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My Spiritual Journey
Cindy Brown-Gimmi

March 4,  2004 
Zig Ziglar is a person that I have admired through the years.  When I started my career in medical sales, I read his books and listened to him constantly in the car on tape.    If you have ever been in sales, you know that you need continued motivation and ongoing sales training just to survive!
A friend just recently came back from a motivational seminar and gave me a CD - Zig Ziglar’s spiritual Journey.    This is 30 something years later since I had read his books and listened to his motivational tapes, and I was just amazed to hear the powerful message of the events of his life that brought him to where he is today.    
After listening to him, I felt the desire to record my spiritual journey.  
***********************************************************

In my early years, I remember going to church a few times with the family.  My parents quit going to church when I was around 8.   I’m not exactly sure why, but after that, there was never any talk of religious matters in our home.   At 12 years of age, I started going to church with a friend.  During this time I went to a revival in a large stadium.  At the end, I felt the need to go down front to have them pray for me.  I didn’t really understand what was happening, because I didn’t know much about religion in general, but I do feel that experience has somehow changed me. I knew I was supposed to get baptized after being “saved”.   In my mind, this was a huge Baptist church and I was much too timid to go up in front of all those people and be dunked!  Of course, I didn’t think I could explain any of this to my parents so I just ignored that part, even though I wished it somehow could have happened.

Shortly after, I quit going to church because I had figured out that these people were just a bunch a hypocrites.   After that revelation, I could understand why my parents didn’t take us to church.     Of course, now I realize that was based on just a few people and events, and that I should not have judged all of the church-goers based on the few.   
When I was 23, I was engaged to be married.   My mom mentioned I should go and talk to a church.  I thought that was odd, but she convinced me to go talk to a minister.  I walked out of his office, and cried my heart out.  He was asking me in a very demeaning way, why I was now coming to a church to be married when I hadn’t been before.  I don’t remember all the details, but I just remember he made me feel terrible.   Little did I know that God was going to have a plan for all of this much later in my life.  
Life went on, I was very career oriented and had a child that kept me busy.   My son stayed with a babysitter named Connie and her husband Herb.   Besides my grandmother, Connie and Herb were just the nicest and greatest people in the world.   My mother and father both died when I was in my 30’s, my mom to emphysema and my dad to cancer.  My marriage was not going so great, so I just lost myself in my sales career.  Connie was there for me throughout all of my trials, and became like a second mom to me.  She kept my son, as if he were her own.  They had a large family of their own, and through all of the difficult times they had, I noticed they were always happy.  She constantly talked about her faith in God, but never pushed me.  
When my mother was dying, Connie came to the hospital to be with me and our family.  My mom had insufficient oxygen to the point of which the doctors didn’t think she should still be alive with the blood gas levels she had.   We knew she had little time left.  The evening before her death, Connie had told our family she would stay with my mom while we took a break.  When we came back into the room, to our surprise, my mom was sitting up in bed with a sparkle in her eyes and smiling.   Connie was trying to feed her Jell-O.  I thought maybe by some chance she was better!! 
Connie told us later, that she had prayed for my mom, and my mom just sat up in bed and smiled and lifted her arms up in the air.  Connie knew what this meant, but just laughed and told her “not now!”    
This was my next part of my spiritual journey, because I really felt this was a miracle of some sort.  I felt my mom had seen something or someone.  I just didn’t know who or what.  And the idea that she could wake up from near death and smile, try to talk (she had been on a ventilator, and couldn’t) and eat was just amazing!  I now know that she probably saw Jesus or an angel or close relative.
After this experience, I started reading books on death and dying, and near death experiences.  I read books from researchers and physicians that conducted interviews with people who had been clinically dead.  Consistently, they would say they would see a bright light, and would feel a great peace.  They would float above their own body and be able to tell the researchers exactly what happened and who were there when they were clinically dead.  Small children would be able talk about the equipment, or instruments the doctors used.  Then many times they were drawn to the light before coming back.  Many times they would say they saw a relative or Jesus, or an angel.    For the first time in my life, I began to think there may be something to this life after death thing.  The John 3:16 verse that was the only verse I knew.
After my mom died, my 2 year old son had a seizure and was in the hospital for a week.  Connie and Herb were right there through it all.  They were always so happy and seemed to be at peace with whatever happened.  I figured out later, that they were what I call “true Christians”.  That only through God’s love, grace and mercy can you have this kind of happiness and peace.  

My dad died of a brain tumor four years later.  By this time I didn’t have much in the way of feelings.  I look back now and know that I just put up this invisible shield around me that nothing or nobody could penetrate.  

