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Our purpose at Howard Books is to:


• Increase faith in the hearts of growing Christians


• Inspire holiness in the lives of believers


• Instill hope in the hearts of struggling people everywhere
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To our children, grandchildren,
great-grandchildren, and all the
generations to come.


 


Our vision, and our earnest prayer,
is that you will follow the Lord with your whole heart and life, and that you will strive to make a difference in the world for good. If what we’ve written here encourages you in that direction,
even long after we’re gone,
our greatest hope will have been fulfilled.








 


 







Lo, children are an heritage of the Lord:
and the fruit of the womb is his reward.


—Psalm 127:3
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Meet the Duggars 
1







Before There Were Twenty, There Were Two








As arrows are in the hand of a mighty man;
so are children of the youth. Happy is the man
that hath his quiver full of them.


—PSALM 127:4–5


It’s morning at the Duggar home, and today is a very special day for our big, busy family. We’re going to Silver Dollar City, an 1880s-style amusement park in Branson, Missouri, which is a two-hour drive from our home in northwest Arkansas. We’re hoping to be at the park by 9 a.m. so we can have a full day of riding the rides and enjoying the music shows. That means we’re up early, and the older children are helping us make sandwiches and pack our cooler with water bottles and snacks.


The younger ones are settling into their seats at our long dining table to have their cereal. If all goes well, we’ll soon be loaded into our big van and rolling happily down the road just as soon as breakfast is finished.


“Uh, Dad, I think you’d better come out here,” one of the big boys says, coming in from loading the cooler into the van.


I (Jim Bob) don’t like the look on his face. This can’t be good. “What is it?”


“Well, last night when we were cleaning out the van for the trip, I guess someone left one of the windows down, and Milky Way [our cat] got in and . . .” His voice drops to a whisper. “She pooped in the van, and it smells awful.”


“Ooops! Sorrrrrr-y,” one of the youngsters calls as his overturned cereal bowl empties its contents onto our extra-long dining table. The milk drips down to the floor through the crack where the two parts of the table join. He comes running into the kitchen, his shirt and pants soaked, just as another voice comes echoing down the hallway: “Mom! We need you in here!”


“Uh-oh,” I (Michelle) say, following the direction of the voice. It appears the cat wasn’t the only one who hadn’t made it to the litter box—or the bathroom.


By 9 a.m., our intended arrival time at Silver Dollar City, we’re still at home, but we have made progress. Now we’ve cleaned up the table, changed soaked and soiled clothing, cleaned up the cat mess, aired out the van, and sprayed it with odor stopper. If Justin can just find his shoes, we should be ready to go.


“Where’s the last place you saw them?” someone asks.


“They were right there,” he says, completely dumbfounded by how his sneakers just seemed to mysteriously disappear into thin air. He scurries off to look for them just as one of the other kids passes by and says casually, “I think I saw his socks and shoes out by the trampoline last night.”


Justin runs outside barefooted and finds his dew-soaked socks and shoes in the backyard. Someone is sent to the clothing room to find a dry pair of shoes, and for a moment, there is hope that we might actually get the van loaded and head out of the driveway.


But then one of the children comes running across the yard and trips over a toy, and oh dear, there’s blood and lots of tears, and— What do you think? Will he need stitches? Mom comforts the wounded, does a quick examination, and determines the injury needs only a Band-Aid and a kiss.


 







e-Mail to the Duggars


Q: What’s the hardest thing about having a large family?


A: The blessings far outweigh the difficulties, but there are some difficulties. One of them is getting somewhere on time. It takes us about ninety minutes longer than most families to get ourselves pulled together, everyone dressed and ready to go, and loaded into the van or bus. Sometimes by the time everyone’s buckled in, we’ve forgotten where we were going! (Just kidding. We can always ask one of kids; they’re always ready to go.)


There are also some practical challenges. For instance, even though our home has seven showers, only the first few get a hot one. The rest have to wait their turn in line for the water heater to catch up.








 


Several minor calamities later, the miracle happens at noon, three hours past our anticipated arrival time, when we are all finally loaded into the van and happily departing for Silver Dollar City. To save time, we eat our lunch in the van, but then, because of the curvy highway to Branson, we have to make a few stops due to car sickness. Before we know it, the two-hour drive stretches to almost three hours.


When we finally arrive at the park and open the van doors, passersby get an overpowering whiff of cat odor mingled with the smell of spilled juice, smeared peanut butter, a hint of motion sickness aftermath, and at least one dirty diaper.


