
Ninety Dollars 
Question:  ‘Would anyone ever know - no one will even 

suspect:  Think - How badly you really do need this money?’ 
My newly-wed husband and I had used credit extravagant-

ly; and we found ourselves deeply in debt.  Our baby boy was 
born with two partially clubbed feet.  Special shoes, braces, and 
casts would be needed to correct the deformity – otherwise his 
lot would have been to be a cripple all his life.  So I went to 
work in a laundry ironing and folding flat work such as sheets, 
pillow cases, towels table linens, handkerchiefs, and etc.  I op-
erated a mangle. 

One morning as I was working I heard my co-worker say-
ing that she had to leave early at lunch time.  She needed to 
go the bank with her husband’s paycheck.  Finally, the break 
bell rang.  We all hurried out for lunch time.  Halfway out of 
the building, I remembered:  ‘I forgot to turn the mangle off.’  
Returning to the work room, I found myself within twelve inches 
of a purse with bills of money sticking out it – ninety dollars. 

‘Would anyone ever know - no one will even suspect: 
Think – How, badly, you really do need this money?’  Satan 
whispered in my ear.  Looking around, I had to concur:  No 
one would ever know, nor even suspect: and I so very desper-
ately wanted the money to pay for the badly needed treatment 
for little Jimmy’s clubbed feet.  

Another voice gently whispered:  “But you will always 
know that you are a thief!”  Dropping my hand, I returned to 
the break room.  My co-worker remembered her money in the 
purse and hurried to retrieve it.  Her money was safe and se-
cure – I had passed the test. 

Soon after:  Unusual things began happening to me.  It 
was as if there was an invisible sign on my forehead saying, 
TRUSTWORTHY.  People began trusting me with house keys; 
money; jewels; silverware; treasures; prized pet animals, and 
even precious secrets!  It was a most unusual experience. 

As one woman pressed her house key in my hand, I said, 
‘You’re trusting me, to the point of embarrassment.’  She re-
plied, ‘Oh, you wouldn’t take anything anyway.’  ‘No’, I agreed.  



‘No one has yet had enough of this world’s goods; or enough 
money to buy my soul.’   

Answer:  Today, my baby Jimmy is a grown man who 
walks normally - on perfectly normal feet.  Jimmy lacked noth-
ing that was needed to correct his condition.  God provided 
everything that was necessary, at just the right time it was 
needed.  I did my part, and worked hard to pay for all the ex-
pensive treatments.  ‘Oh, how very glad I am, today, that I lis-
tened:  Not to Satan’s voice; but, rather, that I was obedient to 
the Creator’s voice and His counsel!’ 

 
Notes from the editor and publisher: 

Sister Patricia’s testimony is a most precious testimony.  In a 
rest home where she is confined, she spoke these words to me:  ‘For 
fifty years, I have known that I was not a thief.’  I could only reply:  
‘Sister Patricia for more than fifty years, I have known that I was a 
thief.’  It took me very much longer to finally pass the test that sister 
Patricia had overcome in the work room of that laundry plant so 
very long ago.  Allelu-YAH, and Aw-mane!   

How much better a testimony sister Patricia had for her fifty 
years:  than that which I held for my fifty or so years.  Looking 
back, I would rather, much rather, have had her testimony; than my 
own testimony.  Aw-mane! 

Sister Patricia also shared this bit of wisdom with me.  ‘If, at 
the first time, we fail the test that the Creator places before us:  then 
that very same test is repeated, over and over, until we finally over-
come the temptation; and we are found faithful.  Praise Yahweh that 
He is merciful; and that He is long suffering!  Allelu-YAH, and Aw-
mane!  We serve a loving and forgiving God.  Aw-mane.  

Please consider this verse of Scripture from Revelations 
12:11.  “And they overcame him [Satan, the dragon, and the devil] 
by the blood of the lamb, and by the word of their testimony; and 
they loved not their lives unto the death.”   

These true stories, and parables of Patricia Lindquist are the 
word of her testimony!  Aw-mane and Aw-mane. 