At the same time, my marriage was really deteriorating.  My once tenderhearted self became a very hardened person.  Again, I tried to lose myself in work.  I thank God now that He had put Connie and Herb in my life, because they convinced me that we needed to go to “Marriage Encounter”.    She had already signed us up, and said she would keep our son, Erik.  Like a mother, she somehow knew we were having problems even though I never said much at all.  She never ceased to amaze me with her constant giving and caring nature.  On top of all this she was raising 8 children of her own.
Marriage Encounter was the best and hardest thing I ever did.  It saved our marriage for the time.  My husband had never been a practicing Christian. This was just an overwhelming experience to us both, because we had to face some very difficult issues.  Christianity was just one.
My dad died of a brain tumor a few years after my mom had died.  By this time I didn’t have much in the way of feelings or emotions.   I look back now and know that I had put up an invisible shield around me that nothing or nobody could penetrate.  I didn’t like the way I was, but it seemed to be the only way to survive in a world full of pain and hurt.
Before my dad died, he had started reading the Bible.  I don’t know much about his spiritual life, but I do know now that he was at peace when he died.  Several days before he died he was transferred to a hospice facility and we were told he only had a short while to live.  He had not been responsive and not able to talk because of the severity of his brain tumor.  

This is still incredible to me, but now that I know God, I know that anything is possible!   Two days before his death he woke up enough to ask for a tape recorder.  I wasn’t there when he recorded it, but somehow, with his massive brain tumor, he was able record about 30 minutes of his thoughts and last words.   The recording was mainly about forgiveness.  He talked about a lot of things but was mostly asking his children for forgiveness for things he thought he had done wrong.  God tells us to forgive others as He has forgiven us.  I didn’t understand at the time, but God was to reveal it to me later.  
Many years had gone by now, and we had two more children in my late 30’s.  By this time, my husband and I had started our own business, and things seem to be going well.

I knew something was missing in my life but I just didn’t know what.   

After all these years, we decided to go to a second “Marriage Encounter”.  Connie and Herb kept the kids again this time.   We always avoided any special church or prayer activities; because it was not something we were comfortable with or knew anything about.  At the end of the Encounter, our group was saying our wedding vows to each other again before the priest, when Connie and Herb walked in with our 2 young children, along with lots of other friends and family members of other couples.  I wasn’t expecting them, and I when they came in, I just kept laughing and sobbing uncontrollably.  Connie later told me that everybody had been praying for us.
She also told me the laughing and crying was the Holy Spirit in me.  I didn’t have a clue as to what that meant, but I remember it so clearly.  The hardened me that had not cried or felt really much emotion for years was a weeping basket case!
After Marriage Encounter, we decided we should be taking our family to church.  We didn’t go often, but when we did, I felt a large emptiness, like something was missing.   We didn’t go to church often though.  We were the C & E types, which I later found out meant Christmas and Easters!!
A year later now, my grandmother got very sick and died.   She, like Connie and Herb, seemed to have something special about her.  She was always happy, positive and never seemed to get down in the face of adversity.  She was so kind and giving, and the kind of person that everybody loved.  I knew she was a Christian, but later I realized she was the type of Christian that just led by the quite example of her life.
Now, the next phase of my spiritual journey begins.

My grandmother had always been very close to all the grandchildren, but especially to my younger cousin Laura, who was born mentally handicapped.   They had always had a special bond.  When Laura was young, she couldn’t speak well and nobody but my grandmother seemed to understand what she was saying.  They continued to stay very close through the years.  Laura was brought up a Catholic family and in Catholic schools.  She was raised in an environment, unlike mine, where she only knew love.  She had even been to Italy, and was personally blessed by the Pope.  
Understandably, the night before my grandmother’s funeral at the funeral home, Laura was crying and upset.  It may have been the first funeral she went to, and my heart hurt for her, knowing how close they had been.  The next day though, before the funeral, she was smiling and laughing as usual.  I told Laura she looked happy, and my aunt just  smiled and told her to tell me about her dream.  She said that Grandma talked to her in her dream and said, “Don’t worry about me, I’m fine and I am in Jesus’ hands.

This continued to run through my mind like a broken record.   It sounded exactly like what she would have said if she could have been there to comfort Laura.  

At the funeral service, my baby daughter started to cry.  My husband took her out, and I was alone in the pew.    During the prayer, I just said my own prayer.  I think it was the first ever.  I said to God….

“God, if you are God, and you are what my grandmother had, then I want you too, because I don’t like the way I am now, and I want to be like her”
At that moment, I was trembling and got very emotional and started to cry.  I was trying to control it, because it was not a part of the service where people would normally cry.  The service was over shortly afterward.  As I stood up, I felt a tremendous sense of a heavy burden lifted, and a sense peace and joy.  That is the only way to describe it.  

