
Promised! 
As I finish recording this true story which is a most spe-

cial memorial; my heart is so full of love and gratitude, I can-
not hold anymore.  I remember the beginning.  I also remember 
the 23rd Psalm and feel my cup also runneth over with good-
ness.  I am wealthy in things that matter most in this world:  
love of family; returned love from family; peace in my heart; 
and hope in my life.  You see, I met the Creator God many 
years ago, and I have found peace and hope through relying 
on the promises of His Word, the Bible. 

Many years ago my husband had lost his temper and 
found himself incarcerated in the California State Prison at Lan-
caster. – And, I had spent Saturday cleaning, doing laundry and 
caring for my toddler daughter, and my three year-old son.  
Very tired, I had gone to bed intending to iron and mend the 
laundry drying on the clothesline on Sunday.  I needed to be 
ready to hunt for a much-needed job, starting early Monday 
morning.   

I was awakened with an extremely urgent feeling that I 
needed to go to Lancaster to visit my husband.  Thinking of 
the many good reasons I should not spend Sunday traveling to 
Lancaster, such as:  I had only part of a tank of gas; no mon-
ey; had to take two babies with me as I did not have a sitter 
available.  My son, Jimmy had a cast on both feet up to his 
knees to correct clubbed feet, and was too heavy for me to 
carry.  And, I would have to drive to Los Angeles to catch the 
needed bus.   

After several hours of arguing – my will against God’s will, 
I finally said, “Yes Lord, I will do as you are asking, if you will 
make this request possible”.  Rising from my bed to iron dry 
the needed diapers and children’s clothes, I packed a lunch, 
dressed myself and my children to start toward Los Angeles.   

Following a hunch, I pulled off the highway, found a con-
struction site where behind some piles of building materials, I 
parked.  This seemed as good a place to park as any – as I 
did not have any parking space money.  Early that Sunday 
morning I found myself close to the Main Post Office.  Spying a 
light in a corner inside the building, I felt compelled to knock 
on the door.  It seemed this man had been unable to sleep 



because of worry about a problem in the Post Office.  So he 
had come in at an early hour on Sunday to take care of it 
personally.   

I explained that a check for my husband was somewhere 
in the mail.  He searched and found the check for me.  Hurry-
ing on toward the bus station, I went into a liquor/convenience 
type store to persuade the cashier to cash my check.  He did 
cash the check.  Hurrying as fast as two small children would 
allow, we made our way to the bus station.  We had arrived 
after the departure time, only to find that the bus driver had 
not arrived as yet.  Soon after getting settled on the bus, the 
driver arrived.   

He had lost a shoe, torn his pants, and had even more 
difficulties getting ready for work that morning.  But, the provi-
dence of God was still not through with him.  He had kept get-
ting snarled in heavy traffic; but, finally, he arrived at the bus 
station about five minutes after my children and I had boarded 
his assigned bus.  We arrived at the minimum security jail, and 
were checked into the visitors’ compound where we listened to 
the story that my husband recounted to me. 

My husband Jim had heard a sermon given by a young 
chaplain.  It seemed this chaplain had been reared by parents 
that knew the Creator God; but he had left his parents way of 
life from his youth.  He married, had a baby girl that grew into 
a toddler.  One day he got out of his car, slammed the door 
and caught his little daughter’s hand in the door.  “Oh! My 
God, help me-e-e-e!”  He cried out as he pulled his daughter’s 
injured hand away from the door.  He watched as her hand 
became healed and just as normal as before right before his 
very own eyes.  “I will serve you all the days of my life”, he 
vowed, and promised his parents’ Friend and God.  After com-
pleting seminary, this young man decided he could best serve 
his God as a chaplain in the penal institutions telling the in-
mates why Creator’s ways are so much better than our own 
ways.   

My husband, Jim, had accepted the altar-call invitation fol-
lowing this chaplain’s sermon.  He had prayed, what was prob-
ably the first formal prayer of his life.  He prayed, asking God 
to bring me to visit so that he could tell me this story, and of 
his acceptance of God’s ways in his life.  How very, very busy 



the angels must have been that previous night, making possible 
my visit.  How many angels must have labored that morning! 

With the visit over, we returned home on the bus, and 
then using the earlier cashed check money to buy gas and 
food I drove the car back home from Los Angeles.  Sinking 
gratefully into bed, I fell into a deep sleep.  Sometime later, I 
was awakened by a sense of very deep peace.  The sensation, 
of remembering hearing a voice recording, was most intense.  
The words I seemed to remember were, “Your husband may not 
be the man you want him to be, but if you will remain faithful 
to me, your son will be.”  The next morning I awakened feeling 
rested to begin job hunting.   

In a conversation between Peter and the Messiah while on 
this earth, the Christ said, “Therefore I say unto you, What 
things soever ye desire, when ye pray; believe that ye shall re-
ceive them, and ye shall have them.”  Mark 11:24 

This year I gratefully celebrate with family a most memo-
rable year.  I have sent prayers heavenward for my family for 
over twenty years.  And, many times, I have screamed, silently 
within myself, “God, You Promised!”   

 
Notes from the editor and publisher: 

This wonderful story is an excellent example how that Yah-
weh’s people are to walk by faith, not by sight.  When sister Patricia 
enumerated the many very valid reasons why she should not spend 
Sunday traveling to the state prison to see her incarcerated husband; 
she cited very real and logical reasons why this thing was seemingly 
not going to work out successfully.  By any manner of ordinary hu-
man reasoning this thing would be highly improbable, if not impos-
sible.   

That she was provided free parking; that there was someone in 
the Post Office on Sunday who would, and could readily locate the 
envelope containing the check - just even that the check was there; 
that an out of town check was quickly and easily cashed; that the bus 
had not yet departed even though she had arrived after the scheduled 
departure time:  All these things clearly illustrate that our God is able 
and willing to open doors that mere human strength or reason cannot 
budge to aid the trusting and willing servants of YAH to do His bid-
ding!  Allelu-YAH, and Amein!  All things are possible with our 
God!  Amein.  Are not all things possible to them that walk by faith? 


