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HAPPY EASTER!
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work in a Children’s Hospital. By this time
he was in awe that I knew so much about
his past.

Excitedly, I said, “Do you remem-
ber an 11-year-old boy who had a crippling
disease in that hospital 35 years ago? The
boy had a guitar in his room and you used
to come in when no one was looking and
play the guitar for him?” He was shocked
and said, “Of course, I remember! Was that
you?!”

We were both really excited how
the Lord had us meet again after 35 years.
At that time I’d had a strange disease that
the doctors didn’t know much about and
they thought that I was going to die within
a few weeks. I had cried out to the Lord
desperately to save my life and promised
Him that I would serve Him if He did. While
I was there, my parents had brought my
guitar into the hospital as I was just learn-
ing to play it. Harold (now the church dea-
con) was working as a janitor in the hospi-
tal. When he was on cleaning duty he would
stop by my room and look up and down
the hall to make sure nobody was coming,
and then he would close the door and pick
up my guitar and put on a show for me.

He would often take the time to teach
me some guitar parts. He made a very
big impression on me as a young boy
who needed a lot of encouragement
at that point in my life.

I was in the hospital for about
three months and I would often take
my guitar around in my wheelchair and
play the songs that Harold had taught
me to the other kids in the hospital.

So 35 years later, having
been serving the Lord for
almost 25 years and just
recently returning to the
city where I grew up, it
was really inspiring for me
to meet this man. It also
encouraged him to hear
what a big impression he
had made on me, and how
a little bit of caring had
had such a good effect on
an 11-year-old. It was a
miracle and truly one of
God’s set-ups, as this
church was sort of in the
boonies and there were
only a handful of people
there besides us. TTL!

From Paul Praymore, Canada:
Our friend Don, who is raising

funds to build an orphanage in Ghana, was
preaching the sermon at a local black
church last week. He asked us if we would
help him by supplying the music for the
service. After we had sung and the ser-
vice was over, the deacon of the church
came to thank us for our songs. I asked his
name and when he told me, it sort of rang
a bell in my memory. He said he was par-
ticularly pleased that we had so many gui-
tars, since he was so into the guitar him-
self, and said he had been playing for over
30 years.

Curiously, I asked him if he had
ever played in bands, to which he replied
that he had. I asked him if his former band
was “The Rockin’ Rebels.” He was surprised
that I knew the name of his band from 30
years ago. I then asked him if he used to

By “Tony,” USA:
One day a bunch of us teens

went out canning, but as soon as we
arrived at our spot, we realized to our
dismay that none of us were dressed
appropriately for the cold front that
had just set in. The weather had been
fairly nice up until then, so we were
not prepared for the chilling winds that
were suddenly engulfing us. But we de-
cided to endure hardness as good sol-
diers, and went ahead anyway.

After about 45 minutes, some
of us were too cold for comfort, so
we all drove home to slip on some
heavy-duty warmth in the form of win-
ter coats.

Thus bundled up, we went
back out to face the cold, and upon
arriving at our designated place, we
were shocked to find an accident in-
volving three cars right in the exact
spot where we had been previously
canning! We then realized the Lord’s
hand in the nasty weather, as if it
would have been a beautiful day, we
would have been in between those cars
and could have been seriously injured,
or by now be looking up River Phoenix
in the Heavenly residence directory!
Thank the Lord for His protection and
intervention. �
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By “Tony,” USA:

 , Brazil






�
����������	
	�����
������

	��������������
������������������
���������������������������������
���������������������������	��
��
��������������������������
��������������	�����������	
���

���������������	
���Dead Men Talking

B e y o n d  “ C a s a b l a n ca” T h e  H o u r  o f  A v e n g i n g !

Dead Men Talking
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From Esther (of Tom), Ukraine
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From Marie Fighter, Kazakhstan
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M y  D re a m s  o f  P r o p h e c yMy D r e a m s  of P r o p h e c y

T h e  H e a v e n -
I n s p i r e d  L e t t e r
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Note: This prophecy was received & sent in before the
Hilda character appeared in the Perfect Ones story.

	�����	���
�������	���������
�������������������������
���
�����������������������	����0����������������������	�
�������������	����������	�����������	
�����.�	�����������
��	����� 0�<��0

From Chinese Maria, France:
*�����
���������������������������������������

�	
��
�������	�������������������������	������������
������������'�

	��
	�������.����9	������<�������� 
����������
���	
�������
��=���������������������	�����
����
������������������	���	���������������������="���
���������������������="���������������������	������
	��
������	��������	������������
�����������������������
���
����������������	���
�������������������
��
����
����������������������������
������	����������
�

������������������������="������������������	�����
���
��	�����������������������	�����������	���
	����
����	���0

������7��
���	���3����3)3������������	���
����������������	�����������="���������������+��0��
�������������	���	��
������
�00