I didn’t say anything to anybody because I didn’t understand it, and I wasn’t sure anybody else would either.  I knew that I was a changed person.  The hardness that was in me was gone.  I just felt free, and my life was different, but I couldn’t explain it.
……………………………………………………………………………

Several more years went by, and I stayed very busy being the sales manager of our own company now, and raising our children.   On the occasional visit to church, there was still an empty feeling, like something was still missing. I had always learned to follow my conscience, or that little voice in my head, when it came to important decisions.  I still never prayed, because besides the Lords prayer, I didn’t know how and didn’t think about it.
During this time, my baby girl, Andrea, was in a Christian daycare.  She would come home, and in the middle chatting or playing, and she would ask questions such as, “where does God live, are God and Jesus the same?”, and on and on with questions I couldn’t answer.    I look back now and know that she was a special gift God gave to me at 38 years of age.  All children are special, but she and I just have a special closeness like Laura and my Grandmother had. 
My ex-atheist, converted Christian sister in law, told me around this time that she had prayed for me to have a girl who would bring me to Christ.   When she told me that, I was speechless, because I knew there was something special about Andrea that had to do with God.
……………………………………………………………………….

Life went on as usual.  The summer before my daughter was to go to first grade, something unusual happened.  I was sitting at my desk in my office and I heard a very clear voice say to “go to the Holy Rosary Catholic church and sign up for the adult classes, and to put the kids in classes, and to put the kids in school there”.  This was the little voice I had heard in the past, but this time it was much clearer.  I know now that it was God talking to me, but I didn’t understand at the time.

I did as I was told and it was just the right timing to do this.  The only problem was, there wasn’t room for both of the kids to go to school, and I didn’t want to separate them in different schools. That disappointed me.  A friend told me I should go to the Episcopal school and try to get them in there.  I did this, and they had two openings, (amazing for the last minute before school).   I know now there was a reason for this happening too.
I did sign the kid’s up for the classes at the Catholic Church. I was told to talk to the deacon about the adult classes.  My husband was upset with me because he couldn’t understand why I was doing this, and why Catholic?  I couldn’t tell him this “voice” told me to!  I’m sure he would think I was completely crazy!    I found out later after I started the classes, that several people were praying for me.  I realized that Connie and Herb were probably praying the hardest or longest, because they had prayed that we would go to the Catholic Church!!
My husband said he wouldn’t go with me to the classes.   I was hurt and disappointed, but I showed up for my appointment with the deacon.  When I got there, I started crying and told him that I didn’t know why I was there.  He informed me that the Holy Spirit had called me to do this.

So now this was a new one for me!!  I am now 44 years of age and didn’t know who or what the Holy Spirit is exactly.  I just knew it was something to do with God.
The first night the classes began, my husband and teenage son both agreed to go with me.  I couldn’t believe it after the previous events!   They both went to the classes with me for the whole time!!
Now all the pieces of the puzzle started fitting together.  All of the questions I never knew to ask were coming together.  The emptiness that I had felt all the years started to be less empty.
I realized that there was still one thing missing, and that I needed to be baptized.  I asked the deacon about it after the classes were over, and he gave me paperwork to fill out.  When he found out my husband had been previously married, he said we would have to get his previous marriage annulled first before I could be baptized.  I was extremely disappointed because it may take months to a year!   
At the same time, my friend that told me to check out Calvary Episcopal School and invited us to the Episcopal Church.  As it turned out, it was great that this happened, because it was the milestone that got them going back to church!    I now look back and see all the little paths that the Lord took me down to get me to where I am today.  

I went to the priest at Calvary and said I would like to be baptized and have my children baptized.  No Problems!!  They were happy to have me!!  
After this great event, my baptism, I finally felt completely whole and free.  

Then I went big time into spiritual high gear!!  I just couldn’t get enough of the Bible, church or any kind of classes that would help me to learn and understand everything about Christianity.  I had a lot of catching up to do!!  My radio was always on Christian radio.  I went to bed every night reading books on Christianity.

Then the Alpha class started and that was so great to start tying all my questions together!  I especially liked the Holy Spirit weekend.  It is not something you can describe.  It is a very powerful time for spiritual indwelling at any level.  If you are interested in knowing more about the alpha classes, they have a website at www.alphana.org , and it is offered in most church denominations.  The classes were an introduction to Christianity, but I found that even mature Christians enjoyed the classes and got a lot out of it.  
There seems to be different terms for being “born again” or “filled with the Holy Spirit”.  Whatever you want to call it, I just know it had happened to me and that Jesus was working in my life.  I was now a creature of new birth of the spirit.  I realized that just like a baby you are recreated to follow the Lord.
It seems that people who grow up in church grow gradually to believe and trust and have faith.  Mine seemed to be overnight, but it wasn’t always easy!   After finishing Alpha course as a new baby Christian, the priest came up to me and said they had been praying for a new leader of the next Alpha classes and my name kept coming up.  He asked if I would pray about it and give them an answer.  I was terrified and torn about this, because I didn’t feel that I was ready or able.  I have always been more of a follower than a leader and I wasn’t sure I was up to this task.    I did remember that the Lord will not ask you to do anything He has not equipped you to do.
Just as Aaron had stepped up to help Moses lead the Israelites out of Egypt, I had two women that stepped up and said they wanted to help lead the Alpha classes.  My biggest fear had been to pray out loud in front of the group and the other fear was that my organizational skills are not great.  Guess what?  One was happy to pray out load the other was a great organizer!   

