love him more than you do, far more; I will use all of this for My glory and good
~ I promise.” Love, Father.
A few more minutes passed as I sat in Daddy’s arms and then I made this entry:
“The healing I am doing now is a pre-cursor to what will come to a close in Cambridge, England. Know that this must come
first before the final end of the chapter entitled ‘Abandonment’ can be written and then experienced. Vast lessons are being learned, so
do not despise the work of My Spirit in these days, says the Lord. No book that includes life and liberty is very easily written, but is
born out through triumph and tragedy AND THEN victory! I AM is the writer of this book and chapter by chapter is being penned
by My hand. The book of life is brief, but once a page is read, all but love is dead ~ this is My belief. Father”
Now sitting in my chair next to my beloved Rog, an inner peace came over me which in natural terms was
totally unexplainable. I was in the Spirit like John must have been on the Isle of Patmos, yet in the natural I sat next
to my husband of almost 42 years listening to him calmly explain that he was leaving me! After what seemed like a
life time, Roger calmly got up and went to the kitchen. I picked up the telephone and placed a call to Shiloh asking
to speak with my Papa Johnnie. When he came on the line I poured out all that had just happened and he lovingly
prayed only as a spiritual father can for his daughter who is in pain. The Comforter came. Ending his prayer, Papa
Johnnie said to me, “Gerri, I want you to make me one promise.” He was firm and resolute as he spoke. There
was power and Kingdom authority in his voice. “Gerri, you must promise me that YOU WILL NOT GIVE UP.
No matter what happens, you MUST NOT GIVE UP. Do you hear me, Gerri? YOU MUST NOT GIVE UP!”
I wasn’t answering him because I was trying to process what I’d just heard him ask me to promise. Could I
make and more importantly, could I keep such a promise? I wondered inside. This is the first time in my entire life
that I could hear three clear voices speaking to me all at the same time! My flesh was screaming, “…@#!!!**# no I
won’t make that promise!” My spirit man speaking, “…Daughter of the Most High, answer your Papa. Tell him
you will make and keep that promise”; and the Holy Spirit comforting me was whispering, “You can do all this with
My help.”
After what seemed like an eternity, I heard myself saying, “Ok, Papa, because you have asked me, I will
promise and I pledge to you and to Father to keep my promise.”
Papa Johnnie said, “Ok, now let me talk to Rog.”
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Relieved, I handed the phone to Roger and said, “Papa wants to talk to you.”
Roger continues to write:
Reluctantly I took the phone but I didn’t give Johnnie a chance to talk. I told him how much I loved him
and appreciated all he and Kay had done for me, but it was over and I am out of here. At that point, I handed the
phone back to Gerri.
As always, Papa spoke words of comfort and encouragement to me that confirmed what I’d journaled. He
asked me to keep in touch with him and promised that he and Kay would continue diligently in prayer and he
expected there to be a quick breakthrough.
Gerri and I talked back and forth for quite a while with what about this and what about that, all the what if’s
and options, but I would not be moved off of ‘it’s over and I’m leaving.’ I would say something and Gerri would
softly and firmly say, “You can believe that lie if you so choose, but your belief in it does not make it true.”
Then the sovereign moment came! Gerri looked me directly in the eyes and pointed at my chest and said,
“but that little boy in there…!” That is all I heard. Everything in me exploded but not in anger which was my
pattern from the past; but in overwhelming emotion!
There was a large picture hanging on our living room wall that was a recent, strange purchase. It was
strange because it was expensive for us and certainly not on our priority list. A few weeks before, we had gone to
the frame shop of a friend who did our matting for my artwork. While in the shop, I saw this picture, and I simply
could not walk out of the store without it. I had to have it! It touched something deep inside me. It was my dream;
my heart’s desire! A home. It was a beautiful farmhouse in the country with lots of trees, pasture, a pond, a stream,
a waterfall, a dirt road leading to the house! We took it home and hung it where I could look right at it from my
chair. I spent hours staring into that picture, longing, dreaming, and lost in my deep desire for a home where there
was safety and security!
As my emotions continued to explode while Gerri and I sat together, I began to literally fall over into her
lap and I pointed to the picture as I sobbed, “It’s my home! It’s for ME!”
I then physically collapsed in her lap and began to sob uncontrollably. For over an hour she held that little
boy through one of the deepest emotional crises of his life. The sobbing, the wailing, and the gut wrenching left me
totally exhausted. Yet, I also felt free, light, whole, and changed all at the same time. Then Father began to bring
revelation. This was His doing! He had surfaced the deep-seated issues of abandonment and rejection in me so
that I could be free of them and they would no longer hinder my relationship with Him and with Gerri or anyone
else in the future! This was my loving Father at work in my life sovereignly healing His son that He loves so much!
When I got up out of Gerri’s lap, I was without physical strength, but I was overwhelmed with love for her
and for Father! Peace and joy were bubbling inside me. I was filled with excitement and expectations of good
things to come. There was once again hope!
We called Papa Johnnie and Mama Kay right away and shared with them what had happened. Their prayers
had been answered almost immediately! We all four rejoiced together on the phone this time for Father’s goodness
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and mercy. What a wonderful demonstration of His love. It is also an example of how sometimes He allows things
in our lives that are hindrances to our relationship with Him, with each other, and with our Kingdom destiny to
surface so we can be healed and free! Thank You Father for loving me so much. Thank you for giving me my wife
and my family. Thank you for making me a more loving husband and father! Don’t stop, Daddy. Let’s remove
everything in me that would in any way hinder our relationship and my ability to love others unconditionally!
Because of this overwhelming experience, Gerri and I began to pray about making a trip to Shiloh for any
follow-up ministry that might be needed. The journey always continues! We never arrive! This had been a very
traumatic experience for Gerri. I wanted to make certain her needs were met and give her opportunity to be healed.
Neither of us wanted to miss any possible opportunity to grow and be healed out of these circumstances.
We held our June retreat as scheduled. Then on the first of July we left for South Carolina. We stayed with
Johnnie and Kay. They skillfully ministered more healing and restoration to us for two days. It was wonderful
being at home with them again. They are gifted spiritual parents who know how to provide safety and security to
their spiritual children!
While we were with them, they asked if we knew about the upcoming conference in Charlotte, NC, with Bill
Johnson. We did not. Several from Shiloh had already registered for this event. Johnnie and Kay urged us to come
along with them. We called and were able to get registered and get a motel room near the conference within the
hour! In just a few short days we were at Mahesh and Bonnie Chavda’s church in Charlotte. This was to be a
divine appointment by our loving Father! The revelation that came during those three days was totally life changing
again! Gerri and I were overwhelmed with what Father was doing for us!
I want to focus here on one very important time during this conference. To do that I must set the stage.
This conference was held in a very large tent. Daytime temperatures were over100 degrees and there was a sell out
crowd of over 800 people! The chairs in the tent were very small, metal folding chairs. They are what we call five
minute chairs. One’s butt could only take five minutes before pain became your focus! There was no room to
move. We were squished in like literal sardines!
Johnnie came to us one afternoon and said, “It’s too hot and uncomfortable in the tent. We are going to
the overflow room in the adjacent building where they have a large screen TV and closed circuit telecast of the
service. It’s air conditioned, and there are more comfortable chairs in there. Why don’t you two go with us?” That
was a total ‘duh!’ Off to next door we went, pulling up the padded chairs and securing ourselves a great seat in
front of the big screen!
The service began. Announcements were made and praise and worship started. Soon Bill Johnson was
introduced, and he began to speak. I was intently watching the big screen and the televising of the meeting. All of a
sudden I didn’t see the service from the tent, but on the TV I saw Wit’s End Ranch! I was looking down on it and
then I saw Jesus in the sky to my left! He had His arms open wide. Tremendous light was coming from Him and
illuminating the ranch property. As I realized what was happening I thought I better close my eyes so I can focus
on this vision! But when I closed my eyes, the vision disappeared. All I saw was darkness. I immediately opened
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my eyes again, and there on the TV was the vision again just as I had left it! WOW! How amazing is this? Then I
heard the Lord say, “I have chosen, but now I impart!”
Then the scene shifted downward to the pasture on the ranch and there in the middle of the pasture was
something bubbling up out of the ground like a fountain and flowing out over the ground in every direction.
The next thing I saw on the TV screen was Bill Johnson! The vision was gone and the Lord did not say
anything more. Needless to say I was caught up in the raptured excitement of this experience. It prompted lots of
questions. Once again, I knew Father’s love was being expressed by this miraculous event. It had been 25 years
since the first vision of the ranch which is still fresh in my heart and now came this wonderful encouragement that
Father hadn’t changed His mind about the future location of our ministry.
We still don’t fully understand what He meant by, “Now I impart,” but we are confident He will show us
when the time is right. For now, we are comfortable with the mystery of it. “It is the glory of God to conceal a thing, but
the glory of kings is to search out a thing.” Proverbs 25:2 AMP, {see also Deuteronomy 29:29, Romans 11:33}.
I couldn’t wait for Bill Johnson to finish his teaching that afternoon so I could share with Gerri, Johnnie
and Kay what had happened! It was a glorious experience. It was a wonderful, unexpected visitation by my Lord
Jesus to strengthen and encourage us to press on toward the goal of our high calling in Christ Jesus! It is also
wonderful confirmation that even in the pit of our despair and wrong choices, Father loves us. Our responsibility is
to continue our journey of repentance, healing and restoration no matter how tough the pathway up the
mountainside gets.
“As Jesus was going down the road, He saw Matthew sitting at his tax-collection booth. ‘Come, be My disciple,’ Jesus said to
him. So Matthew got up and followed Him.” Matthew 9:9 NLT
Little did Matthew know that day where his path would lead him. There were many twists and turns in the
road and many unexpected surprises.
“Then Jesus said to the disciples, ‘If any of you wants to be My follower,
you must put aside your selfish ambition, shoulder your cross, and follow Me.’”
Matthew 16:24 NLT.
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~ Chapter 38 ~
A DREAM COMES TRUE
By Roger
I leave no pages in the annuals of history unturned. Every inheritance is there for the discovery of mankind to find.
