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"For I know the plans I have for you," declares the Lord, "plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you a future and a hope." Jeremiah 29:11

God's plans for us are greater than we can imagine. His timing is perfect. His vision is far above our feeble scope of things. This is my story but God has a story in each and everyone of you. Our stories may not be the same. My calling and yours may be worlds apart but one thing is for sure God does have plans for you!!
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Chapter 1


“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee; and before thou camest forth out of the womb I sanctified thee, and I ordained thee a prophet unto the nations.”
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I came into this world on a cold December day in Fayetteville, Arkansas but before this God already knew me. God already had designs on me. He said let me see what I can create that to the world looks common, different, unique because that's what I can use best. You see my mom did not want any more kids. She already had one that was born with a lot of disabilities that took her full attention and I am sure she was afraid of bringing another one into this world that might also be born with disabilities. But God had other plans! She tells me she began to babysit a little girl and she was so cute. She kept her so much that she began to call her mama and the attachment grew till she had to give up the job. But God used this little girl to put a desire in her heart to have another child. Me!

A perfectly healthy baby girl was born with a headful of red hair. God's plan was in motion. My brother was seven when I was born. He could not talk and soon lost his ability to walk while I was still very young. But my mom said he would go to my playpen and just look at me. As I grew one of my first memories relating to God was of my Christian cousins coming to visit. At this time my family didn't go to church. When they came there was talking of God and Jesus coming in the clouds. After they visited a few days and left I remember having a conversation with another one of my cousins and we were looking at the clouds and saying ," Do you think there is a God? Do you think he is coming in the clouds?!" We were only 4 or 5 years old. But God had brought someone to my house to speak of Him.

“Though my father and my mother forsake me, the Lord will take me in.” Psalms 27:10

When I was six and in the first grade my mom was left with a divorce she didn’t ask for and my granny moved in with us and helped take care of my brother. My mom had to go to work but our lives began to change for the better in many ways. We began to attend a church! And I began to learn of Jesus and Bible stories. The following year I began to attend the Christian school and I loved it.
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"And whoever lives and believes in Me shall never die. Do you believe this?"

John 11:26

When I was seven and my brother was fifteen it was the day before my mom’s birthday and we woke to find Jesus had come for my brother. I know it must have been unimaginably horrible for her and my granny but when they told me he was with Jesus my little innocent seven year old self could only think if he was with Jesus then there was no reason to cry or be sad. I went happily on my way because being with Jesus would be the best thing ever!

“At the same time came the disciples unto Jesus, saying, Who is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven?

And Jesus called a little child unto him, and set him in the midst of them,

And said, Verily I say unto you, Except ye be converted, and become as little children, ye shall not enter into the kingdom of heaven.

Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this little child, the same is greatest in the kingdom of heaven.

And whoso shall receive one such little child in my name receiveth me.”

Matthew 18:1-5

After the passing of my brother we moved for a short time to Oklahoma where I attended a public school there. But we didn't stay long and I was happy to return to Arkansas and my friends and be able to attend the christian school once again.

One of my favorite Christmas memories of my childhood was when the church would go Christmas caroling and collecting money for their hospital. This was done from after Thanksgiving till a couple of days before Christmas every night. And it was during this time I had my first "missionary" experience. You see people have a hard time refusing a cute little child anything when they are the one asking. Looking back I realize God let them pick me out of all the other kids that were there that could have been picked to play this part. God was calling me even then in my innocence. As they were caroling I would go with the pastor to the door and when they opened the door I would be there smiling and say, " I'm a little missionary out working for Jesus. Would you give a Christmas dollar?" House after house I would repeat this not knowing that God would call me to be a missionary one day that would be trying to reach children's souls and not just dollars.

Looking back I can see how God was putting a love for missions in my heart throughout my life. They had a weekly report with stories from different missionaries around the world. I listened fascinated to the adventures of wild animals, uncivilized tribes and dangerous encounters of people serving over seas. They had a pen pal program and I wrote letters back and forth with many different kids my age from all over the world. I kept a journal and years later when looking thru our old things we have stored my daughter saw it and was flipping thru it and read where I had wrote..." When I grow up I would like to be a teacher, a writer and a missionary but most of all a missionary because I want to teach others about Jesus." She said," Look mom you knew all your life what God wanted you to do!" I had forgotten I had ever wrote that. And God has blessed me to be able to do ALL those things! I was my children's teacher as a homeschool mom. I am a teacher to children on the mission field. God has allowed me to write poems and books of our experiences.