I also started learning about spiritual warfare at the time.   When I went to the Alpha training classes, I felt a great cloud of doubt.  I doubted my faith and my abilities.  I doubted whether my husband would understand my rebirth and all that went with it.  I doubted that I was in the right place with all these strong Christian leaders!  The Lord continued to prevail! 

Each time at the leader’s conference that I had a doubt, and felt that I was carrying this huge burden on my shoulders, something would happen.  Complete strangers would come up to me, start a conversation, and answer the very question of my doubts!  The other two women from our church were also there to pray for me and encourage me.  I had not ever felt this type of dark cloud before.  This is the only way to describe it.  I was starting to understand that there are forces of good and evil and that Satin will try to destroy every good work God starts in you.
It continues to be hard; I think especially if you are a new Christian.  We need to stay focused on God and know that He will never leave us or forsake us.   I know all of the promises of the Bible are true.  I am just so happy that God gives us His written word as reinforcement, and that other Christians are always there to help support you when you feel the forces of evil.
……………………………………………………………………………..

……….My life was going fantastic!    Our company was prosperous, and our family healthy, and our family’s spiritual life was growing.  We were going to church regularly and I learned how great it was to have Christian friends!  I was always amazed at how Christians show God’s love.  It is just as God loves us.   Regardless of our past history, God loves us unconditionally.  We don’t do anything to earn his love.  He gives it to us freely, by His grace!  I was there for anything there was to do at church and it seemed life couldn’t be better.  My marriage was always a bit rocky, but we were growing in faith together.

You never know the plans the Lord has for you, or the roads He takes you down when you are a believer.  

My husband and I had always talked about what we would do if we could sell the company and retire.  It seemed like a future dream, but not a reality.  A few years went by, and we actually had the opportunity to sell the company.  My husband was the financial genius that helped put an IPO together to sell a group of companies, ours included, to investors.  

The dream actually became a reality.  We had enough money to semi-retire, and work just part time if we wanted.  I planned on being a full time mom, and he was going to help grow the new company with his previous mergers and acquisition experience. 

Everything SEEMED wonderful!  ……….  NOT!!!!!!!!   I am a true testimony that money does not equal happiness!!  

Here we were with more money than we ever dreamed, but we were like a ship with no rudder.  The new CEO and my husband did not get along well and my husband ended up without a job. Our marriage fell completely apart.  He wanted to sell the house and take the family on his new sailboat and sail for months or years at a time.  I just wanted to stay home and raise my children in a “normal environment”.   At least on land anyway!!

I had started an antique store which was my dream for retirement.  
Every thing was calm, happy, and peaceful as long as he and I weren’t together. Together, we were like oil and water.  We tried marriage counseling, to no avail, and ended up separated and later divorced.
At times, the divorce seemed liked the end of the world. I do know that God was with me throughout all the excruciating pain of the divorce.   Jesus suffered an excruciating pain before, and up until the time of His death on the cross.   I knew He understood what I was going though.  I just prayed and stayed focused on my faith, God’s Word and His love for me.  He didn’t let me down.  He continued to show me he was right there with me.    I remember one time when I was working in the store and a teenage girl and her mom came in.  I didn’t know them and had never seen them before so she had no idea as to my situation.  It had been a rough day for me.  The girl told me she felt the need to pray for me and ask if it was ok.  This type of thing happened frequently at the time.  Perfect strangers would come up to me and say that God had a plan for me.   Sometimes God speaks through certain Bible verses.   The two that follow seemed to have special meaning for me.  I had them framed and put them on my desk.  When times got really tough I just looked at these and remembered I had to trust the Lord.
Jeremiah 29:11


For I know the plans I have for you," declares the LORD , "plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.

Proverbs 3

5 Trust in the LORD with all your heart 
and lean not on your own understanding; 
6 in all your ways acknowledge him, 
and he will make your paths straight.

There are other times that when I needed to feel the Lord’s presence, He would speak to me indirectly through other people.   One day during the divorce process I was having a particularly tough day.  When I picked up Andrea from school, she bounced in the car singing, “I can do all things through Christ who gives me strength” which is a verse from Phillippians 4:13.    At another time I was upset, Andrea and I had just left my stepmother who had cancer and was close to death.  I had stopped by an antique store on the way home.  Andrea went wandering around and brought to me a ceramic Bible that had the 23rd psalm on it.  Of course, I bought it and it has been a constant reminder that the Lord is with always with me, and that death is not something to be feared if you are a believer.

I had been physically and emotionally exhausted during this period.  I have a physical condition called fibromyalgia, which causes pain in the muscles, memory loss, and extreme fatigue.  Stress aggravates it, and my health had spiraled downward.
I was at my store one day, and was feeling very tired and depressed.  All I could think about was that I was glad the day was over soon.  A friend came in the store and reminded me that I had agreed to go to a women’s conference at her church.  I didn’t want to go, but that “little voice” told me I had to.  