Seek Me with all your heart and I will be found by you.
Father
As an adult I have had a deep desire to visit my father’s grave at the U. S. Military Cemetery in Cambridge,
England. In spite of the desire, the finances had never been available to even consider making such a trip. But then
there is God!
Father, I pray now that You will help me reveal the many parts to this glory story so it truly brings You
honor.
“Take delight in the Lord, and He will give you your heart’s desires.”
Psalm 37:4 NLT
I had difficulty for a long time in believing that my Father would really want to give me my heart’s desire to
go to England. Little did I know that He would use our spiritual parents, Johnnie and Kay Lewis, Shiloh Place
School of Ministry, and the deep love relationship that has developed between Gerri and I to bring fulfillment to
my life-long dream and heart’s desire.
This glory story begins at the SPM School of Ministry. As students, we were encouraged to fellowship
together outside of class, to have a meal together, to get know one another and to look for divine appointments!
Gerri and I were approached one day in class by David and Sonia Vowles to have a meal with them. Since they
were from England we decided to take them for an all American, southern style meal at K & W Cafeteria,
nicknamed ‘Kanes and Walkers’ because all the retired folks frequented this place! We went through the long line
of veggies, fried chicken, roast beef and apple pie and made our selections. We then took our place in the dining
room and began to enjoy our meal together. As we began sharing during our meal, we were shocked to discover
they were not only from England, but they were from Cambridge, England! I asked if they knew of the U. S.
Military Cemetery there, and they said, “Why of course. We drive by there each week on our way to church.”
I began to share with them about my Dad being buried there. We watched the expression on their faces
and felt a shift in the atmosphere around us. Could this be a divine appointment?
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David said rather calmly in his very English accent, “You have to come and visit. You can stay with us, and
we will take you to the cemetery and make certain you have all you need while you are with us.”
To say we were thrilled would be an absolute understatement. The desire in our hearts soared. We left that
lunch time connected in the spirit with these sweet people and wondered where all of this was to lead. Right now, it
was back to class!
Later on that week, another couple, David and Heather Johnson, approached us to have a meal together.
They were also from England originally, but God had sent them to Scotland to live and minister. God immediately
connected our hearts with these two precious people as well. We shared with them about our lunch with the
Vowles. They agreed that God was up to something, and He would work out the trip. When He did, the Johnsons
wanted us to come on to Scotland and minister there! What! Scotland, too! England was a stretch, but Scotland as
well? I don’t think my faith is that big, I thought! We exchanged contact information with both couples as we
continued our fellowship time together. All the while, both Gerri and I had an excitement within because we
absolutely knew God was up to something big!
The last week of school, Jack Frost, founder of Shiloh Place Ministries, came to class and announced that
final arrangements had just been made for the ministry to take a team to London, England, to do a conference! At
the announcement the Vowles and the Johnsons began waving at us across the classroom! Each couple was full of
joy and excitement! Could it be, Father? Is this the open door for my desire to be fulfilled? For the first time in
my life, hope sprang up in me. I couldn’t believe my ears! First the desire, then the contacts from Cambridge and
now a planned ministry trip to England. Could we go? What do we have to do to become part of the SPM team?
All the questions and excitement grew together!
By my Heavenly Father’s design this trip to England was to be far more important to me than I ever
dreamed! Gerri and I had believed for sometime that visiting my Dad’s grave would bring some closure for me
regarding the issues of abandonment and loss of my father, but there was to be much more!
In June of 2005 when I crashed and announced I was leaving Gerri and the ministry for no particular
apparent reason, it was Father surfacing more issues of the root of abandonment in my life. This crash time was
preparation for our trip to Cambridge.
Also in 2005 at the encouragement of Johnnie and Kay, our spiritual parents, we joined the SPM Ministry
Team and traveled some twenty thousand miles across the USA. This, too, was all preparation for Cambridge. But
there were many more surprises ahead!
We made announcement of our opportunity to make the journey to England and Scotland, and finances
began to come in for the trip along with much encouragement. The trip was planned for 2005. We had been in
contact with the Johnson’s in Scotland about making this journey, and they joined us as SPM Team Members in St.
Albans, England, for the conference. They invited us to come on to Scotland and minister with them in their first
ministry conference, Father’s Love Across the Highlands. With our tent pegs stretched out as far as they would
reach, we took the leap of faith and agreed to go! David and Sonia Vowles were planning on attending the SPM
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conference in St. Albans with us. We made arrangements with them to travel on to Cambridge when our
commitment with SPM was over. We began getting all things in order and purchasing the airline tickets. This
unbelievable blessing was coming together right before our eyes! We began counting the days!
When we traveled with Shiloh Place as ministry team members they arranged for our host homes. It was to
be no different while we were at the St. Albans Conference in England, except that this host home was to become a
divine appointment also!
We flew from Durango to Denver, to Chicago and then across the pond into Heathrow Airport in London.
We arrived at 6 am London time. It seemed like we walked forever to get to baggage claim. We didn’t know how
to do customs, so we just followed the signs, picked up our bags and walked on again. It was a mad house of
people who were moving like cattle in the chutes! Finally, we went from the endless corridors into a large area.
Here we found endless people standing behind barriers with little signs hoping to connect with some stranger they
were waiting for. What happened to customs? Did we take a wrong turn? Are we in trouble here for missing a
mandatory step? Not knowing the answers to any of my racing mind game questions, I scanned around a nearby
barrier post and looking at all the little signs, I spotted one that said, ROGER AND GERRI. We made our
approach to this big man who was reading a book while holding up the sign. We introduced ourselves. He was
Dave Campbell, the Senior Pastor from the church that was hosting our England Conference! He warmly greeted
us with a huge hug that was so welcomed. Our feet had finally touched down in England, and we’d just connected
with one of the most friendly men we’d ever met. We’d gone through customs without knowing what we’d done!!
We headed for his vehicle in the airport parking garage. It was difficult to understand Dave even though he
spoke English. He was by birth a Scotsman with a strong brogue. When we couldn’t understand what he said, we
just politely smiled and nodded our heads! I’m sure he must have thought the overnight flight had been too much
for us!
We left the airport in the early morning rush hour traffic on the infamous M-25 loop that circles London.
The traffic was insane especially since Dave was driving from the wrong side of the car, on the wrong side of the
road! I found myself ducking from on coming traffic and those endless round-abouts! Wow! Dave was taking us
to our host home for our stay while we were there. Turns out that our hosts were Dave’s personal secretary, Jan
Burtenshaw and her husband, Derek.
We arrived at the Burtenshaw home, and they came out to greet us. With a very warm welcome they invited
us into their home. They were remodeling their entry and hallway and there was an older chap on his knees
working on the new floor. It was Jan’s dad, Frank. Her “mum” was in the kitchen. With introductions all around
and a little chit chat, Pastor Dave left. Jan and Derek showed us to our upstairs room and helped us with our bags.
Gerri, Jan and Mum began sharing in the living room while I hung out with Frank and Derek in the entry
hall while they continued working on the new flooring.

We talked a little bit, and I answered questions. Soon

Frank stood up and asked Jan to make a spot of tea. “It’s time for a break,” he said.
I was soon to learn that Frank was another part of my divine appointment!
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I mentioned in my conversation with Frank and Derek that we would be going on to Cambridge after the
conference to visit my Dad’s grave. That is when Frank pressed in to me about my Dad, and I shared with him
what I knew.
I didn’t know much about my Dad. My mother never shared anything with me about him. It apparently
was just too painful for her. I learned some about his personality from his brothers and sisters, but I didn’t know
any details about where he was stationed while he was in England during World War II. I did know he was in the
Army Air Corps and he worked in supply. I knew he was buried in Cambridge and I had a sketchy description of
the incident that killed him. I knew he had written home and told the family that God had called him to full time
ministry and that when he got back to the states he would be going to seminary. Beyond that, I had little
information about him.
Frank said, “Roger, did you land at Heathrow this morning?”
I said, “Yes, Sir, we did.”
Frank replied, “Roger, Heathrow was formerly Ryeslip Air Base during the war and it was home to your
American Army Air Corps! You landed this morning where your Dad was stationed!”
Wow! Lord! With tears in his eyes, Frank went on to share. “Roger, I remember when I was ten years old,
the government came and took all of us children away from our parents and moved us to the south of England
away from the German bombing. We would go outside and hear the planes going over headed for London and the
other big cities knowing they would bomb our families. We didn’t know if our parents were alive or not. But I also
remember when we got the word that the Yanks were coming! We’re saved! The Yanks are coming! The Yanks
are coming! Roger, your Dad was one of those Yanks! He gave his life for us! Roger I have to take you to
downtown London tomorrow.”
Emotion filled the room and exploded in all of us as Frank shared. I said, “OK Frank, what’s in downtown
London?”
Turning around Frank picked up a copy of the Sunday paper published the day before.

The front page

headline and picture was about the unveiling of a new war memorial that had taken place just the morning before
we arrived. It honored all those who came from other nations and gave their lives to help save England from the
German army! Frank was so proud to point out that the government had nothing to do with the financing of this
memorial. The people of England had done it themselves!
“After all these years, we finally got it done,” Frank exclaimed. “Roger, this memorial honors your father
for his sacrifice and for your sacrifice and that of so many others. I have to take you there.”
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The next morning, Frank, Mum, Jan, Gerri and I made the trek to downtown London via the subway. It
was an awesome experience to be in historic London town seeing Big Ben, the House of Parliament and the
Thames River. I guess Gerri and I were the normal goggle- eyed tourists, but our time at the new war memorial was
a highlight of our trip and quite emotional for me. The tremendous bronze sculpture was breathtaking! Frank was
so proud and I was so proud for him. His heartfelt gratitude was so wonderfully obvious I just wanted to put my
arms around him and not let go! Thank you, Frank for sharing, and God bless you for caring so much. You truly
were a divine appointment!
The St. Albans, London Conference went very well. Jack Frost was at his best and the people responded to
him wonderfully well. Our time in London was a very rewarding experience for both Gerri and I. Our hosts, Jan
and Derek, treated us like royalty. They saw to our every need and of course, Frank and Mum will always be dear to
our hearts!
