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ichael and I were born and raised in homes filled with 
religious fervor. Although there have been things in our 
backgrounds that we have had to overcome, we praise 
God for our upbringing. Our parents taught us to be faith-
ful and obedient. We learned a faithfulness that the Lord 
used later in our lives.

Our fathers were both in the military and our families 
traveled within the United States and abroad. In the 1950’s 
our dads were both stationed in Denver and Michael and I 
probably even played together at the Lowry AFB Nursery. 
We don’t know that for sure but we could have.

We didn’t meet officially until 1967, when we were 
juniors in college in Denver. I was a nursing student at 
Loretto Heights College and Michael was attending the 
University of Colorado. Our mothers met at a church re-
treat and immediately wanted the two of us to meet each 
other. I don’t know if you ever met any daughters or sons 
of your mother’s friends, but I had one experience like 
that and I didn’t want to repeat it. So when my mother 
said she wanted me to meet her new friend’s son, I tried 
to ignore her suggestion. Michael did the same thing so it 
was about four or five months from the time our mothers 
met until we did. 
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I can’t tell you it was love at first sight. Actually, we 
couldn’t stand each other. Michael thought there were a lot 
of things about me that needed to be changed and he told 
me what they were within five minutes of our introduc-
tion. I thought he was arrogant. So we parted ways and 
didn’t see each other for a matter of months.

Michael traveled to Canada to Expo ’67 and when he 
came back he called me. Perhaps God had His hand on us 
then because I really had no idea what prompted Michael 
to call me or me to go out with him, but our second en-
counter proved better than our first.

We went out for several months, but our relation-
ship was very stormy. After each date we would resolve 
never to see each other again. We had a very competitive 
relationship, though, and each one of us refused to let the 
other one get the upper hand. So we continued to see each 
other for a matter of months until finally we decided that 
we had better things to do in life and parted ways. It was 
at that time of separation that we discovered that we had 
fallen in love with each other. How that ever happened 
neither of us knew. 

The Navy paid for the last two years of my educa-
tion, so when I graduated in 1969 I owed them three years 
service. Michael still had one year of college left because 
he had changed his major. When I left for basic training, 
we were planning to be married sometime in the next year 
or so.

I had attended an all-girl denominational college and 
was totally unprepared for what I faced out in the world. 
While in basic training, I was introduced to a doctor ten 
years my senior. I went out to dinner with him on our first 
date and he told me he was divorced. My whole back-
ground said you don’t date divorced men but I figured 
what’s one dinner. Well, it was one dinner and another 
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dinner and another dinner and pretty soon I was seeing 
him every day. Before I knew it, I was very involved with 
him.

Now, in looking back, I can see I was a young girl and 
he was a very sophisticated man of the world. At the time, 
though, I really felt I was in love with him. So I wrote to 
Michael and told him that I had found someone else and 
I was breaking off our engagement.

When I arrived at my first assignment in California 
two months later, my doctor was supposed to come out 
to meet me. I waited and I waited but I didn’t hear from 
him for a month. Finally he called me one day and said, 
“I didn’t know how to tell you this, but I’m not really di-
vorced.” 

I was completely disillusioned. I had fallen in love 
with a married man. It was my first experience dealing 
with the world and it hurt more than I could express. I had 
really trusted, and I had been betrayed. Yet God had His 
hand on me even then. He was trying to reach me, but I 
wasn’t listening. 

The next few months were a blur to me. Between the 
regimentation of the Navy and the death of my dreams 
of love, I just lost contact with reality. I wandered to work 
every day and wandered back. I was faced with all kinds 
of dating pressures that I had never experienced before 
in my life. 

Everybody lived such a fast-paced life. Excessive 
drinking and sexual sin seemed to be the standard. I 
seemed to have lost my anchor and I was standing on 
shifting sand.

Then a young Marine who was being dishonorably 
discharged was confined to our medical ward on house 
arrest while awaiting his final hearing. We spent many 
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hours talking and I got to know him well. He was a very 
easy-going hippie type and I really liked his lifestyle. It was 
quite a contrast from rigors of military life.

When he was released, he moved to a commune with 
a group of people who were very heavy into drugs. I spent 
a lot of time at his house, but I was never involved in the 
drug scene. I was just enjoyed  watching those people 
interact, amazed by their love for each other. 

I became very infatuated with their kind of life. They 
shared their food, their paychecks, and everything they 
had in common. I saw a real love there that I hadn’t seen 
in the world and I decided there was something really 
good going on there.

In the midst of my confusion and all those circum-
stances, I took advantage of a four-day weekend and flew 
home. Someone who knew Michael told him I was in town 
and he called me up and said he’d like to see me. I didn’t 
think it was such a great idea but I agreed to meet.

