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 15" 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, Str.’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 Gerti 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 aloving 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 placel!
As I was teaching, each time I turned to my left, there was the ‘scowl.” FEach time I would turn and walk to my
right there was a brief moment of relief. The ‘scowl!” The reliefl 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. 1 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 ‘scow]l’ 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,

143



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 outl 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 movel 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 1. 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 truel 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 alll 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 pilel 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 8" 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 itl 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 NL'T
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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 620,
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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, L.aVerne 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. L.aVerne 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 "2 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. Gerti 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 calll 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

154



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 coursel 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 disconraged and give up, for we will reap a harvest of blessing at the appropriate
time.” Galatians 6:9 NL'T
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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 delzver him. 1 will set him on high, becanse 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 1 will answer hime: 1 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! 1 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 referencel!
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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.” 1
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
intentlyl 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. 1 bless you
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with knowing people who will belp make you successful, who will believe in you, who will be enconraging 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. Becanse you are called to God’s work in God’s way in God's time, youn will
experience the favor of believers and unbelievers’ providing the resources necessary to accomplish the work that God has for you. 1 bless
you with people who will make the road smooth before you and find ways to serve youn 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 valne 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?” 1 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! 1 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. 1t 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 43" anniversary. Remember we have gone from adultery, rejection, violence and rage in our
marriage to the following:

“There is a hand 1 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 1 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: Ny deepest love and most profound gratitude for loving me like you do. R.

Thank you, my deatly 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 chancel!

“To all who mourn, He will give beanty 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 KJ1/.

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 K[V { 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 Fathet’s Business

Used with permission.
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After experiencing yvears of marital and family
problems, depression, and success and burnout
in ministry several times, Roger and Gerri Taylor
became aware of their deep need for intimacy and
an encounter with the Father’s healing love. Soon
after, they received a personal experience of God's
unconditional love in such a way that it began to
transform their relationships at home, with God,
and with others. They began to minister out of
their life experiences with transparency and a
spirit of brokeness. “Our Glory Stories” will take
yvou with them on much of their journey through
pain, testing, and on to times of great triumph as
they share with open hearts how Father’s faith-
fulness has been their strength, His love their
blessing, and the pursuit of His presence their
passion.

RoGeER anD GERRI TAYLOR

OUR GLORY STORIES is a moving account of Father God’s adventures
in the lives of two people told humorously, honestly, enthusiastically,
and pwerfully by Roger & Gerri Taylor. Through their words flow life,
hope, healing, victory, and God’s boundless, unfathomable love for His
children. WARNING: Reading this book could result in loss of depres-
sion, anxiety, anger, pruposelessness, cynicism, self-hatred, and/or lies
that you havelived by. PROCEED AT THE RISK OF BEING BLESSED!

Mrs. Carol Bandi, Educator & Student Mentor
Grace Christian Academy, Durango, CO

Read these stories at your own risk, for they will challenge yvou to take
measure of your own faith. REad thse stories for your own reward, for they
will inspire you. In their real life struggles, Roger and Gerri reveal their
obedience, faith, and love of the Lord. This book is hard to put down. The

lessons are hard to forget.

Dr. John Albrecht, D.C.

Albrecht Chiropractic, Conway, 5C
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