David and Heather Johnson were there with us as part of the ministry team. We enjoyed a wonderful
reunion with them and also discussed some details about the upcoming conference in Scotland.
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David and Sonia Vowles were there from Cambridge. It was like a school class reunion! Meeting with them
sparked more excitement about our next stop, Cambridge, England. They had a one bedroom flat, so they arranged
for us to stay with their pastor and his wife while we were in Cambridge. They also asked us to minister in their
home church for their Wednesday evening service.
Prior to our arrival in England, David asked us several times what we would like to do while we were in
Cambridge. Of course, the visit to the cemetery would be the highlight of our trip, but we told him we were not
into the tourist thing. We wanted to go to the cemetery and then minister as God would lead. The drive from
London to Cambridge was just an hour and a half. We really enjoyed seeing some of the British countryside. As we
arrived in the outskirts of Cambridge, we were on a beautiful tree-lined lane and David said, “Roger the cemetery is
on your left.”
As we passed the entrance of the cemetery, emotion quickly sprang up within me in anticipation of our visit
the next day. A little further down the lane, David parked at the curb so we could go for lunch at one of their
favorite restaurants in Cambridge. I was a little surprised because we were in what seemed to be a country setting
with nothing that looked like a restaurant in sight. We entered a walking path through a very large iron gate. The
path was lined with huge, mature trees that I was sure Robin Hood must have climbed in. Several hundred yards
ahead of us I could see large sections of manicured grass and huge, very ornate buildings. We were being set up and
didn’t know it! Thank you, David and Sonia, for ignoring my comments about not wanting to do the tourist thing!
The closer we got to these buildings, the more excited we got! David and Sonia were leading us on a walking tour
of the famous colleges of Cambridge. As we passed through these ancient buildings we were aghast at the ornate
architecture. The absolute precision and sculpturing and fitting together of the large stones was a miraculous sight!
I could hardly believe my eyes. The Chapels were overwhelming to the senses. How is it possible that so many
hundreds of years ago they could accomplish the magnitude of what we were seeing and touching! I do not have
the vocabulary to describe how I felt.
About noon we emerged from one of the nine colleges out on to the main street of downtown Cambridge.
Awesome! As we walked we could now see the front of some of the colleges. Wow again is all I can say! This
section of town is wide open. There are wide streets and walks with shops only on one side and buildings set back.
As we walked a couple of blocks the street narrowed dramatically. The sidewalks were narrow and the stone
buildings formed almost a tunnel like effect. The old stone street was a real treat to see. Then David said, “Here
we are at our café.”
We went down a few steps and entered a stone archway and into this little café. The buffet had a few
choices and we made our selections and sat down to eat. Then David said, “Did you notice the Chapel?”
I said, “No.” We looked where he pointed and there right behind us was an ancient sanctuary. We were
sitting in what we would call the foyer of a church that was built in the 15th century! After lunch we wandered
through narrow little streets with quaint little shops and thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. At one point Sonia said,
“Do you realize that there is a possibility that your Dad walked these same streets, Roger?”
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Touched by the possibility of such a circumstance, we stood there and wept. We had been captivated by
Cambridge!
As we strolled, we learned from David that Cambridge was established by Christians and the colleges were
born in order to train Christians to spread the gospel of Jesus Christ. We also learned that the land where the
American Military Cemetery is located and where my Dad is buried was donated by Cambridge University! More
heritage learned. My Dad is buried on Christian ground!
Our first afternoon in Cambridge was drawing to a close, but we had experienced precious moments which
will always be in our hearts. It was now time to meet David and Sonia’s pastor and his wife and get settled in for
our stay.
Robin and his wife, Ann, were so gracious to receive us warmly. We had a great time of sharing although
Gerri and I struggled with the Scottish brogue once again! The following morning began with some anxiety for me
with the realization that my long awaited dream to visit my father’s grave was upon me. In just a couple of hours
now, I would be there!
David and Sonia had surprised us by purchasing a brand new video camera just so they could video this
event for us and for our families. We were blessed beyond measure to know that these dear people would go this
far to make our visit complete.
Gerri phoned the cemetery and inquired about bringing flowers. The British gentleman she spoke to
assured her that anything we wanted to bring would be fine. He asked when we planned to arrive and instructed us
to come directly to the Visitor’s Center and ask for him. He gave her his name, Arthur.
Searching a local garden shop, we found a suitable plant and made haste to the cemetery not far away. The
moment had arrived. Our hearts were racing with anticipation and excitement. At the Visitor’s Center we located
Arthur, our host. This small, very gentle man received us as if we were part of his own family and treated us like
absolute royalty. He invited us into a back private office. There he opened a very large guest registry. He explained,
“Roger this book of remembrance is reserved for family members of the deceased only. Other registry books in the
lobby are for guests who visit this site, but this one is held privately for special visits like yours.”
I stepped up to the huge book of remembrance and lovingly signed my name, Roger Lenard Taylor, Jr.,
along with our address and my own private comments. It seemed to signal to the spirit realm that we were indeed
here. We were here to bring closure and we were here to obtain our inheritance.
It was now time to pull out the Kleenex. The water works had begun! Emotion held for this moment was
now beginning to flow. There would be many tears shed that day during our visit. We realized that we were not
only making this pilgrimage for ourselves, but for our children, our grandchildren and all of the remaining family
members who had never had this opportunity. We felt the responsibility to take it in not only for ourselves, but for
all of them as well. Lord, help us make the most of these moments. Make them moments to remember.
Arthur then directed the rest of our visit. We left the Visitor’s Center and followed a beautiful pathway out
to an open area. There was a large round circle area that was bordered by fifty American Peace Yellow Tree Roses.
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Each of these trees represented one of the fifty states of the U. S. In the center of this circle was a massive flag pole
that seemed to reach all the way to the sky. The beauty of our American flag waved proudly in the air backed by an
endless blue sky filled with billowy clouds. A gentle wind blew across our faces as we gazed proudly up that flag
pole in honor and respect for our country. Here we stood on foreign soil, yet our hearts beat strong and proud to
be Americans. Tears flowed endlessly. We could hardly take it all in. After a brief time we crossed over to another
path that led to the beautiful reflection ponds. There were three consecutive ponds. Within each pond were seven
lily pads, twenty-one in total representing the twenty-one gun salute given to fallen soldiers. At the end of the
ponds towered the huge Chapel. Soon we would experience the Presence of the Gentle Shepherd within those
Chapel walls.
Prior to our arrival that morning, Arthur had gone to the gravesite personally and placed two small
American flags at the base of Roger, Sr.’s marble cross. As we wandered slowly down the pathway and began to
approach the gravesite, it stood out among all the others. The overall sight of these 3,812 white marble crosses
and/or Star of David’s against the magnificent carpet of green grass was overwhelming. Each cross or star stands
at the head of each grave. The crosses are three feet high, approximately two feet wide and four inches thick. They
are of pure solid white marble. They are hand washed every week by maintenance people at the site. The grounds
are impeccably clean and well gardened. The phrase ‘not one blade of grass out of place’ perfectly describes what
we saw.
With huge lumps in our throats, we allowed Arthur to lead us directly to the grave. Gerri and I had believed
for sometime prior to our trip that this would be more than just a visit. It seems that inheritance and impartation
were somehow to play a part in this historical family moment.
I had difficulty containing my emotions as Arthur prepared my father’s cross for pictures. The engraving on
each white cross is unreadable as it is, so Arthur took some dark, wet sand he’d brought along for just this occasion.
He asked us to please not be offended as he smeared the letters with this sand. Soon we would see the reason for
this task. He then took a wet sponge and wiped across the face of the cross leaving the dark sand in the engraved
letters “PFC Roger Lenard Taylor, Mississippi, July 13, 1944.” The letters were now very legible and ready for
pictures and the video. At the completion of this task Arthur reverently stepped several steps away to give us
privacy and honor our visit.
As I knelt at Dad’s cross I became totally overwhelmed by a deep sense of grief and loss, abandonment and
rejection.
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Deep sobs and groanings rolled up from my gut. These were familiar to me. They were what I had
experienced only a few months before as I lay in Gerri’s lap as a little boy receiving healing for these very
abandonment issues. It was a precious, long-awaited, once in a life time experience for me. After 61 years, I finally
had a point of connection to my father.
As my emotion began to subside, I slowly stood with Gerri at my side. In an attitude of prayer, I thanked
my Heavenly Father for my earthly father. As we prayed I felt hands being laid on me from both sides. It was
David and Sonia. Then David began to pray for me that now I would receive my rightful inheritance and
impartation as the only son of my father. The very things that Gerri and I knew we must pray while we were there
were flowing from the mouth of my precious brother in Christ. None of this had been planned. It was simply an
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orchestration of my Heavenly Father. What marvelous confirmation that we had heard Him correctly! Thank you,
David and Sonia, for being such wonderful expressions of Father’s love. Thank You, Father, for making what
seemed impossible, possible!
We lingered in the spirit of that moment for quite awhile. Finally Arthur asked if there was anything else he
could do for us and invited us to visit the Chapel that lay across the field of crosses. He encouraged us to leave our
plant at the altar of the Chapel. We thanked him and began our walk towards the towering Chapel building several
hundred yards away.
As we entered there was a holy reverence of God present that nearly took our breath. On one wall were
stained glass replicas of the official state seal of each of the fifty states. As the sun shown in through those glass
seals, we were once again reminded that we were proud to be Americans. Roger made his way to the huge altar
and quietly knelt again and placed the memorial plant we’d brought just for this occasion. The acoustics in this
building were impeccable and too much for Gerri to pass up. As our final tribute, she sang a cappella the last line
of the Lord’s prayer, “For Thine is the Kingdom and the power and the glory forever. Amen”.
Everything about the cemetery and our visit there was quite exquisite; the design of the grounds, the Chapel,
the level of maintenance and care and certainly not to forget Arthur, our host. This precious man was so loving, so
caring and so gifted to receive and care for family and friends of those who rest in this beautiful memorial place.
God bless you, Arthur!