Hea



�



��������		
����
��������������������	���������	�
���������

����������������������������������	��������������	�
�������
�����	�����
��������
������������		�����������������������������
������
��������������������� ���������	���������������������
�������  ���!���
���
�������������������������������������"�
��	�-��
���������� �������������
�����������
���		�������
��
	�
������������
������

��������������"
�������
�������������������������������
�������������	��
��������	���������
���	
�����������
�������������
���	����������������#������������
�������������
�����������������������
���������������������������	�����
�����
������		
���������������
	���
������������������������
����	�

������������������
$���
���������	����������
��������������
������������������	�����������	���
��������������	���������������	���
������������	����������������
��������

��������������������%���
���������������������������������
������������������������������	�
����������
������������
����������������������	��
���
�������������������	����������
�����������	����������������

������������	����������
����������������
������������������������		�����	���������
&����������	�������������� ���	����������������������
�	������
����

��������������������������������������������������
���������������
��������'�����������������������
��
������	����
��������(��������
�	����

����������������������������������������)���������
�����
���������	� �������������������
���
��	���(�����������		�
���������������������������������� ��������������������	���


��
���������������������������������
������������������
	������������������
������	�	����������������
�*�������

�������
�	�����������������
����������������
��������������
����
�����������������	������
�
����	�������������������		�	���
���������������		��	��
������	���
����
�������
�������
�	�����������	+��
������

�����������
������������������
	�����������������
�	��������
������������
�������
���
����������
�����������������	���
�����
���������������������
����������
��������������������
��������������������
���������
����		���������������������
�������������
���������������������������

���������������������������
�������������
��	������
������������������������������
����������������
����	��
�������
	��������
�������
�������������������

����������������������������

	�����������������	�������	���

�����������
���������������������	�+�����������������
��������������������������

)��������������������		��������������������
	�������
������������	
�����������
�������
��	������������
���������������
�������������
�����������������	����������������������
��������������������������
���������������
������
�����
�	����

�����	���������		���
���������		����������	�����������
���%����%��������#������
��������������		
�����������������
������
��
����	������
�����	� 
���		��������
������������	�������
��
������������"������

����������	
�����	���
�����������
�
�
���
�
����
����	���	���
����	����
��������
�������
�������������������
��
���	����	���
��������
����	���
��
��
���
�	���	�������	���

���

���
������

����������	
�������
	������������
��

�������������������������������
����
	��
���
�
����������
�������
����������	�	�������
�
	�������������/�����
���	����
����	������	
�����������

�������
����	��	���
�������
���
	��	�����
��	����
�	�	
�������
���	
��
��  
!���
������
��	�����
�����
��������
	���
�
��
���		
���	��������������
��
�������"��	�������

�	�� #��� ���	� ���	� 
�� ��	��� �����
��� ���
�������� 	���� 
��
��� ����� 
	���� ��
� ���
�����
���� ��
�� $	%�� ���� 	
� ���� 	��� �
���	
�
	��������������	����
���� 

����� ���� �	
������ 

�
�
�

����		�������������������
���������
�(�,!���
�

searching

searching



Name:  Nat Spencer
Studio: EAS
Status: I am kept very occupied with a wife and two daughters.

In case you were wondering how it all happened, Lara and I met in Brazil
about three years ago. I had gone there to learn about music production and all
that it entails, under the close guidance of my dad. She was one of the main
singers who would come in every now and then to sing a song or two. Studios
being as they are tend to heat up, especially when three or more people are in
there doing vocal work such as oohs and aahs and even the occasional groan. In
order to be able to concentrate more fully on the work at hand, skimpy attire was
suggested in preference to the standard day-to-day dress (which was already pretty
sparse, Brazil being as hot as it is). This, however, made it even harder for the
poor technician at the board pushing the buttons; you just had to make sure you
hit the right ones, if not you could end up having a real mess on your hands which
only led to frustration.

Anyhow, with these sort of circumstances surrounding our courting days,
how could one possibly escape without being “noosed,” sooner or later?—Ha!
Time you’ve worked in family recording: Three years
In the studio full-time or part-time? Pretty much full-time except for the
occasional road trip, fund-raising trip, scheduled childcare slot, provisioning pick-
up, English class, downtown postering with the kids, dishes, meal prep, handy-
man jobs, video night—did I miss anything? Oh yes! Sleep, which is pretty impor-
tant and does take up quite a bit of my time, not to speak of what else happens
around the same time.
Your favourite type of music: I really like the new type of alternative music
that is coming out these days, where you get the real up front, dry-as-a-bone
vocals—meaning no sloshy dripping reverb all over the place, just their voices as
they really are, and none of that vocal acrobatic stuff to drive you crazy to the
point where you don’t even know what the melody of the song is.