We quickly pile out of the van, brush hair, wipe off some clothes, change diapers, and head out for a fun afternoon—at least what there is left of the afternoon.


Having a lot of children is a big job, and we’ve learned we can never count on things going exactly as planned. But despite all the challenges, the rewards of having a big family are to us immeasurable. Even episodes like all the problems that delayed our trip to the amusement park come together to create a special bond among us. We’re well aware that even the craziest family trips and experiences quickly become fun-filled memories that will last a lifetime.
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Our ten sons love working together on building and mechanical projects. They also enjoy football, kickball, and broomball, and there are just enough of them
for five-on-five basketball.








 


As the parents of all these children, we’ve gotten over any perfectionist tendencies we might once have had. Our relationship with our children is more important to us than a clean van or a strict schedule. The goal is to have fun and enjoy being together, and to go with the flow, no matter what happens.


One of our family traditions is that when we go somewhere together, such as an amusement park, we all wear the same-color shirts as a way of keeping track of everyone. Because we are a large “crowd,” even when it’s just our family, we seem to attract attention wherever we go, and that day in Silver Dollar City was no exception. “Oh, is this a school group?” a woman asked us on the tram that carried us from the parking lot to the park entry.


Michelle, who was pregnant at the time, smiled and said, “No, this is our family.”


The woman counted heads then turned back to Michelle, her eyes wide, and asked another one of the questions we hear, in one form or another, almost every day: “Are they all yours?”


Usually that comment is followed by something along the lines of, “You sure do have your hands full!” or, “How do you do it?” or, “Wow! I can’t imagine how you do it. I can barely keep up with my two!” and even, “How in the world can you afford them?”


A Gift and a Joy


Those comments and questions started back when we had four children. Now that we have seventeen, with our eighteenth due any day, we hear even more of them. Plus, as this book goes to press, we are happy to have gained a daughter-in-law. Our son, Josh, recently married the delightful Anna Keller, bringing our total family-member count to twenty-one.


Whenever we go anywhere together, we usually hear lots of questions and comments. But the answer to such questions still comes easily, just as it always has. That day on our way into Silver Dollar City, Michelle smiled and said pleasantly to the questioning woman, “Yes, they’re all mine, and we are grateful to God for each one of them. They are a gift and a joy.”


We count every one of our children as a blessing from God. But we understand that supersize families are unusual these days, and we’ve grown accustomed to the stares, questions, and comments wherever we go. We also understand that there’s a lot of curiosity. Parents of one or two children who are exhausted at the end of every day wonder how parents of eighteen children can survive. Families who struggle to make mortgage and car payments while providing for their children wonder how we can provide for our large family with no debt. Folks who have trouble finding a pair of matching socks to wear wonder how we manage the laundry for all twenty of us.
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Although we now live in a spacious seven-thousand-square-foot home, we know all about living in smaller quarters and imperfect conditions. When our first children were born, we lived in a house in our used-car business on the corner of a busy intersection.








 


Questions about these issues pour into our website by the thousands, and there’s no way we can possibly answer them all individually. So we’ve written this book, hoping our story will both inform and inspire you. We hope that what we’ve learned, sometimes the hard way, can be helpful to families of all sizes. We also hope you’ll see that we’re a family with all the qualities and quirks every other family has, just multiplied many times over. We’ve made mistakes. We’ve lost our tempers. We’ve used poor judgment. We’ve gone through hard times and difficult circumstances. We’ve made poor choices. Although we laugh a lot, we cry sometimes too.


It’s all part of our family’s growing process—and we’ve grown a lot! Each time a problem or opportunity confronts us, we pray for God’s guidance. Amazing things have happened, as you will see. We hope you’ll be as amazed to read about them as we have been as we’ve watched them unfold.


In the pages ahead, we’ll share how we survived living in a nine-hundred-square-foot house in the middle of a used-car sales lot on the highway when we had five children under the age of five. Talk about exhaustion! Talk about tears! We’ll tell you how, without our soliciting media attention, we went from being a relatively unknown family living in a small city in Arkansas to unintentionally becoming an ongoing story featured in print and broadcast outlets around the world.