We departed the grounds that morning secure that we had come to leave behind our grief and loss and take
with us our new found inheritance. I believe we accomplished what Father had in mind for this trip. We would like
to return some day. Perhaps we will.
As we made our way back to the car, I asked David and Sonia if we could go back to downtown Cambridge.
We could not wait for we both had fallen in love with this quaint city. We enjoyed another few hours roaming the
streets and just taking it all in. We wanted it all embedded in our memory. The next evening we ministered at
David and Sonia’s home church. Robin and Ann were so precious to us and we thoroughly enjoyed being with
them and their congregation. We planted and they received the Word. It was a rich time in spiritual fellowship. It
was hard to think about leaving Cambridge and England but the time had come. On Thursday morning Robin and
Ann drove us to the airport and put us on our flight to Scotland.
In contemplation over our visit to England, many things stand out for us. For instance, my Dad was a
Christian, and before he died he said God had called him to ministry. He is buried in a town founded by Christians
for the purpose of training ministers of the Gospel. He is buried in ground donated by a Christian University, and
61 years after his death, his only son arrives in England as an ordained minister and preaches the Gospel of Jesus
Christ in the very town where is he buried. Going back to London, what are the chances of being assigned a host
home where we could meet Frank and receive information about my Dad that we might otherwise never have
known. From the time we arrived in England until the time we left we were honored, loved on and treated like
royalty by everyone! Never have we been so warmly received and blessed!
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Our deepest thanks to the Shiloh Place Ministry Team for helping us make this trip and encouraging us in
faith to believe the impossible is possible. Our lives have been forever changed.
Thank You, Father for pouring out Your love upon us so magnificently. We are certainly a royal priesthood
and have been treated as such!
Our walk with God should never be only what we can do for Him, but must also include what He wants to
do for us. As a loving Father, He cares about what we are about.
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~ Chapter 39 ~
SCOTLAND ~ PLEASURES AND SURPRISES
By Roger
“Woe to you Pharisees! For you love the best seat in the synagogues…”
Luke 11:43a Amp.
The best seat in the house does not always give you what you want, but it might give you what you need.
Father
Our flight from London to Scotland was brief but very beautiful. Having a window seat and mostly a sunny,
clear day brought great enjoyment as I watched the beauty of the English countryside and then the Scottish
Highlands from the air! Our friend, David Johnson, was waiting for us when our flight arrived at Inverness,
Scotland. We were excited. It still seemed like we were living a dream. Could this be real?
David and Heather had organized a three day conference to be held at their church where David was pastor.
He also asked if I would minister to their congregation on Sunday morning following the conference. I agreed.
The conference event went smoothly. The ministry was sweet, and I believe everyone was pleased with the
outcome. Gerri and I were still overwhelmed with the fact that we were actually in Scotland!
I want to share with you a particular event that happened on Sunday morning. However, I must first give a
bit of background. David and Heather had shared with us that ministry in this beautiful country had been difficult.
Religious tradition runs deep, and therefore not many have ears to hear of life, liberty and unconditional love.
David shared that the ancient Church of Scotland had become very religious and legalistic years ago and that had
produced a split. Many people left and began a new church movement that became
known as the Free Church of Scotland. It seems that through the years, this same Free Church also fell into
religion and legalism and was rapidly becoming lifeless. We spent some time discussing this dilemma with David
and Heather, so we were aware of some of the obstacles they were facing. With that background in place, let’s
move on to our Sunday morning service.
David, Heather, Gerri and I arrived at the church early to prepare last minute details. Gerri would lead
worship for us. She needed some preparation time. Some of the church staff were already there attending to their
tasks. I became busy at the altar walking and praying to see if Father wanted to change what I had prepared to
preach. The activity going on was pretty normal when someone came through the swinging doors into the
sanctuary. The atmosphere changed in the room immediately. Not being familiar with David’s congregation we
didn’t know who this person was but going by first impressions we didn’t want to know either!
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I supposed I knew that this was a woman; but judging by the scowl on her face, her body language, and her
clothing, she could not be accused of being feminine. My first impression of her was ‘Gestapo.’

She literally

marched down the center aisle to the front, made a hard right turn and marched to the wall. She took a chair out of
the front row, put it up against the wall and plopped down crossing her arms. The scowl never left her face and
spoke clearly of defiance. She spoke to no one, and no one spoke to her. She would not make eye contact with
anyone. I found out later that David started to come and warn me about this lady, but then thought better of it.
Instead he prayed. By this time, others had begun coming into the sanctuary. Some of those arriving were folks
who had come for the conference event and stayed over an extra day to be with us on this Sunday morning.
David opened the service with normal greetings and announcements. I felt the atmosphere in the room was
anything but normal. David turned the service over to Gerri to lead us in worship. This was a huge challenge for
her because while standing at her keyboard she directly faced the ‘scowl.’ Nevertheless, she began to play. Her
beautiful voice rang out drawing our attention to a better place. It was a huge relief to refocus and get into the flow
of the Holy Spirit. Gerri is truly gifted to lead us into Father’s presence and then deposit the congregation there just
to bask and have fellowship with Him.
After a time of sweet worship, it was my turn. I came to the podium and began my message entitled
Spiritual Rebellion. It was a continuation of what I had been teaching during the conference the day before. I
prefer to walk and move around when I minister. In fact, it is almost impossible for me to stand still in one place!
As I was teaching, each time I turned to my left, there was the ‘scowl.’ Each time I would turn and walk to my
right there was a brief moment of relief. The ‘scowl!’ The relief! This continued for the duration of my message!
As I closed the service, I told the people that Gerri and I, along with David and Heather, would be available for
prayer for anyone who desired it. Gerri came to join me and the service was dismissed. When we opened our eyes
after the closing amen, our worst nightmare came upon us! The ‘scowl’ was the first person to move. She was
headed right for us! Oh, Lord, give us grace. Here it comes! She is going to eat our lunch even before we can leave
the building! We didn’t have time to think much more. She was upon us! There is no place to run and hide, so we
might as well brace ourselves for the onslaught and then hope she will give us a chance to love on her with Father’s
love!
With her strong Scottish brogue she said, “Everything you said is me. I am angry. I am depressed. I am
hopeless, and most of all I am rebellious.” With tears in her eyes she asked, “Would you please pray for me.”
As she shared with us during those brief moments at the altar, we watched the ‘scowl’ melt off of her face,
and we felt her heart soften as she reached out for prayer. Gerri wrapped her arms around this stout, hard woman
and began to impart Father’s unconditional love and her mother’s heart to her while I laid my hands on her
shoulders and began to pray. It was one of the most awesome times of altar ministry we have ever experienced!
The victory was in Jesus! In those few minutes we were totally overwhelmed with what the Lord accomplished.
She soon composed herself, thanked us profusely for coming all the way to Scotland to pray for her and turned to
leave the sanctuary. This time the Gestapo walk was nowhere to be seen, but what we did observe was a broken,
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elderly woman walking out of that building and into the beginning of new victory and freedom. We think of and
pray for her often. She will always be a miracle to us. Thank you, Father, for making even our enemies to be at
peace with us.
We had wonderful times of prayer with several others that day as did David and Heather. When everyone
was gone from the sanctuary David came to speak to Gerri and me. He said, “I don’t believe you have any idea
what you have done! That woman who came in first, she is a big leader in the Free Church! She came this morning
to check us out and see what was going on here! I was a bit concerned about what she might do.”
Gerri and I shared what she said and how we had prayed for her. David nearly did a back flip right over the
altar. He was so elated about what the Lord had just done! We truly believe that this was a divine appointment for
all of us. Regardless of our plan, Father had His plan. Regardless of what the situation looked like in the natural,
He reached out in the Spirit and touched this woman’s heart with His love for her!
Thank You, Father for the privilege You’ve given us to be a part of Your plan to reach the hearts of
mankind around the world with Your message of love. Thank You for Your surprises!
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~ Chapter 40 ~
FATHER’S SURPRISES
By Roger
“Although My ways are not always your ways and My thoughts are not always your thoughts and
My plans are not always your plans, My motive is always love.
Father
Upon returning home from England and Scotland we were overwhelmed with the blessings that were
heaped upon us during that trip. We could not wait to share the miraculous details with our family and friends. It
did not take long to realize that we must do our sharing in person. There were so many pictures and so much
emotion that went along with it all; we just couldn’t do it any other way than up close and in person!
It was early October 2005, and we had planned to be in South Carolina for the annual Shiloh Place Family
Reunion the first week in November. We had planned to fly, but we soon realized that we must drive this trip
across country in order to share with family all our experiences especially those regarding my Dad. We developed
many sets of pictures and purchased photo albums. We set our itinerary making four stops across the country and
ending up in Conway, SC for the reunion. We would then return to Colorado to resume our monthly teaching
retreats.
Our first stop was Phoenix, AZ, to see son Matt. That visit would provide a double blessing because our
dear friend and mentor, Al Ells, also lived in the Phoenix area. Our sharing time with Matt was so good as we
shared our excitement and the photo album with him. We could sense that the inheritance we had received was
now being deposited to our son! It was a heavenly download!
The second day after our arrival at Matt’s he drove us to our appointment with Al. The four of us sat down
in Al’s conference room. We shared a couple of hours’ fellowship time together. We were very excited to see Al
again and also thrilled that Matt and Al could finally meet.
After the normal pleasant chit chat Al said, “Tell me about your housing situation guys. What’s going on?”
Before I can continue the story and answer Al’s question, I need to explain the basis for his question so you,
the reader, will have better understanding of our circumstances.
In previous stories we have referenced our little log cabin at Vallecito lake which is right next door to the
ranch vision. The little cabin had sold, and we had to move out by February 15, 2005. After 19 years of being
planted by the Lord there, it was a lot of work to get ready to move! We knew Father would be faithful to provide
another place, so we were diligent in packing and cleaning out! We prayed, looked at options and waited for
direction, provision or whatever Father had in mind.
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The day arrived for the movers I hired to come and get all the large furniture items and appliances. The
crew chief asked me, “Where are we taking this stuff?”
I said, “I don’t know yet. Load it and let’s see what happens!”