I’ll take the good ol’ four-piece band any day, where you listen to them and
can’t help but think, “Boy, what interesting words! What a good melody they’ve
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�����w r a p p e d
around them!
Listen to that
d r u m m e r
play—or bass-
ist, or guitar
player … The
lead singer may
not have the
best voice, but
man, does he
have style!”
This is the type
of music that
moves me and I
really enjoy. Of
course I’ll also
take a good
hour of Techno

pumping through the sound system for
dance night when I feel like danc-
ing.
Your musical speciality: I don’t
know; I’m a jack of all trades and
master of none, sob! I don’t know
which is better. Drums are my new
passion. I just love rhythm and you’ll
probably notice in my sequences that
the rhythm section is always stuffed,
ha! So I guess that’s my speciality.
I love programming the drum grooves;
if I don’t get it to where I feel it mov-
ing, really rolling, then I’ll chuck it
out and start again, because there’s
nothing worse than a half-baked
groove with weak drum sounds to ruin
a song.—At least this is the way I
feel; even slow songs have to have a
good groove. We plan on using more
real drums in our
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productions here, as opposed to the se-
quencing or sampling method.

Favorite Family song: I re-
ally like the song “Flee,” from the old
Flee album; actually that whole al-
bum still is at the top of my list. I also
really like the song “War Horse”—
the old version that is, although the
guitar that my dad played on the new
one is nothing short of blinding.
Song you worked on that you
were the most happy with and
why: I was pretty happy with
“Golden Seeds,” and “Outlaw,” but
I recently finished working on two
songs called “World of Uncertain-
ties,” which Jonathan Harper wrote
the words to and I wrote the music,
and “Feel It,” which Michael SGA
(of Anthony and Talitha) wrote. I
really like these ones because they
are my favorite style, sort of Grunge
rock, although “Feel It” is a bit on
the funky side. Besides that, all of

the instruments are real—drums, bass, and all. David (our Hungarian
guitar player and new disciple) did some excellent guitar work on them, with his driving sort of contemporary style,

rather different than the usual big ballad sound of the ‘80s. We’ve also got a friend who is a professional bass player who did the bass.
Inspiration/vision/styles for future Family music: I would really like to see the Family put out CDs where the different styles
are separated—Techno, Rock, Grunge, Alternative, Rap, etc.

Name: Christy  (of Isaac and Ruth—the Burma pioneers!)
Studio: TAS
Age: 18
Status: Available. The best ability is availability!
Time you’ve worked in Family recording:  My first experience in re-
cording was for Fantastic Friends #1 in Thai. I guess that was about
four years ago or so, and I’ve done it off and on from time to time since
then. No FTTs yet; some English GP stuff; but mostly just local produc-
tions in Thai.
In studio full-time or part-time? Oh, very part-time! Most of my singing is
done on stage with all the other wonderful people on the singing team here.
(That’s easier because we have all these good dancers and so people can
watch them instead of just listening to me.) But occasionally I go into the
studio for recording.
Your musical specialty: “Jack of all trades but master of none!” No, I’m not
even that. I’m a Jack without a trade! I can play guitar ... minimally. I can
play piano ... not at all, and that goes for every other instrument as well. I
do, however, love vocals, harmonies, learning vocal arrangements, etc. Ba-
sically, I’d say my specialty is music in general—I could listen to it all day!
Your favorite Family song: I find that a rather impossible question to an-
swer as there’s so many to choose from and at least half of them are my
favorites! But I could tell you a few of my favorite FTT songs (this is just off
the top of my head [like most other things I say] as I don’t have my tapes
here with me): “Behold,” “Charlie,” “They Got The Money,” “Revolution-
ary Children of God,” “Safe in the Arms of Jesus,” “Please Call Home,”
and of course, “When Will The War Be Ended.” I didn’t have anything to
do with the recording of that one (which is probably why it came out so
good), but I’m a real Angelina, Joyful, and Paul fan, and I think Michael
P. did a terrific job on producing it and I hope you all agree—or at least
some of you!
Inspiration/vision/styles for the future: I’d really like to get some good vocal
training, as it’s something I haven’t had much of and I desperately need it.
My vision is to stay here in Thailand and continue on in my ministry on the
Heart to Heart team. I’m real inspired with the witnessing and the miracles
that the Lord is doing here in this field. I’ve been in Thailand for 13 years
and on the singing team for five years, and I can testify that sticking to

something when
it’s the Lord’s will
for you is cer-
tainly the way to
go—or rather, the
way to stay! TYJ!
Comment: I just
wanted to say a
great big THANK
YOU to all of our
Family musicians
for doing such a
terrific job of the
music that’s been
coming out on the
FTTs. I’m sure
you’ve probably
heard lots of
thank you’s al-
ready and this
may just be an-

other “drop in
the bucket,”