 







e-Mail to the Duggars


Q: How do you feel about what other people may think or say about your family? Have you ever heard anything that is particularly hurtful?
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—Jinger, age fourteen


A: Our parents have taught us to work at doing right and not worry what others think of us. Yes, sometimes we hear some negative and potentially hurtful comments. But when those negative comments come, we are reminded to accept the ten unchangeable things about ourselves that make each person a unique individual: (1) the way God made us, (2) our parents, (3) our brothers and sisters, (4) our nationality, (5) our mental capacity, (6) our time in history, (7) our gender, (8) our birth order and placement in our family, (9) the fact that we grow older as the years pass, and (10) the fact that life is a race against time and the best way to use that time is to serve God and others.








 


We’ll tell you about the financial principles and practices that help us live debt-free (and, to answer right up front two of the questions we’re asked most often, no, we’ve never taken any kind of government assistance, and no, we’re not financially wealthy). We’ll tell you how we built our house, with every child over the age of eight wielding his or her own cordless drill. We’ll share our organization system and our homeschooling practices, along with a typical day’s schedule (well, at least what a typical day’s schedule might be if any two days were ever alike). And we’ll tell you about our child-rearing philosophy and how we implement it in our children’s day-to-day lives. Along the way we’ll share some of our favorite recipes, tips, photographs, traditions, goals, and other tidbits to help you get to know us.
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Family trips are much easier now that we have an RV bus outfitted with fifteen bunks and several couches, big storage compartments, a kitchen,
and, best of all, a bathroom.








 


We hope that reading and using this book will be a blessing to you, as it’s been to us as we’ve put it together for you. We’ve written it, not to bring attention to ourselves and our family, but to answer the flood of questions that pours into us and, most of all, to give glory to God for He has done abundantly above all that we could ever ask or think.


As you’re reading about the family practices we follow and the parenting lessons we’ve learned, you may get the idea that we’ve worked out all the problems and have child rearing all figured out. If that thought comes to you, picture us back in that smelly van on our way to the amusement park five hours late, and wipe that idea right out of your head.


 







Fun Facts


The Duggars spend about $3,000 each month on groceries, diapers, and miscellaneous items such as shampoo and detergent. During a typical week the family does 40 loads of laundry and goes through . . .


 


16 boxes of cereal


7 gallons of milk


16 rolls of toilet tissue








 


Actually, all the delays and calamities that occurred in the Silver Dollar City trip outlined here may not have happened in a single day. We just wanted to give you an example of how a typical Duggar family trip to almost anywhere could unfold—except that the events shared here would actually have happened several years ago, when we had “only” thirteen children. That was back when we could all fit into our fifteen-passenger van (but just barely, with all the coolers, strollers, and diaper bags shoved everywhere). Now that we have seventeen-going-on eighteen children, plus our new daughter-in-law, Anna, day trips are easier, if you can believe it.


That’s because now we travel in a 1993 Prevost Entertainer bus that has fifteen bunk beds plus several couches to sit or sleep on. Also, we pack everything we need in the bus the night before, and our boys sleep in the bus overnight, so we can leave whether they’re ready or not!


Before the Beginning


Before we became the twenty-and-counting Duggar family, we were just Jim Bob and Michelle, growing up in Arkansas as the children of loving, hardworking parents. A lot of who we are today springs from who we were back then. So, to tell our family’s story we need to start before its beginning, giving you a glimpse of our own childhoods and telling you how we grew up, found each other, and fell in love.


Jim Bob’s Childhood:
Hard Times and Strong Faith


In my earliest years, we (Dad, Mom, my older sister, Deanna, and I) lived in a little motel my parents managed in northwest Arkansas. Later Dad also tried several other ways to support his young family, including selling vacuum cleaners, insurance, furniture, and automobiles. He was an enthusiastic salesman. Folks said he could probably sell ice to Eskimos. But he would be the first to tell you that despite his gift for selling, he wasn’t the best manager of the money that came in, which caused many insecurities.


 







[image: Image]


Jim Bob with his parents, Mary and Jim Duggar, and sister, Deanna.








 


When I was in grade school, both of my parents, Jim and Mary Duggar, worked in the real estate business, carrying on a tradition that began with my great-grandfather. My parents worked hard, but despite their best efforts, they had many financial struggles. Interest rates skyrocketed and real estate sales slowed. My childhood memories are colored by vignettes of financial agonies. I remember a morning when my sister and I came to breakfast and there was nothing to eat in the house except some rice Mom had put in an antique jar for decoration years earlier. That morning, she cooked the old rice for our breakfast. She told Deanna and me that God would see us through anything life threw at us. And He always did. Even if it meant eating a “decoration” for breakfast, we never went hungry.