It was an incredible experience!    Not only did being in the Lords presence relieve my depression for the moment,   but I had a very unique experience.  A lady came up to me that I didn’t know.  She gave me a little hug, and then she started to tremble and hold me tighter.      She said that the Lord was speaking to her and he had something he wanted to tell me.  The lady with her asked me if I knew what was happening.  
I had gone to the Alpha classes and knew about the “gifts of the spirit”.  I felt that she was prophesying even though I had only “heard about it before.   I told the lady with her I knew what was happening.   The prophesy was that God told her to tell me the answers to my prayers were “yes” and “yes”.  I wasn’t certain which yeses they were for, but I had some ideas.   I later was told that the lady that prophesied to me was a pastor.  
It was very comforting to know God was there with me.   I was spiritually renewed and uplifted, and was very glad that I had obeyed when I was told “I had to go”, even though I really didn’t want to.

The church I attended that night ended up to be one of the “yes” answers. 

I couldn’t attend the same church I had been going to because of our family situation.  During our separation, my husband had found a special “lady friend” who also went to the church where we had been going to.  I knew that it wouldn’t work to attend the same church.    Even though I missed my old friends and church, God had led me to a new church home and family.
The women’s conference was on Friday and was my first visit to this new church.  The next day, I had a particularly upsetting day with my husband, and had cried all afternoon and evening.    Sunday morning, I woke up feeling exhausted and completely drained.  The voice (now I know the Holy Spirit), talked to me again and told me I had to go to church.  I certainly didn’t feel like it.  My face was all red and swollen and I had no energy at all.   I had learned to obey, so I went anyway.  My friend saw me come in and asked how things were going.  I started crying again.  Church was about to start so she took me to a nearby stairwell and prayed for me.  When I came into the service, I was still crying.  

This church was different than what I had attended before, because they have about an hour of praise and worship music before the actual service starts. Then they ask for anybody who needs prayer to come to the front.   I continued to cry throughout the whole praise and worship.     

I asked my friend, because I wasn’t sure what to do when they called you up for prayer.   She said just go to the front and stand or kneel.  I went up and knelt, and a lady came to pray for me.   She continued to pray and I continued to cry for a seemingly long while.  Then she started praying in tongues.   Shortly after, my crying turned into almost an uncontrollable joyous laughter.    I knew now that this was a sign of the Holy Spirit.  I could feel the burden lifted and I was very thankful that I had obeyed “the voice” even though I didn’t want to go to church that morning.
This church was a full gospel church and was extremely different from my little bit of Episcopal and Baptist background.  I have not been given the spiritual gift of speaking in tongues, but I do know that it is real, along with the many other spiritual gifts.
Paul says in 1st Corinthians:

4There are different kinds of gifts, but the same Spirit. 5There are different kinds of service, but the same Lord. 6There are different kinds of working, but the same God works all of them in all men. 
7Now to each one the manifestation of the Spirit is given for the common good. 8To one there is given through the Spirit the message of wisdom, to another the message of knowledge by means of the same Spirit, 9to another faith by the same Spirit, to another gifts of healing by that one Spirit, 10to another miraculous powers, to another prophecy, to another distinguishing between spirits, to another speaking in different kinds of tongues,[1] and to still another the interpretation of tongues.[2] 11All these are the work of one and the same Spirit, and he gives them to each one, just as he determines.

I know there are many people and churches that do not teach that these are still gifts given today.  I have seen and experienced personally, and I do know and believe with all of my heart that God is still just as active today in giving His spiritual gifts now as back in Jesus’ day.  We just need to be open to them and be willing to except them and use them as He enables us with his power and gifts.
I have been told by people who do missionary work that it is a lot easier for people who have never had pre-conceived beliefs to experience healings, speaking in tongues and other spiritual gifts.  Jesus says in Luke 11:13