but consider
it a very
thankful

drop!
I know that many of us young people—or maybe I should
just be speaking for myself here; I know I often get into���������	�
������������	�
������������	�
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thinking that I’m some sort of a professional mu-
sic critic (or at least I like to appear that way to
my peers), and I go around giving my opinions to
anyone who will listen (which is usually a lot of
people since they are all waiting for the chance to
give their opinions as well). But really I don’t know
the first thing about music or whether Shaashgaz
Singer’s vibrato is too fast, or the rap in that song
is too aggressive or not aggressive enough, or that
sax note is held out too long, or whether there was
one too many drum beats in the chorus, or if Vophsi
Vocalist went to a high note where it should’ve
been low, or whether or not the guitarist was left-
handed! Anyhow, it doesn’t matter!
It’s great music with great musicians and we’ve
got a great Family! I’m not talking here about
loving critiquing or giving suggestions or ideas.
Those are always appreciated, I’m sure. I guess
it’s just how to say things and who we say them to.
Anyhow, this new music that all these guys have
been putting out has gotten me
off system music, so it must
be good! It works! So
once again, a mega-thank
you to all those who have
helped make our “new mu-
sic for a new day” possible!
Keep it up! And God bless
you ev- eryone! I love

ya’ tons!

Name: Josh
Studio: Japan
Age: 19
In studio work full-time or part-time? I live
in a small Home in Tokyo and am part of a
band, which we use for youth outreach. I
record for JAS whenever there’s a need. Be-
sides that, I participate in normal Home min-
istries: witnessing, fund-raising, basketball
… to name the essentials.
Your musical specialty: Live bass
Your favorite Family song: “Thank You Jesus
for This Food”
The song that you worked on which you’re
most happy with: I think so far I’m most happy
with “The World Hasn’t Got That Much
Time;” #1 because it’s quite a unique style,
one that we don’t have so much in the Fam-
ily and #2, because I get a kick out of the
way Hopie sings it.
Inspiration/vision/styles for the future: I’d like to
see some instrumentals produced by the Family.
Comments: BELLWETHERS RULE!!!
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We preface this story with a disclaimer. All of the characters or situations portrayed from a
bygone age are purely fictional, and no resemblance to real life people or specific situations is
intended. You may safely assume that this epic saga, though somewhat based on events that could
have happened in the distant past, has been deliberately exaggerated to bring out the humor.

Sounds of deep sleep filled the room as 17 teen boys re-
posed in angelic-like slumber in their bunks. However, on the
top of the triple bunk in the fifth row from the window, some-
one was awake. It is upon this solitary soul that we base our little
story.

It was customary for 16-year-old James (AKA Beltashazzareth,
AKA Nebucadnizzior, AKA Hezperumidethe, etc.) to set his alarm
to 6:30, half an hour before the official reveille. Whenever asked,
he invariably explains that the reason for this is because just as
his alarm goes off and the harsh realization that the dreaded
moment has come is dawning on him, he is overwhelmingly re-
lieved with joy unspeakable that he has a half hour left of blissful
sleep. This exercise, he claims, helps to ease his nerves and calm
his spirit. He sometimes also takes advantage of this time to get
prayed up and ask the Lord’s blessing before the affairs of the
day begin, knowing that he’s gonna need it.

The day started with a bang as Uncle Corny 5:19 appeared
on the scene, guitar in hand. James rolled wearily to one side
and peeked over the edge of the bunk. Spying the intruder with
his one open eye, he thought, “God bless Uncle Corny! He’s got
a lotta pizzazz. Who cares if he’s missing four strings off his
guitar and he can’t sing for beans — at least he’s got spirit!”

After a rousing rendition of what James finally identified as
“It’s a New Morning” (Uncle Corny always sang “It’s a New Morn-
ing,” but each time it was still a challenge for James to recognize
it) the room started to shuffle and get ready for the day ahead.

Fifteen minutes later (seven of those minutes spent wait-
ing in line to use the bathroom which they shared with the 30
MC/OC boys from the room next door), in the food line, James
neared the serving table and scanned it for instructional signs.

The “One Scoop Each!!!!!!!!!” sign was there, as usual, but
added to it this morning was the “1/4 piece each!!” sign on the
crackers, and a “If you’re still hungry you can have some of this”
on a bowl of leftover fish and potatoes. Carefully following the
instructions, James served himself and made his way to the din-
ning room.

James must have been daydreaming that morning, and still
can’t understand how he could’ve been so careless as to leave
his spoon in the 5th rinse dish basin when washing his plate. The
offending cutlery was promptly whisked out for a “show and

���������	
���������	
���������	 ���������	
��������Btell” by the house mom, Auntie Under-
standing. James quickly owned up to
the heinous deed (once Auntie Under-
standing understood it was a mistake
and not a misunderstanding — being
that she was a Ms. Understanding —
and would have understood that a mis-
understanding was understandable if it
had not been understandable or under-
stood when James first stood under the
miss … James was getting very con-
fused and missed the point), and was
presently sent on his way to chalk him-
self up a green demerit. Stopping to
look at the list of demerit offenses,
James reviewed them again — all 597
green offenses as well as the additional
231 blue ones — taking careful note

and making sure to miss none.
James already had one green de-

merit and knew only too well that one
more would make a blue, which meant
missing get-out while sorting through
the provisioned fruits and veggies. It’s
not that he minded the sensation of
overripe tomatoes squishing through
his fingers and toes, it’s just that today

lobs

By Spiro

We preface this story with a disclaimer. All of the characters or situations portrayed from a bygone
age are purely fictional, and no resemblance to real life people or specific situations is intended. You
may safely assume that this epic saga, though somewhat based on events that could have happened in the

distant past, has been deliberately exaggerated to bring out the humor.
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the teen group was going to
the park for a big game of
frizball, one of his favorite
games (second only to Brit-
ish Bulldog), and he was de-
termined not to miss it this
time.