I was still expecting Father’s provision for a new home in the area. The truck was loaded, but no provision
came the way we expected, so I asked the crew chief, “Do you have storage available?”
He replied, “Yes we do.”
I said, “OK, take this stuff to your storage!”
I signed the papers and off they went. Now what do we do with all this other stuff in boxes and boxes and
boxes? Overnight provision came from one of Matt’s friends. He had a large storage area at his place of business
that he wasn’t using. He let us use it free of charge! Matt and some of his friends came with trucks and trailers and
three days of hard work later, we got all the rest of our things moved into storage and the cabin cleaned. We still
had no place to go!
The last day Matt said, “Please move in with me. I’m alone in a three bedroom house. There is plenty of
room for you! Please just come and stay with me until you find something else.”
He was at this time still living in Durango.
We’d always said we would never live with our children. We are learning to never say never!
Matt’s invitation was warm and sincere and we were grateful for a place to go and a room to lay our heads.
We stayed with Matt for three months when his landlord informed him that she wanted her place and he would
have to move! Now we were all about to be homeless! The last weekend at the last moment one of our staff
members negotiated a deal with a friend of hers to let us move into her house that was empty and for sale at
Vallecito Lake. We grabbed up our bare essentials and moved back to the lake. This was in May. We continued to
live there even as we were talking to Al in Phoenix. Knowing this home could sell at any moment, we continued to
look and pray for Father’s provision. I now take you back to the conference room in Al’s office and his question
about our housing situation!
I answered Al by saying, “Nothing has changed about our housing situation, Al. We still don’t have a place
yet.”
He responded in his soft, gentle voice, “Well guys, I have been praying for you, and I believe Father is
saying you’re not going to have a home there for now. I see you as spiritual ministering gypsies. Go to wherever
the anointing is. Get closer and closer to the people with whom you are prophetically connected. You have been at
Vallecito Valley for a long time and you have learned the stringent lessons. Leave now and go to the places of
connection and minister for awhile. Get out of Vallecito! What are you waiting for? What are the negatives? Are
there any? Be free to go all around the world. Be faithful to the ministry and what He’s called you to do, not the
place! If it weren’t for the vision at Vallecito Valley, where would you be?
Our answer to that question was quick and easy! We would be in South Carolina.
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Al said, “Well go then! Do not hold on so tightly to your vision. You are now in the stream of your destiny.
It is working! I see you walking in five anointings right now: 1) healing; 2) wealth; 3) integrity and good character;
4) expressed love in your marriage; and 5) Father’s love.
Al closed with, “I think you’re supposed to go. What do you think?”
Wow! Wham! Pow! Shock! Surprise!
I guess it was the stunned look on our faces that prompted Al to turn to Matt and ask, “Matt, what do you
think about what I have just said to your folks? How do you feel about it?”
Matt leaned back in his chair and said, “Well, my sister and I have been talking for the last three months
about this same thing, and we think they should go to South Carolina. They need to move out of Vallecito Valley!”
Wow! Wham! Pow! Shock! Surprise again!
Gerri and I could not believe our ears! Father could this really be You?
I think the remainder of our time with Al was mostly stammering and studdering on our part. Al has been a
wonderful blessing in our lives for over 20 years and has always brought us life. This time Father used him to
initiate a major change in the focus of our lives and ministry. Thank you, Al, for loving us and planting in us and
believing in us for all these years! You remain such an incredible blessing and spiritual father in our lives.
The next morning we tearfully said our good byes to Matt and left Phoenix headed east. Our next stop was
Texas.
My Uncle Joe Taylor is my Dad’s youngest brother. He and his wife, Rusty, live in East Texas. This is the
same uncle that called me the day that I got saved and offered me a job with him in the oil field, in the South
Alabama swamp and the same uncle that was in the lead crew boat the day I fell into the river and the angels pulled
me out! I had a photo album for Joe and I was very excited to share the details of our trip to Cambridge with him.
We don’t get to see Joe and Rusty very often, but our time together was sweet, the sharing was emotional for me,
but also a joy!
After our time of sharing Joe mentioned casually something about our next move to South Carolina! There
it was again! It would turn out that the move to South Carolina was on the hearts of many before it was on our
hearts! We were taking note, though and we were now listening intently!
Our visit with Joe and Rusty was brief, but such a blessing. It is now time to head East again!
This stop was Union, MS. My Aunt Darthy is my Dad’s sister, and we are very close. She has shared more
with me about my Dad than anyone else, so I was especially excited to share all of the details of Cambridge with her.
When we arrived she told us that her two daughters, Judy and Vickie, were also coming to be with us. They, too,
wanted to share in the glory stories of Cambridge! Aunt Dot’s home has through the years become more than just
a place to stay; it has been ‘home’ for Gerri and I. It has provided that wonderful sense of warmth and family that
we all need. Our time here was especially moving as we shared the miraculous and wonderful details of our trip.
After we shared awhile, Gerri and Vickie were talking and Vicki said, “Well, what are ya’ll going to do now? Are
you moving to South Carolina, or what?”
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Wow! There it is again! Father could it be? Do you really want us to move to South Carolina? Father, it
seems so unreasonable to us! The ministry is finally doing very well in Colorado! It seems like everything we have
been hoping for is finally happening! So are we to just walk away now and leave it behind? In the natural, Father, it
is not reasonable, but we want what You want!
We left Aunt Dot’s and drove two hours to our daughter, Lisa’s, in Jackson, AL. We had a great time of
sharing the details of our trip and going through the photo album we’d brought for her. While we were there, we
asked Lisa about what she thought regarding Al’s comments to us. She confirmed what Matt had told us. She also
felt we should make the move to South Carolina!
We had a lunch meeting planned for the day we were to arrive at Shiloh Place with Johnnie and Kay and
Mark, the Head of Pastoral Ministries. However, with the turmoil, the excitement, the possibility that Father may
actually be calling us to move to South Carolina, we felt Michael, the Administrator for Shiloh Place, should be
included in our meeting also. Gerri called Kay and asked if it could be arranged for Michael to join us in our
meeting. She agreed to make the contact with Michael and ask him to check his schedule. Then she asked, “This
couldn’t have anything to do with your moving to South Carolina, could it?”
Wow! Wham! Pow! There it is AGAIN! Now we were convinced! But what would Shiloh Place say?
That would be our final confirmation!
Leaving Lisa’s we arrived at Shiloh Place just in time for our luncheon meeting. We all sat down outside
overlooking the beautiful pond and Gerri and I began to share each instance about our moving. When we finished
I asked, “What do you all think?”
Michael looked at us and said, “We have all known since you were here in July that you were coming, but we
could not say anything until Father told you!”
Then it IS true! We ARE moving! Oh my! Our total world had just flipped upside down!
Michael went on to say, “Do ya’ll realize what most Christians would give to have had the kind of
confirmations you have had about this move? It is truly amazing and absolutely God!”
Gerri then asked all around the table, “Do you have positions for us if we come?”
Mark immediately answered, “Yes, we do! Absolutely!”
We asked about housing and Mark said, “Why don’t you just leave that to us. We will commit to you to
find you a home to rent. You just get back to Colorado and make the move as soon as you can. We’d like for you
to be ready to begin work at SPM after the holidays.”
When the meeting dismissed we right away made ourselves available to help the staff prepare for the SPM
Family Reunion. The reunion was wonderful although Gerri and I were a little distracted by what lay ahead of us.
As soon as the reunion was over we headed West for Colorado. During those three long days of driving, mountains
of details began to surface. We talked and Gerri took notes. One major consideration was our three staff ladies in
Colorado. We must tell them we were leaving and felt it must be in person. We called and scheduled the meeting
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for the day after our return home. We knew this would be a difficult announcement because we’d been together for
so long, but we hoped all the confirmations would make it easier for us all.
We gathered for the important meeting and shared what we thought would be a total surprise to them! But
it wasn’t a surprise to them at all! They shared with us that the previous Sunday they’d met together to pray for us,
and Father had told them that we would be moving to South Carolina! With all doubt now removed for everyone
involved, all we could do was praise the Lord and shout Hallelujah!
Thank You, Father, for making Your will so clear to us! It was time now to ask Him to help us accomplish
the huge task ahead. Sorting through 42 years of marriage and over 20 years of ministry accumulation is a daunting
task to accomplish. No one else could do it but us. Decisions, decisions, decisions and oh my aching back!
Matters got a bit more complicated when the house we were renting sold and we learned we’d have to move
out before we were ready to move to South Carolina. It became apparent that there would be a move within a
move! We moved what few things we had in the rental house into storage and kept just the bare essentials in our
vehicle. Ever live out of a car? It isn’t the easiest thing to do! We contacted a local retreat ministry and they gave
us a place to live for two weeks. The last two weeks we spent in a motel.
Daily we sorted through stuff; more stuff than we care to admit we’d accumulated! This goes to the dump;
this goes to South Carolina; this goes to South Carolina if there is room in the truck; this stays here in storage; and
this is for the give away pile! We rented a large storage unit in Bayfield and began moving items that we knew we
would leave behind there. We donated many things to a new local boy’s ranch. They came and picked up those
items, and they also agreed to help us load the moving truck when we were ready. It seemed impossible, but we
finally made it through all the sorting, shuffling and moving! We were totally, physically exhausted. The next
morning we picked up the rental truck and went to the storage company that had our furniture and appliances.
They loaded all of our things in the moving truck for us. Moving on to Bayfield, we dropped off more things that
would remain behind. Finally, we arrived at the last stop where we had the final things in storage. A good friend,
Debbie, who had packing and moving experience came and directed the guys from the boy’s ranch as we loaded
the moving truck. We could not have done it without her! With her help we were able to get everything loaded in
the truck and in our pickup. We finished just as dark set in. Cold and exhausted I climbed into the moving truck
and Gerri climbed into the pick up. Waving good bye to our beloved Colorado, we set out. We were only able to
drive about an hour and a half that evening before exhaustion took over. We stopped just across the New Mexico
state line and got a motel for the night. The next morning, December 8, 2005, we headed east across country.
