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Introduction

 


 


I have learned by the wisdom of Solomon in
Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 there is a time for everything. “For everything there is a season, and a time for every purpose
under heaven: 2, a time to be born, and a time to die; a time to
plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted; 3, a time to
kill, and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build
up; 4, a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a
time to dance; 5, a time to cast away stones, and a time to gather
stones together; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from
embracing; 6, a time to seek, and a time to lose; a time to keep,
and a time to cast away; 7, a time to rend, and a time to sew; a
time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 8, a time to love, and a
time to hate; a time for war, and a time for peace.”

I have been through many
seasons in my life. I was born premature. I wept for understanding
of my disabilities. I hated them, I kept silent for many years my
inner pain. I sought peace with God and did not always embrace his
love. I have learned to cast away my hate toward all those bullies
in my life. I have learned to speak out and share my scar’s. I have
healed a broken heart emotionally, and physically. I have faced
death more times than I would wish on anyone. I have laughed and I
have felt sorrow. I have been judged, and I have judged others and
myself more severely, then others have judged me. I have sought to
take my own life, and I have built up that life. I have faulted
loves ones and I have lost those loved one. I have felt that loss
more deeply for not understanding their sacrifice for raising a
difficult child. An infant they could have given up at birth.
Instead, they faced the challenge and refused to give up on me,
even when I gave up on myself. When I went searching for God, I may
have felt he was never there for me when my prayers were unanswered
as a young child seeking death. I was wrong, God and his Son Jesus
Christ was always there even if I didn’t see them or felt them
sitting on my shoulders. To that elder who doubted my faith, that
my light wasn’t bright enough. He failed to see who was sitting on
my shoulders. I didn’t have to find God he was there all along.
This story is about 70 years in the making, looking for
God.

 


 



Chapter 1

1956

 


 


As early an age of 5, I can remember going to Sunday
School at a rural country church. I remember the Pot Belly stove
that sat in front of the pulpit, the pulpit that was raised up on a
pedestal. On each side of the stove was rolls of high back wooded
pews. My brothers and I and cousins attended each Sunday morning as
frequently as we could. You need to understand that my parents
weren’t against us going to Sunday School, has my father would
always say, “I don’t mind you going but don’t count on me getting
you there. When I did get a chance to go, it was always with my
aunt and uncle picking us up and taking us there, or my
grandmother. At Five years of age, my introduction to church was in
that old country church and the sermons where brimstone and fire.
Sunday school was bible lessons on the life of Jesus and what every
boy and girl should learn about being a Christian. Mostly focused
on the Ten Commandments, thou shall not do this or that. My life in
the country was living in an old log cabin that had even at that
time I learned later was the first cabin build by settlers in
Sheridan County, Michigan. The last time I was there was in 1993 it
was still standing a part of an Amish farming community Arts and
Craft center. Even the old one room Wildcat School still stood
where my Twin and I attended in kindergarten. My life in that one
room country school was different. I didn’t truly notice how
different I was then. Not until my parents moved to a bigger city
and I found myself in a regular public school in a classroom where
there were 20 or more first graders, and grades from kindergarten
to...well got to me honest here, not sure just high the grades went
in that elementary school. Maybe it was from kindergarten to the
six grade or higher.

It was a different experience for me then
just being a one room school where there were only 18 students,
grades kindergarten to the 8th grade. My twin and I were
the only ones in kindergarten grade at that time. In the city I had
to cope with a larger classroom setting and dealt with a different
atmosphere. An atmosphere that made my differences stand out like a
bull in the China shop. You, see I had a stammer and a stutter, and
due to an illness at two years of age, half of my face was frozen,
and I was totally death in one ear. Which contributed to my stammer
and my stutter. I was also as a twin born premature at 3 and a half
months with issues relating to learning disabilities because of my
premature birth. It wasn’t until living in the city that I learned
just what that meant for me. From the first grade to the many
grades ahead of me in life. I was the subject of peer bulling for
my learning disabilities, my stammer, stutter, and my lopsided
face. It was at that time I learned more about my disabilities and
premature birth as my parents tried to explain why I was different
and subject to the bullying. The name calling, the shoving around,
even being chased home by the bullies called a freak, a retard,
crooked face, and worse, like did my mother drop me as a baby. I
learned that the doctors at the time of my birth declared that I
would be mentally retarded and would never grow up to be a
productive adult. That it was best I was placed in an institution
for the rest of my life before I became a burden to my parents.
This story isn’t just about my premature birth and yes in part
about those years of bullying that led me to search for God. To
find solace in his loving grace. From the earliest age I found
myself drawn to God and in my hour of need I would turn to him in
prayer to sooth my weary soul. And every time I could, I would
attend Sunday School and church services. For there I find myself
trying to understand why God would let me suffer the stones,
sticks, and arrows the bullies were throwing at me literally. In my
prayers I would ask God literally to kill my bullies. I didn’t
understand at that time that wasn’t God’s way of doing things. Even
though I learned in Sunday School about Gods wrath toward his
enemies. I wanted God to threat my enemies as his enemies. And when
I would awake the next day and go to school, to find my bullies
alive and still picking throwing stones at me. I would then as God
to let me die in my sleep. By the time I was eight years old it was
my nightly prayers to want to die and further frustrations over why
God didn’t answer my prayers.
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