As James made his way
back to the classroom where
the teens were assembling for devotions,
he ran into teen Amy in the hallway. Draw-
ing nearer while trying not to attract sus-
picion, he made a few spastic hand ges-
tures signaling a complicated set of in-
structions and coded messages. Loosely
translated it said, “tonight is the
night…1:30…the usual place….” He
reached the classroom too late and found
himself sitting on the floor for lack of
chairs. But that didn’t bother him; actu-
ally after having tried it, he thought it was
kind of cool (OOPS, I mean, “neat”), and
felt as if he was somehow connecting with
the spirit of his hippie heritage.

During Word class, the teens were
encouraged to sit on their hands; the rea-
son for this was unknown but some claimed
that it kept them out of trouble. James
decided that it was best not to ask.

“There’s always something new,” he
thought after Word class, glancing down
at the OHR form in front of him. “Besides,
there’s no need to rush. A half-hour is
plenty of time to put feelings to words.”
If not, he could always fall back on his col-
lection of stock paragraphs that he kept
in his notebook.

The paper was soon filled, starting
with the customary “I learned that…” —
although at times even James broke out
of this mold and opened his reactions with
a “This spoke to me because…” or some
other variation.

He always
commended him-
self at times like
these for carefully
noting how many
bowel movements
he had had the pre-
vious day, including
size, frequency and
other details, as this
information was vi-
tal to successfully
completing the
form.

James’ minis-
try was officially

“staff,” a ministry that he
shared with the other 13 teen

boys who weren’t in the kitchen.
The girls occupied all the rest of
the many posts like laundry and
childcare. Occasionally though, he
was called upon to be a rider on

a business trip, something
he really looked forward to
because it meant going off
the property. He even didn’t
mind listening to
U n c l e
Zicheribidee’s
(the home me-
chanic and
businessman
and only driver)
stories of “the

good ol’ days”
(it was really
heavy, man)
when he went
on these trips,
as he quite
liked Uncle Zik.

T o d a y
wasn’t one of
those days,
though.

“Oh well,”
James thought.
“I just have to
be patient;
someday I’ll get my chance.”

So James proceeded to gather the
necessary equipment for the “mid-morn-
ing bathroom blitz,” to be later followed
by the “late morning bathroom blitz,” the
“noon bathroom blitz,” the “early after-
noon bathroom blitz,” and so on.

James was considered a good boy by
most adults, and he showed himself so
trustworthy that eventually Auntie Com-
fort Able had felt that she could waive the

two-by-two rule, and had allowed
James the
responsi-
bility of
work ing
alone in
t h e

his guard and his mind would start to slip
out of control. A smile crossed his face as
he peered into the toilet basin with toilet
brush in hand, a picture of Amy floating
through his thoughts. He was soon engaged
in an in-depth fantasy of romantic explo-
ration, shining armor, flowing gowns,
fields of white lilies and beds of roses ….

“DING DING DING!!!” His thoughts
were interrupted by lunch roll call.

Scrambling to put things away, he
raced to get first in line.

Once all the teens were assembled
and quietly waiting in line, they were given
the okay to march to the lunch food line.

Once in the dining room, having col-
lected his plate James had one goal in
mind: to sit as close as possible to Amy.
He wasn’t disappointed, for after spotting
Amy sitting at the eighth table to the right,
he observed that there was a vacancy next
to her. Head held high, James moved in
on the target, only to discover that he
wasn’t fast enough. Reaching the spot be-
fore he did was JETT Freddy Fighter, who
also liked Amy but was oblivious to Amy’s
body language which, if he had had knowl-
edge of these things, would have said,
“Freddy, I like you and think you are cute,
but you are 4 years younger than me and
I would really like to sit next to James — if
you know what I mean.”

To save face, James made one of
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bathroom. This was very flattering to
James, who tried hard not to disappoint
his overseer.

But James had one weakness – DAY-
DREAMING. No matter how hard he tried,
every once in a while he would let down
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1) Cloth with stripes crossing
at right angles
2) Ruinous confusion
3) Lasting forever/without
end
4) Can be powered by Faith
and Works
5) Key scrambled
6) A society without a head
7) The government represen-
tative in ML #333C had one
8) The form in which a
publication is issued.
9) Saying or writing further
10) An island in the Malay
Archipelago
11) Could symbolise the
might or power of a country
(ML #333B).
12) The quality of being odd
13) The first of a train
14) Glue brand name
15) French for pipe
16) Whirled upstream
17) A mixture, often of
vegetables or fruit
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those split second decisions, changed plans
and because it was too late to turn back
he casually continued on, reached past
Amy, grabbed the salt, and then sat down
at the opposite end of the table.