 







e-Mail to the Duggars


Q: What’s the most fun thing you do with your large family?


A: My favorite thing is going places together, especially vacation trips. One year we spent six weeks traveling along the East Coast. Another year we went to the West Coast and went to Disneyland. I really enjoy going to Silver Dollar City. We pack our lunches and pile into our bus for a great day of riding the rides, seeing the old-timey shows, watching people do things the old-fashioned way, and—my favorite thing—riding the roller coasters.


[image: Image]


—Jill, age seventeen








 


One time, when I was in second grade, we again had no money, but we did have a Volkswagen camper van that Dad put up for sale. When I heard that some people were coming over to look at the camper van, I prayed as hard as I knew how that they would buy it. And they did! I spent that night thanking God for His help.


Throughout my growing-up years, Dad bought and sold used cars as a sideline business. Usually it was just one or two cars he and Mom drove as their regular transportation and then parked in our driveway with a FOR SALE sign in the window.


One time Dad spent all the money we had, about $450, to buy a car he planned to fix up and sell for a profit. I remember coming home from school and seeing the car, a Plymouth Fury, sitting in the driveway as usual. But there was something different about it than when I’d left that morning. Finally I realized the difference was that the windows were dark, as though they had been given an extra-heavy tinting.


 







Words to Live By


It is not how much we have, but how much we enjoy, that makes happiness.


—C. H. Spurgeon








 


I went inside and asked my mom what had happened. “Your dad went out this morning to start it, and there was an electrical short under the dash,” she said. “It caught fire and burned up, right there in the driveway. We had to call the fire department.”


It was a devastating loss. But, as always, my parents found a way to survive. While the rest of the car was totaled, Dad was able to salvage the engine and the transmission and sell those parts to earn back the money he’d spent.


One of my most vivid memories occurred when I was about five years old. One of the families staying at the motel included a little boy a few years older than me. One day he suggested we go next door to the Piggly Wiggly grocery store. He led me to the candy aisle, picked up two boxes of Cracker Jack, and handed one of them to me. Then he said, “We’ll take these up front and say that your mom’s in the store and she’s going to pay for them when she comes out.”


So that’s what we did. We ended up walking out of the store with the Cracker Jacks without paying for them. (Times were different back then!) We went behind the motel and ate the Cracker Jacks, thinking we’d pulled off the smartest plan in creation. That worked so well, the next day we went back to the Piggly Wiggly and did it again. We were heading to the back of the motel to enjoy our stolen treat again when around the corner came my mom.


She said, “Jim Bob, what did you do?”
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Jim Bob at age four.








 


Of course she knew exactly what I’d done. The store manager had called her. But I was too young to figure that out, so I was stunned at this startling turn of events. I asked her, “Mom, how did you know?”


Her answer is permanently burned into my memory. “Jim Bob,” she said, “moms have a way of knowing.”


She marched me back to the store to apologize and begin the process of making things right. It was probably the first time, but certainly not the last, that she would tell me, “Jim Bob, show me your friends, and I’ll show you your future.”


When I was seven, I committed my life to God. As I grew closer to Him, my faith actually deepened through my family’s tough financial times. A few years later, when I was about twelve, my youth group planned a weeklong trip to church camp. My parents didn’t have the money to send Deanna and me, but Mom went ahead and signed us up anyway. The night before the trip she told us to pack our bags and get ready, even though we still didn’t have the money, so we didn’t know how we were going to be able to go. The next morning, right before the bus was scheduled to leave, Dad sold an item—I forget now what it was—and we got to go. God had provided again. We had some tough times financially, but Mom was never one to wallow in self-pity, and she never let us feel sorry for ourselves. Her response to each new challenge set an example for me.


 







Duggar Story


The Value of a Kind Deed
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Because money was tight, my parents cut my hair instead of paying for a barber; and although they were well intentioned, I was embarrassed by the results. So I avoided haircuts. My hair grew so long that the first time I went to a skating rink, the skate-rental clerk handed me white skates, thinking I was a girl! I didn’t realize until later that the other boys’ skates were black.


One day a neighbor, Jackie Meador, offered to cut my hair for free. A kind, Christian woman, Jackie had a hair salon in her home. Although the term hadn’t been thought of yet, Jackie gave me an “extreme makeover” that completely changed my appearance and boosted my self-image immensely. Jackie continued cutting my hair for years without charge.