Shiloh Place had been looking for a home for us. Early on the morning of December 8th in that New
Mexico motel, our cell phone rang. It was Mark and Kay from SPM! They’d found a place for us. Kay got on the
phone with Gerri and you could hear them shouting praises to the Lord from here to Heaven!
Kay exclaimed, “Gerri, you are just going to love it! You’re just going to love it! It is you and Roger all over.
It just has your names on it!”
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And we have loved it. Every minute we have been here we have thanked the Lord for His wonderful
provision.
Thank You, Father! Thank You for Your plans, Your provision, and Your purpose! You are truly a faithful
God!
“And everyone who has given up houses or brothers or sisters or father or mother or children or property, for My sake, will
receive a hundred times as much in return and will have eternal life.” Matthew 19:29 NLT
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~ Chapter 41 ~
CARS, VANS AND TRUCKS
OUR DESIRES ~ GOD’S PROVISION
By Roger
“Sometimes in circumstances of your deepest pain
lays the seed-bed of your biggest blessings.
Father
I was about to begin writing our glory story regarding two vehicle situations when I realized there is more to
tell than what I first thought! Some that I will mention here have been mentioned in previous stories, but I need to
relate this chronologically lest I leave something out! I don’t know if this is left brained or right brained or no
brained, but here it goes!
You will remember that in 1980 when God called me and gave me the vision for Colorado and a retreat
ministry, we sold our home in Alabama to prepare for seminary. From the profit of the sale of our home, we
bought a 1979 fifteen passenger Dodge van. Two years later when God said quit your job and go, we went to
North Alabama to the Christian Retreat. They were not able to pay us a salary, so my last paycheck from the oil
company was basically all we had. After being at the camp a few weeks we decided we should get a vehicle that got
better gas mileage. A local Christian car dealer was recommended to us, and we went to see him. As a result, we
traded straight across for a 1981 Pontiac T-1000 which gave us great gas mileage.
In May 1983, when we moved to Colorado we were confronted with snowy road conditions. This was
something we knew nothing about, but we would learn! We began praying for a four wheel drive vehicle. Nothing
happened. Not yet anyway!
In 1985 the Pontiac T-1000 is the vehicle we gave at the Lord’s direction to son, Matt, for his high school
graduation gift. A few months later my mother donated her 1970 Oldsmobile. In 1986 while in Mississippi on a
ministry trip, some friends donated a 1980 Ford van. We drove two vehicles back to Colorado. We could not
afford two vehicles, so we sold the Oldsmobile and drove the van. We kept praying for a four wheel drive vehicle.
We thought a Jeep Cherokee would be nice. It was then that my Uncle Ray and Aunt Vivian from California came
to visit. Guess what they were driving? Yes, a brand new four wheel drive Jeep Cherokee! I am quite certain that
our drool was more than obvious!
We were now living at Vallecito Lake where snow fall was a good bit greater than in Durango. Our rear
wheel drive van was not much good in the winter weather, so we sold the van. We took the money we had and
Matt took us to California to find a four wheel drive vehicle. That didn’t happen, but we did find a 1983 Mazda 626,
151

one owner. This was 1988. But, the car was in great shape, and it was front wheel drive! This would be much
better in the snow than the van.
By the mid-nineties the Mazda needed work, but we did not have the money to fix it. Lord what do we do?
We still will need a four wheel drive. A local family donated a little Hyundai. They had used it to haul feed and hay
to their horses, so it wasn’t in the best of shape. It did run a little! We cleaned it up and did some repair work on it.
We sold it, using the money to repair the Mazda. Even so, we could no longer depend on the Mazda for cross
country ministry trips, and we were renting vehicles for these trips. It was very expensive, but God always provided.
In August, 1998, Gerri, as an intercessor, had been invited by a good friend, LaVerne Ray, to go with her to
a prayer summit with Chuck Pierce that was to take place at Kennebunk Pass in the mountains west of Durango.
The plan was made. LaVerne and Gerri left our house at the lake and went to Durango where Gerri left off the
Mazda at Matt’s. She and LaVerne went on to meet up with others for the drive up the mountain to the pass. They
gathered at the base of the mountain with about 200 others and waited for their assigned vehicle to pick them up to
take them to the top. As it would turn out, the vehicle they were assigned was driven by an acquaintance of
LaVerne’s. They loaded up and right at the last minute one last passenger boarded. She was from Asia and spoke
very broken English. None of the rest of the ladies knew her. They slowly traveled the four wheel drive road up to
the top of the summit. They spent the day in prayer for the Four Corners.
When the prayer summit was over late in the afternoon, the same ladies loaded in the same vehicle for the
ride down the mountain. LaVerne was in the front passenger seat and Gerri was in the back seat with the two other
ladies including the Asian woman. During the trip down, the Asian lady rested her hand on Gerri’s knee and said,
“I pray for your ministry, yes?”
Gerri said, “Yes, I would be honored for you to.”
This total stranger in very broken English began to pray and she prayed with incredible accuracy. The Holy
Spirit had given her words of knowledge, and she prayed exactly for the things we needed; things that only we knew
about! She prayed for our finances and then she said, “Lord, they need a new vehicle. They especially need a four
wheel drive vehicle.”
On and on she prayed. Gerri was astonished by the detail of her prayers and how exact they were! Then
the lady who was driving and who also was a complete stranger to us, broke the silence and said, “Gerri, do you
want this vehicle?”
Gerri was stunned into complete silence! She absolutely could not believe what she had heard. The driver
repeated the question with more firm resolution. When Gerri still couldn’t answer her, LaVerne turned around
from the front seat and looked back at Gerri shrugging her hands in the air as if to say, “Well, duh?”
Gerri finally squeaked out a faint, “Yes.”
The stranger went on to explain that she and her husband were in the midst of a divorce, and she had had
the vehicle on a car lot for sale. Fortunately for us it had not sold. She told Gerri that she would write her a letter
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of permission to drive the vehicle and that she would continue paying the insurance until the divorce was final. At
that time she would bring us the title.
By this time they had arrived at the base of the mountain and dropped off all the other ladies. Saying their
good byes, Gerri and the stranger rode to the car lot where the stranger’s other car was parked. They hugged, cried
and the stranger handed Gerri the keys to the vehicle along with the permission slip.
Nervously trying to take in all that had just happened, through her tears Gerri drove the short distance back
to Matt’s house where she’d left the Mazda parked for the day. She was now driving a 1997 Ford Expedition with
17,000 miles on it! It still smelled new and was absolutely spotless. It was maroon, my favorite color, with a tan
leather interior. It was my dream come true! It was everything I had ever wanted and much more!
When Gerri drove up across the street from Matt’s house, he was in the front yard. He looked up but of
course didn’t recognize his Mom in that vehicle until she opened the door. Then he yelled, “What in the world are
you doing driving THAT?”
Gerri shouted, “A lady just gave it to me!”
In total shock he yelled, “WHAT?”
She repeated, “A lady just gave it to me!”
As she slid out of the seat and her feet hit the ground, her knees buckled and she almost went down in the
street! Matt ran to her and held her up! She still couldn’t believe what had just happened and neither could Matt!
Matt then asked his Mom, “Does Dad know about this?”
Gerri said, “No, son, I just got it.”
Matt said, “Well I’m going home with you because I have to see the look on Dad’s face when you drive up
in this!”
Gerri’s deep heart’s desire was to be able to give me the four wheel drive of my dreams, but this was far
beyond what either of us could ask or even think! My birthday was only a few days away! This would be the
birthday present of a life time!
When I saw the strange vehicle pull in the driveway I went out on the porch to see who it might be. I saw
Gerri getting out of the driver’s door, and I said some dumb thing like, “What are you doing in THAT?”
Through her tears she said, “Happy Birthday, Honey.”
I said, “What?”
She repeated, “Happy Birthday, Honey.”
By this time Matt and his family are standing with Gerri as I walked up to the vehicle. She said, “It’s yours!
A total stranger just gave it to me at the prayer summit!”
I didn’t hear much more of what she said. I was now in my own state of shock! My hair stood up! My
goose bumps got goose bumps! My heart was pounding! Could this really be happening? Oh God!
This was mid-August and by October we had sold the Mazda to a friend of Matt’s. In late October we got a
call from the lady who gave us the Expedition. It seems the divorce wasn’t going well for her. Her attorney said
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she’d had no legal right to give the vehicle away and her then to be ex-husband wanted the vehicle back! Oh God!
No! This can’t be happening! But it was. She came and got it. We never heard from her again!
We were totally devastated. How could this be? Now we were without a vehicle again.
How do we get 30 miles to Durango for groceries? We were overwhelmed and felt totally abandoned.
In March of 1999 some friends in Durango knew of a couple who had a 1990 Jeep Cherokee for sale. They
called us and asked if we would be interested in it. “Yes,” we said, “but we have no money to purchase a car with
right now.”
They said, “OK, we will work it out.”
They went to the other couple and worked out a deal for them to donate ½ of the purchase price of the
vehicle. Our friends would pay them the difference. We were given the four wheel drive Jeep Cherokee! We had
wheels again! There was great relief but even more there was deep appreciation for our friends who had put much
effort into pulling off the deal for us. God was faithful again. We were truly grateful.
In September 1999, we went to Colorado Springs to spend a few days with good friends. We celebrated my
birthday with them that weekend. While we were there, he was proud to show us his new Chrysler Concord. He
shared with me that they had tried to sell their old car, a 1996 Chrysler Concord that they’d bought new. Gerri and
I had drooled over the 1996 when they bought it! Unable now to even get anyone to look at it, they inquired of the
Lord what was up. They really needed to sell this car. He shared with me that the night before we had arrived, the
Lord woke him up and told him to offer the car to Gerri and I for a nominal monthly payment for 60 months
interest free!
We prayed and prayed while we were there. Gerri felt we should take it, but I couldn’t get peace about it.
We left without it. On the way home Gerri and I had a time of very “intense fellowship.” In other words we had a
huge fight! It was unusual for us, but it was serious enough that I had a tantrum and quit the ministry, called a
contractor friend and went to work in building construction! Gerri said, “You’re not dumping this ministry on me
alone,” and she applied at Mercy Hospital in Durango. She was hired but we only had one vehicle! Imagine that!