“Just as well,” James thought. It was
a bold move to try to sit by Amy anyway,
as James knew that lunch was a favorite
time for many of the teens to sit back and
analyze the seating arrangements and
draw wild conclusions from the proximity
of people that were allegedly “together,”
giving them something to talk about dur-
ing their 15-minute “free-time” after din-
ner. James didn’t like being the subject of
such conversations and as much as pos-
sible tried to avoid direct public contact
with anyone he liked, and kept his com-
munication with female friends to body
language. He was now sitting across from
Amy and decided to tell her about a con-
versation he had overheard between Filly
and Billy who were discussing future can-

didates for their affection. He decided
against signaling with his hands above the
table but rather opted for an under-the-
table conversation. This, however, didn’t
turn out to be such a good idea as the
frequent disappearance of Amy’s head
under the table started to worry Uncle Titus
Teen Teacher, who after investigating fur-
ther, made the connection, walked over,
and discreetly whispered into James’ ear
that he would like to talk to him after lunch.

James went about the other affairs
of the day in the usual manner.

Get-out was always a highlight, and
he was happy that since the DTR it had
become a requirement. When get-out
once in a while ended five minutes early
to allow for the walk home, he felt some-
what cheated and took it upon himself as
his responsibility to assert his rights and
make his shepherds aware of this failure
to comply with the rule requiring a full
hour of get-out. Ironically, James wasn’t
always as zealous about the other DTR re-
quirements.

Shower time was still a sore spot.
Despite the daily pow-wows they had about
it, he still felt frustrated that he had to
pick short curly hairs out of the soap bar.
On top of that he had to shower ten times

as fast as he otherwise
would have, in order to
make sure the other 25
people in the line also
got their turn. There
were usually a couple of
other people in the
bathroom engaged in vari-
ous useful activities like dry-
ing off, or using the toilet
while admiring the fresh
doodles on the “THREE SHEETS
ONLY!!!!!!!” “DON’T SPLATTER
— AIM FOR THE WATER!!!!” and
“FLUSH TOILET AFTER USE!!!!!”
signs.

Back in the room while
trying to put some clothes on, James was
approached by teen Willie, who discreetly
whipped a tape out from his pocket,
handed it to him, and wanted to know if
he had anything to trade for it. It was a
copy of the “Bible” album — AKA “the  new
Memo Book tape” which had been copied

on to a tape of the same name (the
former label had been conveniently left
on): forbidden fruit amongst the teens
because of the screeching guitar and

pounding drum sounds
that dominated many
of the songs.

The very sight of
such contraband

brought new
light to James’
eyes, and he
figured he
must have
something that
Willie would
trade for it.

“ L e t ’ s
see,” he pon-
dered. “How
‘bout my new
gray shirt I got

last week
… nah, I
n e e d
t h a t .
Maybe a
set of

For afternoon work period, James was
recruited for fly patrol. His mission was to
enforce the no fly zone in every room in
the house, and was given authorization to
use whatever force necessary.

During times like these he’d often
stop to chat with teen Jonny, who kept

himself busy by walking around the house
with broom in hand and a look of purpose
fixed on his face. No one thought twice
about asking Jonny what he was doing, as
he looked busy enough. This was very con-
venient for Jonny as it left him the needed
time to relay messages from one end of
the house to the other, and spend long
hours on the toilet while it wasn’t being
used.

He also busied himself with making
announcements over the PA speaker sys-
tem about such important things as, “Does
anybody know what happened to the hall-
way dustpan?” Making announcements over
the PA was something that required a lot

of training. Not only did you have to
learn the right tone of voice (imitat-
ing an air traffic controller), but you
also had to repeat everything twice.

Then there were the names. Posted
by each intercom was a list of names with
their corresponding letters. For example,
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batteries,
or my col-
ored pen-
cils? I’ve
got it!” He
finally ex-
c l a i m e d ,
“Here, take
my handy-
man belt. I
know it’s
p r e t t y
used, but
it’s got a
few days
left in it!”

After
a convinc-
ing sales
pitch the deal was done, leaving James
feeling very accomplished that he’d done
a good day’s business.

��



since there were 12
John’s in the Home,

each one was assigned a letter from the
first 12 letters of the alphabet. John A.,
John B., John C., and so on. Then when
people heard a call for John I. over the
speakers, they could rush to the receiver
and look at the list on the wall beside it
for the name John I. and the correspond-
ing description, like, “John I. – 5 foot 9,
red hair, glasses, big smile; also answers
to the name Mahalabalashazbaz,” etc. This
was a very efficient system because it al-

lowed everyone to have the same name
while avoiding most of the resulting con-
fusion.