Today I tell our children, “You never know when a kind deed you do for someone will make a big difference in that person’s life. It might seem like a small thing to you—like giving someone a free haircut—but it could be something big for the other person. Every talent God gives us, we use to honor him.”
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Jim Bob a few years later, after his good-hearted neighbor Jackie Meador volunteered to style his hair.








 


Michelle’s Childhood:
From Miss Criminality to Miss Congeniality


Like Jim Bob’s, one of the most vivid, and unpleasant, memories from my childhood involves an episode of stealing.


As a girl, I went to the neighborhood swimming pool almost every day in the summer. I could walk there from our home in Springdale, and I would spend the day at the pool having fun. One day, for some reason that is still totally beyond my understanding, I walked over to a lady’s handbag, which was lying open beside the pool, and I took money out of her change purse.


Then I went to the concession stand to buy a treat.


Now, here’s the crazy thing: I didn’t need to steal anyone’s money. My dad, Garrett Ruark, worked hard to earn a good living for his family. He and my mom, Ethel, had seven children over a twenty-year period. I was the youngest, and by the time I was in grade school, only my sister Carol and I were still living at home. We were not well-to-do, but we certainly weren’t poor. We had a nice home and a comfortable life, and my parents regularly gave me spending money.


Now let me leave my poolside story just a moment to share a glimpse of my heritage and some of the stories I heard repeatedly during my growing-up years. My dad was next to youngest in a family of four siblings. My grandfather died young, during the Great Depression, leaving his twenty-two-year-old distraught widow with four children, ages six and younger.


My grandmother had no one to turn to for help. There was no money for food or any of the other things her children needed. So she put them in a children’s home. It wasn’t the best situation, but at least her children would have food and shelter. The oldest child, a daughter, was later placed in a loving foster home, but the three younger children—my dad and his brother and other sister—lived in the orphanage eight long years, until their mother remarried. My grandmother’s new husband took in her children and treated them as his own and, while they were teenagers, taught my dad and his brother carpentry skills.
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Michelle at age five with her roller-skating dog, Suzie.








 


My mother’s upbringing also was cloaked in hardship. She was one of eight children, including two sets of twins. Tragically, one set of twins died when they were only a few months old.


One day, my mom came home from school to learn that her mother, then forty-three, had died of a sudden diabetic coma. Family life as Mother had known it ended with the death of her mother.


My parents were still in their teens when they met and married. Shortly after their wedding, much to their joy, Mom became pregnant—right before Daddy went off to fight in World War II. It was three years before he saw his wife again and met his firstborn child.


You can see from these stories that my parents’ and grandparents’ childhoods were much harder than my own. Family was very important to Mom and Dad because they had lost their parents at such tender ages. And those losses occurred at a tragic time in our nation’s history, during the Great Depression. I suppose that, like many parents, Mom and Dad resolved to give my siblings and me a better, easier childhood than they had known. They certainly did that. They reared us with lots of love and encouragement. And yes, as the baby of the family, I might have been just a little bit spoiled.
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My dad, Garrett Ruark, worked hard to support my mom and their family of seven children.








 


I didn’t have to work for my spending money. I didn’t help much with the cooking or cleaning; I barely kept my own room clean. Compared with Jim Bob’s early years that included so many financial worries, I had a storybook childhood. So why in the world did I steal money from that woman’s purse at the swimming pool? To this day, I still don’t know.


What I do know—what I’ll never forget—is how the owner of the purse came up beside me and took my arm as I was buying my treat at the concession stand. She led me to the pool manager’s office, and I stood there, listening in terror, as she discussed with the manager what they should do. Should they call the police? she asked.


Eventually, they did something far worse, at least to my young mind. They called my mother. She may have been only four foot eleven inches tall, but to me she looked like a giant that day as she came sternly to the pool to get me. I tell you what: that was the longest trip home and the sickest feeling I’d ever had, thinking about what was going to happen to me.
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My mom, Ethel Ruark, stood just four foot eleven inches tall, but she looked like a giant that day she came striding into the community-swimming-pool office after I’d been caught stealing. This photo was taken in 1989, when I was pregnant with our twins John-David and Jana.








 


As soon as our front door closed behind us, the inquisition that had begun at the pool continued. But instead of just telling the truth and getting it over with, I lied. I insisted that I hadn’t actually stolen the money.