We called our Colorado Springs friends and they still had the 1996 Chrysler and the offer was still good. We
struck the deal and now had two vehicles. Amazingly the Jeep and the Chrysler were the exact models we’d asked
the Lord for!
In 2001 we had recovered enough from our rebellion to come to our senses, repent and return to ministry!
In the fall of 2003 we sold the Jeep due to its age and the expense again of having two vehicles. Gerri had
discovered that the Chrysler was great in the snow, and we both resumed being happy campers no longer walking in
rebellion to the call! The Chrysler was a wonderful road car and gave us great gas mileage on our cross country trips
that were now becoming quite common!
In order for me to share this last vehicle story I need to backup to 1994 when we burned out and ran to
Alabama for five months. Perhaps you remember that in a previous glory story! While we were staying in the lake
house and recovering from deep depression, our pastor came over to visit one day. He and I went on a long walk
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to talk. On that walk along the side of the road I found a Ford vehicle key. Pastor Randy and I had just been
talking about our need for a four wheel drive vehicle, and I’d just mentioned I’d like to have a Ford Explorer! To
some this was nothing; just a simple circumstance. To me I felt that this was a sign, a signal of hope from my
Father and kept this key as a prophetic sign. I still have it today! That was 1994.
The Ford Expedition did come in 1998 and was then lost, but I still have the key I found; a continuing sign
of hope.
The time now is November 2005. We are packing and getting ready for the move to South Carolina.
Thanksgiving is approaching soon. Son, Matt, has now moved to Arizona. We’d made a commitment to him to
pick up his three daughters in Colorado and all come to Phoenix for the Thanksgiving holiday. It would be awhile
before we could again be together as a family.
Just a few days before we were to go to Phoenix, Matt called and asked to speak to me. When I got on the
phone he said, “Dad, I respect you as my Dad, but this is one time you can’t tell me no!”
I was surprised, and I said, “OK, but no about what?”
He said confidently, “I am supposed to give you my truck.”
Before I could say anything, he continued, “You and Mom are going to be traveling all over the country.
You will need my four wheel drive, and besides I can use the gas mileage your Chrysler gets. When you come down
for Thanksgiving next week we will swap vehicles. OK?”
I said, “Son, that’s an awesome thought but I can’t afford the payments on your truck.”
He said, “Dad, I’m going to make the payments on the truck. I’m GIVING the truck to you. It’s yours!
When I get it paid for I’ll give you the title!”
We were totally overwhelmed again! This is our son’s prized possession! His baby!
You say, “What kind of truck is it?”
I have the key remember? It is a Ford, of course! A 2004 F-150 Crew Cab, short bed, all black with red
pinstripes, chrome wheels and a beautiful custom interior. It is truly THE most beautiful truck I have ever seen!
My son’s dream truck was also my dream truck!
We went to Phoenix and celebrated the greatest family Thanksgiving we have ever had! Exchanging keys
and the title to the Chrysler we drove away with tears gushing. The greatest gift made to the ministry to date had
just been given, and it came from our son.
It is now October 2006. We are still overwhelmed at the privilege of driving such a beautiful vehicle. Even
more blessed are the many opportunities we have had to share this glory story and witness the lives that have been
touched by this incredible gift.
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Thank you, son; a million times thank you. You have deeply touched our hearts with your love and huge
sacrifice!
Thank You, Father for your incredible, constant provision for us! You are truly amazing! We are truly
grateful!
In case you lost track of all these vehicles, here’s the score. We purchased 3 of the 10 vehicles; we traded
for 1; and 6 of the 10 were donated. Hallelujah!
In our world today some people need shoes, clothes, a job, a home, transportation, food or friends.
Father’s storehouse has it all.
“So don’t get tired of doing good. Don’t get discouraged and give up, for we will reap a harvest of blessing at the appropriate
time.” Galatians 6:9 NLT
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~ Chapter 42 ~
GOD ANSWERS BEFORE I CAN ASK
By Gerri
“Because he has set his love upon me, therefore will I deliver him. I will set him on high, because he knows
and understands My name [has a personal knowledge of My mercy, love, and kindness – trusts and relies on Me,
knowing I will never forsake him, no never]. He shall call upon Me and I will answer him: I will be with him in trouble;
I will deliver him and honor him. With long life I will satisfy him and show him My salvation.”
Psalm 91:14-16 AMP.
The bed felt warm and comfortable as I slowly awakened from a much needed good night’s sleep. Lisa, our
daughter, had been hospitalized the day before and was facing impending surgery from gall stones and pancreatitis.
Lord this is all too familiar territory, I thought. I have experienced this exact same condition while living in
Colorado, and I know this pain well. In addition, my heart had been heavy because son, Matt, had re-injured his
back at work a few days ago, and I was concerned about him as well. This is what mothers do, you know. When
our kids hurt, we hurt too! Both my chicks were in pain, and I hadn’t been getting much sleep.
When I rolled over in bed to check the time, I realized that Roger had already gotten up and slipped quietly
out of the bedroom. I could smell his cappuccino! I think I’ll just lay here a minute and talk to Abba. “Lord,” I
prayed quietly, “I lift my children to You…” As I closed my prayer, I released the kids to Him and put the Cross of
Christ and the Blood of Jesus between me and the heart pain I was feeling for them. I suddenly realized, “Wow,
MY back is hurting this morning.”
Since our arrival in Conway, we had come in contact with a wonderful chiropractor, Dr. John Albrecht,
better known to us as Dr. John. He is a man of quiet demeanor, knowledgeable, and very good at his work. He
saw us regularly through visit after visit to heal our aching, injured backs which had been strained through the long
weeks of packing and moving across country. We learned a bit about him through our many visits to his office.
He was absolutely a God-send in our lives, and we knew it. On one particular visit, he asked how his patients were
doing. We shared the usual things with him; that we’d been traveling, where we’d gone and what we’d been doing.
It seemed that this was usual interest in a doctor/patient relationship, but little by little he seemed more and more
interested in our ministry and what we were doing for the Lord. He teased one day that he would like to be a part
of our ‘Billy Graham Crusade’ event!

I quickly reminded him that we had no desire to be that notable, but he

insisted that he thought one day we surely would be! As time went on, we learned that Dr. John attends First
Presbyterian Church in Myrtle Beach, SC., loves music and is a former editor for the U. S. Government! Editor I
thought! The comment didn’t pass me by. I filed it in my brain’s filing cabinet for future reference!
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Finally, the smell of Roger’s cappuccino enticed me to get out of bed and wait on the phone call from Lisa
about her pending surgery. I left the bedroom and when I got to the living room, Roger smiled his warm good
morning smile and passed me his cappuccino cup! I took a sip of the warm invitation to wake up to the day.
Roger said softly, “Did you sleep well?”
“Yes,” I answered, “I did. How about you?” To my surprise he said he had a very good night. In my
thoughts I thanked Father. Good, restful nights seemed to evade us whenever there was ‘stuff’ going on in our lives.
Inside I thought, perhaps this will be a day of good news.
I told Roger that my back was hurting this morning and I needed a Dr. John fix. He said, “Me, too.” I
picked up the phone and called Nancy, Dr. John’s receptionist. With her usual chipper Monday morning voice, she
greeted me. I told her we both needed to be adjusted. She asked, “When can you get here?”
I gleefully responded, “Give me 15 – 20 minutes to get dressed, and we’ll be there!”
“Great,” she said in her very South Carolina drawl, “we’ll see you in a few minutes then.”
Hurriedly both Roger and I headed for the bathroom, and within 10 minutes we left the house headed for
Dr. John’s office. We hadn’t seen him in a few weeks which was a tribute to the fine chiropractic work that he does.
It was good to see both him and Nancy again. He took us in immediately and began my adjustment. While
working on my back, he asked, “So how is the ministry going?”
Roger responded answering his questions, the last one being, “How is the book writing coming along?”
It was a delightful inquiry and my ears perked up immediately. I let the men talk together, but I listened
intently!

They dialoged for a few minutes when Dr. John said, “You know I used to edit for the U. S.

Government.”
While he was still working on my back, my spirit soared at the comment. I wondered how Roger would
respond. He said, “Dr. John, we wanted to talk with you about that. Gerri and I were wondering if you would be
willing to edit the manuscript and help us with your expertise as a writer and editor.”
Without hesitation Dr. John said, “I would be honored and delighted.”
Zip! Zing and thank You, Lord!! You have just made another incredible deposit into our lives.
Dr. John finished my adjustment and began working on Roger. When we were finished we went to Nancy’s
office and continued our conversation. Dr. John gave us some valuable pointers about writing and encouraged us
greatly. We left there knowing that we’d just had a divine encounter with the Lord.
We drove the few miles back to the house rejoicing all the way and realizing together that God was certainly
on the move with this book project. We came in the house and immediately checked the answering machine to see
if we had heard anything from the kids. Nothing yet, so I picked up my morning devotional book, Blessing Your
Spirit by Sylvia Gunter and Arthur Burk. I turned to the selection for the day and this is what I read:
I, the Lord, bless you with having the joy of favor in the eyes of others, both in the household of faith and with non-Christians.
I bless you with people who will come alongside you eager to help you in the work of the Lord that He has appointed for you. I bless you
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with knowing people who will help make you successful, who will believe in you, who will be encouraging and life-giving to you, people
who will propel you along in your life and who will take the initiative to serve you and your vision.
I bless you with having favor in resources. Because you are called to God’s work in God’s way in God’s time, you will
experience the favor of believers and unbelievers’ providing the resources necessary to accomplish the work that God has for you. I bless
you with people who will make the road smooth before you and find ways to serve you and invest in you and bless you with time and
attention, talent and practical assistance, and treasures of all kinds.”
Overwhelmed with what I had just read, I turned and asked Roger if I could share it with him. We both
were moved greatly. I asked him if he realized with me how many times our Father had given us this kind of favor.
We marveled at how many times we could recall when people had been eager to help us with the work God had
appointed us to; people who had come alongside us to help make us successful through their giftings, knowledge
and expertise in various areas; people who have been life-giving and have taken initiative to serve us and the vision
God has given.