Dinnertime rolled around and James
started to experience strong and some-
times violent abdominal pains. (This coin-
cidentally occurred whenever he was
scheduled to help on dinner dishes.) As
hard as he tried, he failed to convince the
dish overseer that he had contracted a life-
threatening and highly contagious disease
and needed to be rushed off to bed im-
mediately and there remain until the
nightly teen activity began, at which time
he would probably have a miraculous re-
covery enabling him to join in on the fun.

So James was assigned the sweeping
of the dining room floor, all 285 square
meters of it. Tonight the dish team had
made a commitment to pressing in, and

instead of the usual two-and-a-half hours
it took to finish dishes, they decided to do
it in one.

“Brave words,” thought James, “but

is it really re-
alistic?”

“All things
are possible,”
was the quote
that came to
mind, so
James prayed,
“Amen Lord,
we really want
to really pray,
Lord, and re-

ally ask, Lord, that you really, Lord, help
us, Lord, so that we can, Lord, really do a
really good job, Lord, and finish up really

really quickly, Jesus Lord, in Jesus’ name
we pray, Lord.”

“Tonight’s activity is Super Workbook
correcting time,” Uncle Uleysisourous an-
nounced enthusiastically.

Not quite what James had in mind;
he had been thinking more along the lines
of an HSV documentary
video about mu-
tant frogs and
their mating hab-
its.

“I guess the
frogs will have to
wait till tomor-
row,” he mused
as he loaded his
Super Workbook,
with the help of
Jimmy and
Timmy, onto the
wheelbarrow for
transportation to
the classroom.

After an in-
vigorating hour of
shouting out
numbers at the
rate of 25 a sec-
ond (the answer
keys), the teens

were ready
for night
snack. Putting
away their
schoolbooks,
getting in line
and marching
to the dining
room helped them work up quite an
appetite. This nifty little routine was
instituted to insure there would be no
leftovers, making it easier for the night
snack clean-up team to make it to bed
on time.

Lights out went off without a
hitch and James thankfully collapsed into
bed, falling into a deep sleep. But long
before his head touched the pillow James
was already a zillion miles away riding on
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flying horses and drinking droplets of dew
from giant roses. Commanding legions of
winged warriors all the while surrounded
by beautiful and totally se—…

Having forgotten to set his alarm
clock, he was now jolted out of dreamland
and back to reality with a familiar sound,
“IT’S A NEW MORNING, A NEW MORNING,

YEEEAAAH ….”
“That always happens just as it’s about

to get good,” he sighed.

* * *

Time passes, moons come and go,
and now six years later our very same one
and only James finds himself a junior CRO,
visiting Homes on a far flung mission field.
Looking back on his teen years helps give
James patience and understanding for
today’s young folks. Whenever tempted
to get discouraged or frustrated with
people or situations, one thought always
comes to mind which never fails to bring
with it a feeling of reassurance and hope:
“Well, if I made it — anybody can!” �
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From Daniel, Russia:
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From Isaac (of Joy), South Africa:
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From Peter (of Crystal),
Taiwan:
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When I read the section, “Why Strive for the Charter Member Standard?”
in GN 746, I was reminded of a personal testimony along this line. I’ll go back
in history to when I was 12. My family and I went on a trip to a historical
tourist town on the coast, three to four hours away from our home. It was a
fun day. We visited the little town and another nearby beach town and were
on our way back home around seven or eight in the evening.

It started to rain heavily—one of the so-common summer showers we
have in Rio--so much so that we could hardly see our way ahead. The Rio-
Santos road is a beautiful one through the mountains that goes along the
coast, passing many of the beautiful beaches between Rio and São Paulo. It
is a very dangerous one also, due to its many curves on the mountains.

Some of our tires were well worn and the road became very slippery,
when all of a sudden my father, who was at the wheel, lost control of the car
in a split second. Below us was a steep fall to the sea. My father cried, “Oh,
no!” My mother, who was beside him on the front seat cried, “Oh, my God!”—
kind of pleading to God for us.

Their voices woke me up to what was happening, and in that moment
something or someone told me I was going to die. I had complete peace
about it, though, and somehow I was so sure of it that I looked at my sister
lying half asleep on the back seat with my brother and I and thought, “Well,
my brother is sitting up; he will be okay. But my sister has her head against
the door and she may get injured. I’m going to die anyway, so I’ll just throw
myself on top of her and protect her with my body.”

I then proceeded to throw myself against her and then that’s when I
found myself going through a pitch-black tunnel, somehow moving up-
ward. I had no idea what was happening. When I came to a stopping place
I had real peace and started to review my whole life as if I was living it all over
again.—Yet at the same time I was out of the picture and watching; kind of
like a 3D movie. The difference though is that I knew every thought, every
intention I had, and was judging myself as to what I was doing.—Every little

thing, every childish quarrel, every little disobedience. There was no one to
whom to justify myself. It was kind of like my conscience, which Dad
said is the presence of God in us. In that sense God was bring-
ing my whole life before me, and at the end, a b e i n g
(that I didn’t see but that I knew was there) asked me …
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It’s funny to say “ask,” because there
was no talking in the way we do; just
you kind of feel or hear in your mind.
Anyway, he “asked” me if I was ready
to go, meaning crossing to the “other
side.” From all I had seen of my life I
felt that I hadn’t done much with it at
all, and kind of “asked” him for an-
other chance.

