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I was raised in an environment of complete deception. To the point that I wasn’t even sure I really existed by the time I was an adult. Everything was right as long as we could justify the reasons for acting utterly insane. It was in a communist-style religion. It is really hard for me to sort out what caused so much turmoil within our home. I see my upbringing completely differently than the rest of my family does. The only difference I can pinpoint was that I gave my life to Christ when I was seven years old and they never did. After that point, they all acted very hateful toward me. I wasn’t physically beaten all that much; just mentally tortured. They would tell me I didn’t really do things I did and things I really saw, I didn’t. The lies and deception went well beyond Santa Claus and The Easter Bunny. I was isolated to my room, a lot of times without meals. I learned that if I just lied once, then I didn’t get pummeled with lies for telling the truth. And if I was confronted about lying (which only happened twice, as I recall) I was happier than when they believed my lies. Believe me, I lied a lot more than twice. This was survival for me.

This survival skill didn’t work as well in the real world. I was raped when I was fourteen and although I survived physically, emotionally, I was a wreck and I had no one to turn to for comfort or understanding. I kept it a secret for 15 years and I convinced myself that it wasn’t rape because I willingly put myself in the position. Over those 15 years, I went utterly mad! I was as hateful as anyone could be. I wasn’t really sure I even existed or that it mattered.

I was married and became a mother at age 17. My son became the only one I really loved in the world, yet I couldn’t love him because of all the hatred I had stored inside. I hated myself and everyone else but him. I struggled to keep him safe because I couldn’t keep myself safe. Eventually I became a stripper in order to support my son. I never realized how important it was to be his mother first. I placed no value on myself as a person. Because of this, I couldn’t place value on anyone else, including my son.


I came to know Christ, when I was 29. By that time, I was homicidal/suicidal, had lost all sense of what value life has, and was a single mother of three. Although I loved my newfound Savior, I struggled to follow Him. He had a lot of work to do in me; just to get me to the point of understanding was going to take a lot more breaking of my will. For years, all I knew was that He loved me; I didn’t know how to love Him in return.


Eventually, I found myself married to a man as broken as myself, homeless, with 2 of my 3 children, in Boise, Idaho. That was the richest time of my life! I mean that, the richest. All of our needs were being met and we had gratitude for everything we had. We needed nothing more; we had clothes, shelter, and food, and the kids had smiles on their faces more than any other time I could remember.


This only lasted eight months. Then we got our own apartment and although we still had gratitude for our dumpy little apartment, it still brought more troubles with the stress of keeping our bills paid and the clothes and food were no longer provided without cost to us, like it was in the shelter. It didn’t bother me, but my husband struggled with dependency on worldly pleasures. I struggled to find his love for us and mine for him. I only knew that Jesus knew where our love was and that’s all I cared about!


Finally, my husband found a job that gave him the challenges he wanted and opportunity to build on. We then were able to buy a house, in only 3 short years, we had gone from homeless to our own home! Still, something was missing and we were losing more and more of what we had in the homeless shelter and gaining more and more hatred for one another.


Then I found the Pursuit (or it found me). I didn’t really like it at first because I felt really awkward, but it was the only hope I had seen in years since I first found Christ. One year later, I met James and he began talking about a program being developed called Christ Centered Change! I thought, “That’s what I want! I want to be like Christ and I know I have changes to make in order to do that.” 


That was 23 months ago. I can honestly say, “I am truly a brand new creation!” 


When I started CCC, I thought, “Oh yeah, I can do this in 6 months. I remember learning all this stuff in the nut-huts when I was younger and how rigorous honesty is the key, when I first came to know Christ.” Six months into it, God had barely made a dent in my character. It wasn’t that God couldn’t have done it in that time; He just had to take his time convincing me that I didn’t know it all and that I could trust Him because He did! Eight months into it, finally broke me into trusting God with my pain.


Now, I have learned that if I want to be good and pure, upright and honest, etc, I have to admit that I’m not; and in order to admit that I’m not, I have to be convinced by looking at the evidence. Looking at this evidence is not painless but vital. Just like looking at a pumping heart inside a chest cavity is not a pleasant sight, but in order for a surgeon to repair it, he has to look at it and I’m sure he isn’t pleased when he sees all the cholesterol build-up the person has destroyed it with. But, it’s vital that it be removed in order to sustain the person’s life.


CCC is not for the person who is satisfied with everything about their life and the way they are. It’s only for the people who aren’t! My theory is that this program is beneficial to everyone, but not everyone needs it until they are convinced they can’t be repaired without it. This took commitment that I didn’t want to be give and submission that I didn’t know was possible for me. I had to be committed before I was convinced it was worth it. I guess that’s how it is with marriage and with a relationship with Jesus. We have to commit by faith, without being convinced of the value of the commitment.


When I started CCC, I knew in my head that I belonged to the most High God, and that it was significant. In my heart, I wasn’t convinced of how honorable and precious this position is. Now, it is the greatest treasure I have ever laid my eyes on! Nothing this world has to offer me can compare to what God has not only offered me, but given me. He gave it to me just because I asked and He loves me and trusts me enough to give me acceptance into His kingdom! Not because I am worthy but just because that’s who my God is! I simply asked. Everyone in this world has this same opportunity and everyone in the world needs it in order to exist beyond this life; but not everyone will want it bad enough to ask and then receive. In order to receive the gifts of God, we have to admit that we don’t already possess his goodness. 

I didn’t really understand what I had done, back when I was seven. Back then, all I knew was that I wanted to be with God when I died (and at the time, I thought my death was just around the corner). Now, I realize that was the power that sustained me through all the trials I faced. I never really had a problem with believing in God; I did have a problem with believing religions had the answers, and I still do. God is not just in relationship with certain priests, or pastors, or bishops who present themselves as holy and righteous; but He is also in relationship with the homeless junkie on the street corner. He loves us all equally, without reservations. I learned how to love everyone this way in CCC. Love is a verb, it is not a feeling that comes and goes as feelings do. I have learned to love those people who act like they hate me, because they can’t show love any other way. If you really want to hurt your enemy, love them, give them grace. Love is the most excruciating pain for a person without love and everyone wins in the end. As the bible says, “Do good to those that hate you. Love your enemies!” That’s what killed my ambition for hatred; the very idea that people still loved me after I hurt them hurt me worse than if they would have returned the hatred.
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