”If you then, though you are evil, know how to give good gifts to your children, how much more will your Father in heaven give the Holy Spirit to those who ask him!"
There have been many times in my life that I haven’t heard God speaking to me directly but he speaks through signs and other people.    During the time of my separation and divorce, I would pass by the local Pregnancy Resource Center, and I just had this strong feeling that I should go talk to them.  I didn’t know why, and I didn’t know exactly what they did.  I kept trying to ignore this, but the urge never went away that I needed to do this.   I kept telling myself that I was way too busy and didn’t have time for anything else in my life. Sometimes for me, at least, I do not know or do not heed God’s calling directly or immediately.  But if this feeling does not go away I have learned that it is God’s calling.  
One morning I had picked up my mail to read and there out of the blue was a letter from the Pregnancy Resource Center.  I thought again that I needed to go talk to them.   Then as I passed by that morning, the same feeling went through me very strongly.    I was working in the store that day when a young boy came in and we started to talk.  He had been next door at the donut shop and I think he just came wandering in not knowing what the store was.  Soon after, his dad came in looking for him and started talking to me.  Out of the blue, again, he asked me if I had heard of the Pregnancy Resource Center.   I just rolled my eyes and ask why???   I found out he was on the board there, and he was telling me they needed volunteers.  I took all of this as confirmation and decided to go visit with them.   OK LORD, I’m a little slow but I FINALLY GET IT!!
It was right before a training class was to start and I signed up to go.  I had to miss the first nights training.  At the 4th training session the director gave me the paperwork to fill out.  I found out if I would have filled it out on the first night, I would not have been accepted as a volunteer.  The forms ask for your opinion on abortion.  I had always thought in the past that it was a woman’s individual rights to make that decision.   This is one of the reasons I wasn’t sure why God was calling me to do this.  After the 3rd training, I had learned enough and seen enough video tapes to know that abortion was not a good option.  I had asked my teenage son what his opinion was.  He told me that if he got a girl pregnant that he wasn’t serious about, that he thought it would be Ok.  I brought home the video tape called “The Silent Scream”.   He watched it with me and then profoundly agreed that abortion is not the answer.   
I really enjoyed my volunteer time at the center.  There were plenty of situations that these young girls and women could see no other way out then abortion.  Just giving them someone to talk to and share their personal situation with was such a blessing for them and the volunteers.  Sometimes it was as simple as helping them get on Medicaid, because they thought they could not afford to have a baby.  Sometimes it was heartbreaking.  I knew that I was a good counselor. I was helping people and it was rewarding for me, but I still don’t know why I was there.  I know I touched people’s lives in a positive way and hopefully to not make mistakes that they would regret for a lifetime.  This was just one example of how God has worked in my life.  There have been many times that I have had other similar experiences.  I love to listen to other people’s personal testimonies because you hear similar stories all the time.  Sometimes you know immediately why God calls you to do something.  Sometimes, like the Pregnancy Resource Center, God knows…. but you may never know.
…………………………………………………………………………….

My divorce seemed to drag on forever and it continued to be extremely painful.    My health was still not great and I spent a good deal of time hurting both physically and emotionally.   I don’t know what I would have done without God’s guidance and Word, and my Christian friends.     There always seemed to be somebody there to help pick me up when I got down.  
Now the next chapter….

About twelve years ago, after our family had increased by two and our living space had gotten too small, my husband and I had looked for a new home.    We had looked for a home in the country,  but after  many, many months of exhaustive searching for the perfect home,  we had  to give up and had decided to build on to our current home.   Shortly after making that decision to build, something happened that I felt was supernatural.  
I was driving to work on a sunny Sunday January day and decided to go the back way, which I rarely did. It was a nice country ride and I was just not anxious to get to work that day.    I thought I had looked at every property and every area for houses in our county.  A sign caught my eye on a road that I had never seen that said house for sale.  I turned down the road and followed the signs.  I drove up to a house and just stopped and stared.  There on the end of this country road was a house that I was just in awe of.  I knew it would probably be way over out budget for a new home, but somehow I just knew this was going to be my new house.  I called the realtor and she called me back immediately.  She showed it to me that afternoon.  When I walked in and saw to floor plan and the house, I knew it was just perfect.  It had the master down and four bedrooms upstairs.  At the time we had a baby, a live in babysitter, and the two boys separated by 9 years.  I knew this was going to be my new home.  I just felt an extreme sense of peace in the home.  It reminded me of what it felt like going to my grandparent’s house.   It was just very comfortable and felt like I had been there all my life.  The house was on the Brazos River and had 3 acres of property and some adjoining land that I found out could be separated.  It was over our budget and knowing my husband, I knew that it wasn’t going to be easy to convince him to go over budget.    When I got home, I was so excited to tell him about this perfect house.   In retrospect, the timing was really bad, because he was watching a football game….  I should have known better!!!   His immediate answer was NO, Forget it,. it was too much money.  Somehow, some way, in my best selling skills mode, I convinced him to go look at it that afternoon.  I think because it was on the river and had a skeet thrower on the property that it had peeked his interest.  He was an avid hunter and fisherman.  
That evening, he was putting the numbers together to see how we could afford it, and the next day we had put a contract on it.  Not only did we get the house and three acres, but we got the whole 15 acres with the cottage on it.   This was another of those amazing miracles that I did not understand at the time.   
The house was a wonderful place to raise children.  My husband was having a great time  driving the tractor.  We had bought a horse which was one of my childhood dreams, and life in the country couldn’t get any better.   My husband was a type A personality, and coming home seemed to give him a sense a calmness I had not seen before.   Our business was prospering and things were great………..TEMPORARILY!!.  
The Gulf War and the new Clinton administration were tough on the hospital supply business that we owned.  It took a toll on our marriage and my health was poor.  This is when I found out I had fibromyalgia.  The doctor told me that I had to stay away from stress and to rest, which I found to be next to impossible.   I did make a plan to replace myself as the sales manager for the company and spend more time being a mom.  This seemed to be working well until we had an opportunity to sell the company.  Then I got thrown back into the middle of a tremendous amount of stress and turmoil.  I was trying to hold things together at home and the company while my husband was doing a lot of traveling to do the IPO.  I was grateful that by that time I had come to know God.  
There was one time very early in my new Christian days that my husband and I had had a huge fight.  I was extremely hurt and left the house in buckets of tears trying to drive.  I remember stopping in the K-Mart parking lot, not having a clue as to what to do.  I turned on Christian radio and listened to “How Great Thou Art” and “Amazing Grace” and some others that I knew.  I had a calming sensation and a peace that God was saying He was there and it was going to be OK.  I was able to go back home.  Otherwise, that night, I probably would have killed myself and maybe others in a car wreck.  
During the coming years, my husband had decided he did not like the house and wanted nothing to do with it.  He seemed to just zone out reading his sailing magazines and dreaming of leaving for an extended period on a boat.  I know for a lot of people that it would be a dream come true, but for me, I just wanted my home and my routine.
We, and the home’s previous owners, had many parties, reunions, weddings, receptions, etc.  at the house.  Everybody loved being there and always said how peaceful and relaxing it was.  I knew there was something special about the house and others always confirmed it.