I was then immediately back in
the car, lying on top of my sister who
was screaming frantically in my face.
She thought I was dead. Was I?

By a miracle, the car had stopped
against some rocks after turning over
just once. It was in such bad shape
that we just had to leave it there; it
was totally useless. And guess what?
The way the car had stopped was by
crashing on its side, right at the door
where I was. Anyone passing by and
seeing the wreckage would have as-
sumed that we would have been seri-
ously hurt, especially the person lean-
ing against that door that had been
completely smashed. But we did not
get a single scratch.—I didn’t get even
a slight bruise! It was a total miracle.

I believe the Lord spared us to save
me so that I would be here today, and
also in answer to my mother’s simple,
heartfelt prayer.—A three-word prayer,
but full of desperation. All this hap-
pened in this super short period of
time, while the car rolled over just
once. Time in the spirit world is really
beyond our human comprehension.—
I had gone through my whole life in
an instant.

All that to say that we will be the
ones judging ourselves. We know if
we did our best or not for the Lord.
There will be no excuses, no “But so-
and-so did this and that ... ” We will
give account of our life. There will be
no comparing with others. And to me,
that makes me check my motives and
“what am I doing with my life” once
in a while. As full of faults and as far
away from the goal as I am, I can hon-
estly say—and sometimes, especially
when the going gets tough—that the
one thing that helps me keep going
is to think of the moment that I’ll
again have to give account of my life.
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(Left to Right) Anaik (19) Esther (15) Mark (14)

and Tali (15) in front of the main building of

what used to be TSC. Right outside of

 Mingus, Texas. September, 1997.

Phillip, Dawn and Cephas (CROs) at a

JETT/Junior teen camp doing a

macarena number called �Hearing

from Heaven!�

Aliens from a distant galaxy (the Zine�s a hit

there) come searching for lost companions

on planet Earth! Just kidding! Hey boys ...

Yeah, you muddy-looking ones, similar

interests are found in common: mud dipping!

Irene

(13)
Ariana

(18)

Isabel

(16)

Colombia

The DC show troupe in Canada



Hi, guys! I love you, each and every one
of you! Here’s my first attempt at writing
something for the Zine—so please forgive
me if it doesn’t exactly come out sound-
ing “Ziney.”  I had something on my heart
to tell you, so I’ll just speak frankly and
shoot straight—I hope that’s okay with you.

It’s about the photos we receive from
beautiful you—you know, the ones you
send in for the Zine or other pubs. We love
seeing and hearing from each of you and

cheesy grin for each and every photo,
and it doesn’t mean we want you to lose
your individuality or “freedom of expres-
sion.” But, hey, smiling and loving looks
are cool—they convey the Lord’s love and
Spirit to others, and isn’t that what we’re
here for?

There was a recent doc or news clip
about that very subject, how recently dif-
ferent successful companies—like Calvin
Klein and others—have had to change
their “models’ image” to suit the chang-
ing tastes of the people they’re trying to
reach, and they were finding that smiles
and pleasant looks “sold” much better
than the typical hard, sophisticated, un-
feeling look. In the surveys they did
people were finding it more appealing,
more sexy, more attractive, and hence
buying the product more.—And these
were young people, their target audience.
Interesting, isn’t it? How much more im-
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the interesting and unique ways you are
different and special—and it’s fun when that
comes out in the photos. However, one
thing which we all have is Jesus, and the
Lord’s Spirit in our hearts. Giving and show-
ing Him to others is our purpose for living,
and our love for Him and desire to please
Him is what gives us the grace to make
the sacrifices that come with living for oth-
ers.  Well, they can’t really be called sacri-
fices, because they are very small and only
for a short moment in time compared with
the great and wonderful rewards and free-
dom we’re going to experience soon! But,
without getting into all that, I’ll get to the
point about the photos.

Recently the “trend” of photos we’ve
been getting seems to be more the
“make as hard a face or big a frown, as
proud a look as I can manage, then take
the photo quick before I lose that expres-
sion” type. Are you getting the point? I
don’t mean that you have to put on a

portant it is for us whose product is Jesus,
to give the look that “sells”—because what
they see on your face and your shining eyes
and beautiful smiles is your product!—It’s
Jesus shining through you!

I love you, and I’m proud of each of
you who are laying down your life that
others may live. Let’s show it in our pho-
tos as well, and “let your light (Jesus!)
shine!”  Thank you for giving Jesus to oth-
ers! He’s so proud of you!

Love, Mama.
��

Felix andDude
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sent in by Servant
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