But just like Jim Bob’s mom told him, moms have a way of knowing the truth. Mom delivered her own form of correction. And then she said, “Just wait until your father gets home.” When he came in that evening, we went through the whole awful thing again. But I stubbornly held to my story instead of telling the truth. It would be some time later before I confessed to my parents what they had known all along. Because of my behavior—and my lie denying it—I carried a load of guilt that weighed heavily on my conscience.


I was so ashamed of what I’d done, and I was worried sick that “everyone” knew about my crime. I was sure I would have a bad reputation when I went back to school that fall. I was just starting junior high, and I was afraid no one would like me.


To avoid such a calamity, I resolved to turn over a new leaf and be the kind of person no one would ever suspect of being a thief. Today I tell our kids that I went through junior high school desperately wanting to be liked, and I worked constantly to win people over to the idea that I wasn’t a thief. As a result, I was a very nice, friendly, outgoing cheerleader who won lots of awards, including Miss Congeniality, as I worked hard to overcome my imaginary reputation as Miss Criminality.
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I was a cheerleader throughout most of junior high and high school—until I resigned from the squad as a senior, inspired by my personal convictions and Bible study.








 


How We Met: Prayers in a Doorway


Because we’re just a year apart in age and because most of our growing-up years occurred in the same Arkansas town, we know our paths probably crossed throughout our childhoods, even though we always went to different schools. We’ve even mused that Jim Bob might have been at the swimming pool that day when Michelle got caught stealing.


I (Jim Bob) don’t remember seeing a young girl being escorted to the manager’s office when she got caught stealing, which is probably a good thing! During my junior high years, I had attended a dating seminar at my family’s church. In the seminar, we teenagers were encouraged to make two important commitments: first, that we wouldn’t date anyone who wasn’t a Christian, and second, that we wouldn’t date anyone who didn’t love Jesus as much as we did.


I made both of those commitments—and at the same time, began praying for the girl, then unknown, who would become my wife.


In contrast, my (Michelle’s) family didn’t go to church during my growing-up years, but one evening when my friend Janet Smith spent the night with me, we discussed the end times and life after death. I was amazed at the fearless confidence Janet expressed as a Christian, and the more she talked about her faith, the more I realized I also needed God in my life.
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Jim Bob was number 21 on his high school basketball team at Shiloh Christian School in Springdale.








 


Janet invited me to attend a Michael Gott crusade at her church the following evening. Sitting there at the revival church service, I heard that I could be forgiven for everything I had ever done wrong. Everything! I also heard that God loves me and has a special plan for my life. At the end of the service, the pastor invited those who wanted to give their lives to Jesus to come to the front. I jumped out of my seat and flew down the aisle to accept that invitation. I was fifteen, and I can still remember getting on my knees and humbly bowing my head in prayer as I gave myself to God.


 







Duggar Story


Driving Lesson


Years ago, when we were engaged, we decided to go for a drive in Jim Bob’s 1972 Datsun 240Z sportscar (with racing suspension). We were cruising along one of northwest Arkansas’s typical winding roads when I (Michelle) said, “Hey, Jim Bob, there’s a really sharp turn ahead. You’d better slow down!”


Jim Bob said, “Oh, Michelle, don’t worry. This car handles great!”


About that time we headed into the curve, and sure enough, it was sharper than Jim Bob realized. The back end of the Z-car swung around, and we started sliding backward down the road, which had deep ditches on both sides.


Thankfully, instead of sliding into the ditch, we slid into a driveway (backward). Realizing we’d just made it through a very close call, we both took a deep breath, and I (Jim Bob) apologized to Michelle. That day I realized the importance of listening to her!


Since then there have been many times when Michelle has warned me about “sharp curves” in our family’s life, and I’m thankful for her insight and intuition. It’s true. Pride does go before a fall (or a skid)!








 


About a month after that evening, I (Jim Bob) met my friend Fred Pearrow at our church on a Tuesday night. We had signed up to go out and talk with church visitors or new members who had filled out cards asking church members to visit them. I was attending Shiloh Christian School while Fred went to Springdale High School, but we’d become friends at church.


We had three cards identifying the people we were to visit that night. But no one answered the doorbells at any of those homes. Then Fred said, “Hey, there’s a girl who goes to my school who just became a Christian. She’s a cheerleader.”


 







[image: Image]


On our first date, in May 1983, we dressed up for Jim Bob’s high school banquet.








 


That’s all I needed to hear. “Let’s go!” I said. Fred just happened to know where she lived, so off we went.
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