We took a few minutes to share the times we could remember when our Father’s incredible favor had rested
upon us. Then we just quietly thanked Him for times of favor like we had just had in Dr. John’s office; for the
countless people that Father has brought into our lives who had helped smooth our road and have found ways to
serve us and invest in us and bless us with their time, attention, talents and practical assistance. Surely these are
times of great treasure found only in favor from our Father.
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~ Chapter 43 ~
FOR BETTER OR WORSE ~ FOR RICHER OR POORER
GOD OF THE SECOND CHANCE
By Gerri
“Life has no value without relationship. True love can only be found in intimate relationships.
Intimacy with Father is the only way to experience His ultimate plan for both life and love.”
How familiar we all are of the wedding vows we take, but I wonder how many of us are moved today by the
line ‘until death do us part.’ Statistics from Focus on the Family say that today divorce in the church is the same as
divorce in the world. More than 50% of all marriages will end in court before the judge seeking dissolution of the
vows taken before God. Roger and I have come fearfully close to being one of those statistics and on more than
one occasion. The only reason we are together today is because of the Lord in our lives.
Roger has shared several stories with you and most likely you have a feel or flavor of the kinds of problems
we have had. We married because we lusted after each other. There is no other explanation! We thought that lust
was true love. How wrong we were, but no one had taught us any different. We were to become first generation
Christians. We would begin building the foundation and hopefully leaving a legacy for our generations to follow.
Abandonment, rejection, anger, shame, guilt, rage, depression, and hopelessness are some of the things we have had
to overcome in our relationship. It has taken years of hard work, but with the Lord’s help we have conquered and
become victorious over these enemies.
I remember well the day when Roger came to me and told me he was involved with someone else. My
immediate reaction was total shut down. Shock and horror filled my heart. I had just experienced the biggest
rejection a married woman can experience in life. Rejection as a foundation had been well laid in my life so there
was a huge landing pad for the devil to land on with this one! Fortunately for us both, I had just received Jesus into
my life and been filled with His Holy Spirit. Even though I was only a few months old as a Christian, I immediately
turned to my new-found faith for strength.
The next morning after his announcement to me, he left for work and the children went off to school.
Alone in the house and sitting in my big red chair, I said through my tears, “Lord what do I do now?” I called and
chatted with Mickey, the lady who had just led me to the Lord and took her advice to contact my pastor. I was not
experienced at this, but decided to give it a try. I placed the call to the church and the secretary connected me with
Pastor Bruce Taylor. He was not related to our family except that we were in the family of God together! I told
him what had happened and he suggested that we meet later that day in his office.
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Time for the appointment came. I was really nervous. I had no idea what to expect. Warmly and
graciously he received me in his office, offered me a cup of coffee, and we spent time sharing. He gave me some
important scriptures and suggested I go home and ponder those and ask the Lord to give me wisdom as to what
decision I should make. I followed his counsel. It turned out to be very wise advice.
Again I plopped into my big red living room chair and with my new Bible in hand; I began to look up the
scripture verses Pastor Bruce had given me. I learned that because of the physical adultery, I had grounds for
divorce. I could divorce Roger, take the children and make a new life for us someplace, somehow! As I pondered
doing that, I prayed, “Lord, I see I can do it this way, but is this Your way? I also see in the scriptures that You hate
divorce. So what shall it be for me?”
He was so gracious to me because He spoke very clearly the following to me, “Gerri,” He said, “you can
have My permissive will and seek a divorce. I will stand by you and be with you all the way. That, however, will be
only My permissive will for you and your children; or you can have My perfect will. You can choose to stay in the
marriage, seek My counsel, wisdom and healing. I will stand by you and be with you if this is what you choose. I
will tell you now that this latter choice will be the hard and difficult road. It will often be as if you are climbing
barefoot the mountain called Impossible! I will also tell you that the reward for your difficult climb will be far
beyond what you could ever ask or think or imagine. In this climb you will discover not only yourself, but you will
discover the true Roger. You will find true love, but you must choose.”
A flood of hot tears poured down my cheeks that morning, but I didn’t have to struggle much in my
decision. I would stay. I would choose the more difficult path up the mountain. I would keep the vows I took on
September 29, 1963, in that tiny Presbyterian chapel. I would, with God’s help, choose to keep my marriage
together and see just what He meant when He said ‘more than I could ever ask, or think or imagine.’ And so the
journey began.
I would learn how to say, “I am sorry, please forgive me.” I would learn to respond to Roger’s repentance
with, “I forgive you.” Together we would say those words many, many times over the course of our lives together.
But after all, isn’t this what Jesus died on the cross for? He would be my example.
Perhaps the one single event in our lives together that brought more healing and love into our relationship
was when we both experienced the unconditional love of Father Himself. Most people go throughout their entire
life time never having been touched to the very core of their being with this infinite love. This, I believe, is what He
was saying when He said, ‘beyond what I could ever ask, or think or imagine.’
There have been many dark days for us in our marriage, but never once have I regretted the choice I made
so many years ago. Here we are today, ministering to so many marriages the life-giving wisdom and love that we
have experienced ourselves. We are only successful at this because of the pathway we have walked together. Roger,
along with my kids and grandkids, have become the most precious earthly gifts God has given me. I live every day
to help make his life all he and God want it to be. When he is fulfilled and happy, then I am fulfilled and happy.
He lives every day to do the same for me. We run together the race and each day we strive to honor and respect
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each other more than we did the day before. 1 Corinthians 13:4-7 NLT has become the kind of love Father has
given us for each other:
“Love is patient and kind. Love is not jealous or boastful or proud or rude. Love does not demand its own way. Love is not
irritable, and it keeps no record of when it has been wronged. It is never glad about injustice but rejoices whenever the truth wins out.
Love never gives up, never loses faith, is always hopeful, and endures through every circumstance.”
This is one of the scriptures that Pastor Bruce gave me in his study that day. When I decided to stay the
course and believe for the restoration of my marriage, it was this passage that sustained me over the years. When
the going got really tough, I’d turn to this passage and drink it in. I would pledge to keep my marriage vows again
and again, and it has proven to be true: Father’s love never gives up, never loses faith, is always hopeful, and
endures through every circumstance.
I want to close this story by sharing with you a greeting card that Roger gave me recently when we
celebrated our 43rd anniversary. Remember we have gone from adultery, rejection, violence and rage in our
marriage to the following:
“There is a hand I love to hold, a face I love to see. There is a voice I love to hear that means the world to me. There is a
tender, loving kiss that warms me through and through. There is a certain smile that always cheers me when I’m blue. There is a heart
that understands what I am dreaming of. And all of these belong to you ~ the wonderful woman I love. Happy Anniversary.” This is
the way he signed the card: My deepest love and most profound gratitude for loving me like you do. R.
Thank you, my dearly beloved, for allowing God to do what He has done in your life. Thank you for loving
me unconditionally, for providing me safety and security, attention, affection and for encouraging me always in my
destiny. Our relationship has truly become more than I could ever imagine, more than I could ever ask or think.
Thank You, Father, that You have led us through to healing and restoration. Thank You, that because You
live in us we can face all of our tomorrows knowing that what the world says is impossible becomes possible
because You are the God of the second chance!
“To all who mourn, He will give beauty for ashes, praise instead of despair. For the Lord has planted them like strong and
graceful oaks for His own glory.”
Isaiah 61:3 NLT.
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IN CLOSING
So many people are without peace within themselves and are wounding other people. When someone has
no peace within, they take away the peace of others around them. People who have no peace need someone to tell
them about the salvation of Jesus Christ and that they are designed by God to do beautiful, holy, wonderful things
with the power of God working through them.
Here’s how you can have a personal relationship with the same Jesus, Holy Spirit and Heavenly Father we
have experienced and the One Who has made our glory stories possible.
Jesus, the Son ~ Except a man be born again, he cannot see the Kingdom of God. John 3:3 KJV.
If you are reading our glory stories and you have never met Jesus, we hope that our stories have prompted
you to want to meet Him. He is the only way to God and the only way to get to Heaven and have eternal life. We
would never have these stories to share had we not accepted Him as the Son of God, the One who died on the
cross for our sins and made provision for us to be born again. We invite you to just pray and ask Him to forgive
you of your sins and come into your life. If you were like us in the beginning and not sure that He is really out there,
just pray and ask Him to make Himself known to you. He will. We make the invitation and tell you that He stands
at the door of your heart at this very moment waiting to come in.
Holy Spirit ~ You will receive power after that the Holy Spirit has come upon you…and you will be My witnesses in all the
earth. Acts 1:8 KJV {Author’s paraphrase.)
The Holy Spirit is available to you after you have asked Jesus to come into your heart. He waits to bring His
power and gifts into your life to make your Christian walk more productive and more fruitful to His Kingdom. Ask
Jesus to fill you with the Holy Spirit; to send His power into your life and to grant unto you all the gifts of the Spirit
that you will need in your journey of life with Him.
Father ~ Jesus says, I am the Way and the Truth and the Life; no one comes to the Father except by {through} Me. John
14:6 AMP. Jesus is the way, but Father is the destination. It is through Father’s unconditional love for us that we
truly find peace of mind and heart. Father’s love is found as you pursue Him making Him your one desire and
passion in life. Above all else you must decide that He is your ultimate pursuit in life; that He is your magnificent
obsession.
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PRAYER OF BLESSING OVER OUR READERS
We pray this prayer of blessing now over your spirit.
We call your spirit to come forward and stand at attention as we bless you.
We bless you as your Heavenly Father makes known His path of life for you.
We bless you with joy as you see His presence in the world around you;
His fingerprints upon you; what He has prepared for you;
the gifts He has given you;
the surprises that He has planned for you
and the unexpected treasures He has in life for you.
We bless you with stories of God’s intervention that are so deeply woven
into your spirit that your sharing those stories with others
lifts them up and out of fear and enables them to have faith
to look forward to cry out for God’s intervention in their own lives.
We bless you in the Name that is above every other Name ~
the Name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth.
Amen and Amen.

From Blessing Your Spirit by Sylvia Gunter and Arthur Burk
© 2005 Published by The Father’s Business
Used with permission.
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