One of the biggest hurts for me during the divorce had been the thought of loosing the house.    It was on the market for over a year with no offers at all.  We continued to lower the price and still no offers.  The divorce was getting close to final when something supernatural happened again.  This time I was sure it was God speaking to me.  I don’t know if you call it a vision,  but it was just a strong feeling that came over me to say I should keep the house and rent it out for weddings,  and Christian retreats and such.  I even had a very vivid dream of a ladies Christian retreat there.  I saw a group of ladies sitting beside the pool under a tree.  One lady was playing the guitar and others were sitting down singing.  The next day, or maybe two days after the vision, one of my best friends came to me and said this.  I remember verbatim.  She said she needed to talk to me.  She said something had been on her heart and on her mind and she felt it was a “God thing”.   She said that God told her I should rent it out for weddings, Christian functions, etc.   I just smiled because it was the same exact vision I had had.   The only difference was that she said she saw a white gazebo with a cross on it.  
I didn’t have to pray about this.   By this time I knew that if God was leading you to do something that you just need to go by faith.  I was able to get the house for a good price in the divorce, but not a price that I knew I could afford on my own.   I had no job, and with my health being so bad, I really couldn’t afford to work and risk not being able to take care of myself and my children.   
I started the project of making my home into a suitable location for events and Christian functions.  I had asked the Lord for a name for this vision.    I very clearly heard Him say “The House of Christian Fellowship”.   This is one time that I didn’t follow the Lord’s leading.   My friend that was helping me at the time convinced me that it may keep some people away that would not like the name, or if they were unbelievers or of a different faith.   In retrospect, I think I should have gone with the name God gave me.  My friend helped convince me to name it “Haven on the Brazos”, because haven is a safe place, and she always felt so peaceful and relaxed when she was there.  In order to make the house payment, my idea was to rent the house out for functions on weekends that I didn’t have the children.    The Lord provided all of the right people at the right time to build the gazebo and get the house ready.  It was a long, tedious. and expensive project.  I was spending the savings that we had accumulated.    Some of my family members and others thought I had gone crazy, had gone completely off the deep end, and was throwing away everything.  I had not told everyone of my God vision.  I just plowed along with faith that if I was doing God’s will, that He would equip me with everything I needed. 
This was also a time I experienced spiritual warfare.  

In Ephesians chapter 6 Paul warns the new Christians.  He stated: 

10Finally, be strong in the Lord and in his mighty power. 11Put on the full armor of God so that you can take your stand against the devil's schemes. 12For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms. 13Therefore put on the full armor of God, so that when the day of evil comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to stand. 14Stand firm then, with the belt of truth buckled around your waist, with the breastplate of righteousness in place, 15and with your feet fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of peace. 16In addition to all this, take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 17Take the helmet of salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.

Satan or the sprit of darkness is a real force who will try to destroy every good work that is done in the name of the Lord.  There were numerous times that friends had to remind me that all the doubt and concern and worry were a direct result of Satan’s presence.  At times when I have doubted God’s presence, I ask for a sign.  Invariably, when I can’t pay the bills, or times seemed to be too stressful, or I just doubted God’s will, He would always provide what I needed and give me signs that He was there.  I have learned that you just have to be strong in faith to get through these tough times.
God has created us and also prepares us as it says in the following scripture verse.  

Ephesians 2
 10For we are God's workmanship, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.