“The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord: and he delighteth in his way.” Psalms 37:23

This church had a club for kids kind of like Girl/ Boy Scouts. And we did different activities and went on camping trips. Well they had a big camping get together for all their clubs in North America. It was in Colorado. I had never been anywhere but Arkansas, Oklahoma and one time to Louisiana to see an uncle. It was an exciting adventure for me. When we got there I met kids from all kinds of places. Letter writing was the thing back then so a lot of addresses was exchanged. I met a group of kids from Mexico! They could not speak English and I could not speak Spanish at the time but we exchanged addresses. After I returned home the letter writing began! Each time I excitedly received a letter I would take it to my group leader who knew some Spanish and she would do her best to translate it for me then I would take out my Spanish/English dictionary and start my reply back. Looking up word for word of what I wanted to say. I would hate to see my letters now knowing that a lot of times what in English is two words or three is only one in Spanish! I wish I had those letters now that I could easily read and understand them but they are long gone. Did I know I was called to Mexico then? Absolutely not! But God was grooming me for what He had planned before I was born.

“And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to his purpose.” Romans 8:28

Before entering the 8th grade a couple of my best friends had moved away and another good friend had changed schools. When I went back to the christian school which consisted of one room with 8 different grades in it and about 20-25 kids of different ages I only had one good friend my age left. She had been one of my best friends for ages. As the school year began I found myself alone at recess and she wasn't talking to me. I was in the highest grade there and the younger kids all had their friends plus I was just so much older than them. A boy in my grade asked me what's the deal with you and this other girl...I replied I had no idea. We had been just fine at the end of the previous year. The teacher came to me alone and spoke to me at recess and tried his best to see if he could figure out the problem or how to help me. Now I had always loved this school but after several weeks of being by myself at recess I couldn't take it anymore. After my friend ignoring me I sent her a note saying,” Just saying your my friend but not actually being it isn't good enough. If you can't talk to me or spend time with me then I am quitting and going to public school." Her reply was that she couldn’t be my best friend anymore she was now someone else's.” Well, I marched out of there at the end of the day and told my mom I was not ever coming back to that school that I wanted to go to the public school. I had only been to public school for 1 st grade and part of 3rd grade when we had moved to Oklahoma.  So the next day early before anyone arrived we came back to return my books and gather my stuff. When we told the teacher I was leaving and going to the public school he had a look of disbelief on his face plus a look of you will be back. I remember we had a " tough" girl that had left the school the year before and after one day of public school she returned. I am sure he thought I would be the same. That day I determined in my heart that if I could make just one friend in a school of hundreds that I would never return.

“But now thus saith the Lord that created thee, O Jacob, and he that formed thee, O Israel, Fear not: for I have redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy name; thou art mine.” Isaiah 43:1

When I walked into the local Junior High school it was like walking into a different world. I was not in the same room all day with a small group of kids. I had to change classrooms every hour with different kids in each class. But that wasn't the only shock...there was kids everywhere cussing and worse than that smoking. Some even in class and the teacher didn't say a thing! Did I feel out of place? Very much so! But I was determined I was not going back. Surely I could make one friend out of the hundreds in this school. And then it came time for lunch and I went thru the line and got my lunch tray. Coming out of the tray area I stopped and scanned the room thinking where can I sit...I have no one to sit with. And then I saw her...one girl sitting all by herself in the back and I thought she looks like she needs a friend and I need a friend so I went her way. And that moment when I decided to sit with her completely changed my life! You see this was all God ordained. This was all a part of God's plan. Why did Pharaoh harden his heart against Moses for so long? Because God ordained it to bring him glory in the end. Why did my long time friend reject me for no reason? Because God knew I would never leave that school otherwise and He was positioning me in a place for greater things...to REALLY know Him and not just about Him. I do want to mention here that this friend later came to me crying, begging me to forgive her which I did although it was not God's plan for me to return to this school or church. I hold nothing against her or that church.

“Therefore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things are passed away; behold, all things are become new.” 2 Corinthians 5:17

I sat down thinking I was going to share my religion with her. Boy, was I wrong! We became good friends fast. Best friends in just a few days! This girl who I “ randomly “(totally a God thing and not random) sat with lived only one street away from me. Don’t forget this school had like 800 students and on my first day there I( totally God) picked her to sit with. And on top of that after just a few minutes talking during lunch she invited me to a youth service at her church that just so happened to be directly across the street from where I lived!! I accepted and went to the service with her which was nothing like I had ever experienced before in my life...there was clapping, hand raising, people all praying loudly at once, altars in the church, people who believed Jesus could heal you today.

There was none of this in the church I had been attending. I remember one time at a foot washing my friends and I was talking and wondering why Jesus couldn’t heal and do miracle today like in the Bible times cause that church didn’t believe he could. Well , here was a group of people who did!

I was very excited that night but the next day I thought to myself I won’t go back. Well , guess what?! The next service she came knocking on my door and the next and the next and it wasn’t long until I returned. You see I knew about God. I knew a lot of Bible stories. I knew how to say some prayers. But I didn’t know how to really have a relationship with Him. I didn’t know how to seek His face. I didn’t know we could experience His Spirit today in our lives but this thirteen year old girl she taught me. She knew God in a deep way. She sought God. School was her mission field and I was her first convert. She took her Bible to school to read during study halls or lunch. I began to take my Bible to school. She didn’t just pray but she fasted. I learned to fast and pray and not just say a “ Now I Lay Me Down To Sleep” prayer.
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