I had no idea what God’s plans were for me or “The Haven”, but I knew time would tell………………………     
At one of the lowest points in my divorce, I remember lying on the bed, not being able to move and feeling totally in despair.  I had been crying for days it seemed.  Then this little voice told me that I had to get up.  It wasn’t easy, but I did as I was told.  I went straight to a copy of a prayer I had brought home from the Pregnancy Center.    I read it, and after I had read it, I found the burden I had been carrying had lifted.  I was finally able to forgive myself and forgive my husband and go on with my life.   I showed this prayer to a friend who had been in AA  and she told me that it was very similar to the 12 step prayer. 
………………………………………………………………………..

I had signed up on an internet dating site prior to this just to find friends to talk to, or others who had been in similar situations.   After having read this prayer, I got up, got dressed up, and put on makeup.  My face was still very swollen from crying, but right then I had a friend take pictures which I soon put on the internet site.  I found out people were more likely to talk to you with pictures and also with someone who was not so mopey.  I knew that I had to go on with my life.  I enjoyed tremendously, as any of my friends or family would tell you, the time and attention I got from the site.   My third date from the site turned out to be the most wonderful man in the world, and my new husband.   I had listed all of the attributes on the site of the perfect man for me.  Being a Christian was very important.   I was not looking for a husband or even a permanent relationship at the time.   When I started talking to Ken on the internet and phone,  I felt like I had known him all of my life.  I could tell him anything and he would listen and understand.     When we met in person, we both knew immediately that it was the truest kind of love.   There was a closeness and warmth that I had only dreamed about. I know now that it is only a closeness that a couple can achieve only if they are believers and followers in God the Father, Jesus Christ and the Holy Spirit.   One of my favorite scripture verses is

 Galatians 5:22

22But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, 23gentleness and self-control.
Ken, like my grandmother and Connie and Herb, had been a “true” lifetime Christian, and exemplified all of the above.  (When I grow up, I hope to as well!!!)   Ken has a master’s degree in theology and had been a pastor for many years.     He, like many pastors had burnout, mostly because of dealing with church politics.  When I met him, he was working as a quality control engineer and consultant and traveling almost 100% of the time.  Neither one of us could stand to be apart for long. At this time, “The Haven” was starting to keep us both busy.  His company was bought out and he ended up being without a job.  Times were tough financially for us,  but every time things would look bleak,  or we would start to doubt,  something good would happen at the right time to pull us through.

Right before the first function at The Haven, the renters moved out of the cottage on the property.   Several very spiritual people, including Ken, mentioned that we should move in there.  Again, I knew this is God’s leading, so this is what we did. 

We know that God gave us the Haven as a ministry to glorify Him.  We have had numerous pastors and many others tell us how they can feel God’s presence.  Everybody says how peaceful it is and how they can relax and open their minds and hearts to pray.   In my mind the house was always meant to be shared.  Ken said the same thing after we met.  I no longer see it as our house, but as God’s house.  God has provided not only a Christian atmosphere, but a group of ”true Christians” to be his servants in this ministry.  
In the first of this writing, I mentioned that when I went to the church to ask about getting married, the pastor intimidated me, made me feel guilty, and turned me against the church.    I do feel at this point in my life, that the plan God had for me was to be able to offer a safe place that is a Christian based atmosphere where people can get married.    We are here to set an example for Christ and not be judgmental in any way.   There are many people who don’t have church affiliations or people of different religions,   people who are unbelievers, or maybe just seeking who really appreciate the atmosphere we offer.   Ken has found his current ministry through premarital counseling and being the officiant for the weddings.   We do not know where God’s ultimate plan is for us, but do we feel that God is leading us to start a home based church; much like the early Christians worshiped.  Ken’s spiritual gift is teaching and this is what he likes to do.  As he says, he believes in “teaching and not preaching”.   
Churches and different ministries have used the home for retreats, various ministries and bible studies.  The dream that God gave me has come true, and then again, many other dreams for happiness that I could never have even imagined.    I could share many, many stories and miracles that God has provided in my life.   I did not intend to write a book however so I will stop here after this next part.
I am finishing this journey writing that I started in March in November of 2004.   Kathy Kubelka is our dear friend and caterer/event coordinator.  Her husband, Stan, had been in very critical condition and in need of a heart/lung transplant.  I prayed to God that Stan could have his surgery within a week.  I am terrible procrastinator but I told God that I would finish this and share this testimony if Stan could have his surgery.   He was called almost a week to the day for his surgery and is recovering well.  I know there were a tremendous amount of people praying for him, and if you are reading this, I pray that you will also keep Stan and his family in you prayers.   
God is truly awesome!   He does offer the only true peace and happiness there is on this earth.  He does hear us and He does answer prayer.  I know now that you find Him when you seek Him with all of your heart.  Only by his love, mercy and grace, His death on the cross, and his resurrection that are we offered eternal life.  When you seek him with all of your heart, you will find him.  Mathew 7:7 is also one of my favorite scripture verses.  Jesus says:

 7"Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you. 8For everyone who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened. 

Please feel free to call or write us:
Rev. Ken and Cindy Gimmi

cfbrown1234@yahoo.com
kjgqmt@qmt.com 

281-773-2114
.