As the time grew closer for our meeting, though, my 
heart started pounding with excitement. When I woke 
up that morning and realized Michael was coming over, I 
couldn’t wait to see him. By the time he got there, I knew 
I was deeply in love with him and, unfortunately, I had 
made quite a mess of things. 
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W	 e got engaged again. Finally my life seemed to be 
making some sense and I felt things stabilizing. That was 
in October 1969 and in January 1970 I flew back to Colo-
rado for our wedding. We had a nine-day honeymoon and 
then I flew back to work in California. Michael returned to 
school in Boulder to finish up his senior year.

About a month later, I experienced what I thought 
was the flu, but I couldn’t seem to get over it. I was work-
ing nights and was worn out so I suspected that was the 
reason for my constant nausea. When I went to sick call, 
however, I found out that my "flu" was really a baby. When 
I called Michael and told him I was pregnant, he said, 
“You’re WHAT?”

We had a lot of long-term plans, one of which was to 
make a lot of money. Now we faced a new development 
that might curtail all those dreams. We were in shock. Now 
I see God’s wisdom in sending a baby our way immediate-
ly. If He hadn’t, we’d might never have had one. We were 
so concentrating on the world and materialistic gain.

Since I was pregnant back before they allowed 
women to have babies and stay in the service, they very 
quickly ushered me out and I moved back to Denver. Mi-
chael graduated from college and we moved to his first job 
with a chemical company in a small town in the Midwest. 

Chapter 2

The Early Years
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He immediately threw himself into becoming the ultimate 
corporate executive. I painted and decorated and filled our 
empty house with large amounts of garage-sale furniture. 
Before we knew it, our beautiful baby Cristine was born. 
We hardly even knew each other and already we had a 
baby.

That first year in corporate America introduced us to 
the cocktail circuit. We learned it was important to attend 
just the right parties and to throw good ones in return, and 
we became very good at both.

Neither one of us knew the Lord. We didn’t have a 
Rock to stand on. All we had was the ritual of the church 
that we attended regularly. Because we didn’t know Jesus, 
we filled our days with many activities but our lives were 
empty. 

When Cristine was three months old I went back to 
work. With the two of us working, our income increased 
greatly and we were able to buy more things. We filled our 
home with many expensive items, but our lives were still 
empty. One day Michael announced, “I want to go back to 
Denver.” It sounded fine to me.

He quit his corporate job and I quit my nursing posi-
tion. We packed up and moved back to Denver with abso-
lutely no plans for our future. We moved into a small and 
dingy basement apartment. Michael found a job laying 
tennis courts and I got a part-time nursing job. The money 
was slim, but we still managed to acquire more “stuff.”

One day about a year later, Michael decided he want-
ed to invent so he quit his job. Throughout the year we 
had been drifting apart so when he made his announce-
ment it hardly mattered to me what he did. (I thought at 
that time that we were far apart, but we had even farther 
to go.) 
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I said, “Fine, you invent, if I can have a baby.” Michael 
didn’t particularly want another child, but it was a good 
trade-off, so he agreed.

I got pregnant again and had to go to work full- time 
since Michael was not working. I was on call for OB pa-
tients every other day for twenty-four hour shifts. I was 
called in to work at all hours of the day and night—what-
ever time my patients went into labor—and I stayed at the 
hospital until they delivered. Michael and I never saw each 
other, we just left messages like, “Hi, there’s a sandwich in 
the fridge” or "I'll be home late tonight."

 I started maternity leave on a Friday and Mike, Jr. 
was born the following Monday. I was home for six weeks 
maternity leave and went right back to work again. I 
pumped milk while I worked at night so that the sitter 
could feed our baby during the day and then I pumped 
milk in between naps during the day so that Michael could 
feed him at night. I hardly ever actually saw our baby.

I begin to realize I was on a treadmill—trying to take 
care of the house, trying to take care of babies, trying to 
juggle a career. Every spare moment I had I threw myself 
into the children because I felt so guilty about leaving 
them. Michael's needs came at the bottom of my list of 
priorities. I only had so much energy and I usually ran 
out long before I got to him. Finally I decided the only 
way to get off the treadmill was to go to graduate school. 
That way I could further my career and wouldn’t have to 
work for a while. 

Michael and I never discussed anything so one day 
I just announced, “You better get a job. I’m going to quit 
work.” By that time his desire to invent had lost its appeal 
so he agreed.

He got a job selling homes and I went to graduate 
school. We moved into a nicer neighborhood and got a 

Chapter 2
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better home. I got a part-time job while in graduate school 
so we could have more things. We thought all our dreams 
were being fulfilled. We started moving up in the world, 
getting more of the world’s goods.

As I acquired more education and greater experi-
ence in the work place, I began to discover the disparity 
between what men and women were paid. My frustration 
with the system led me to explore the feminist movement. 
It wasn’t long before I became a very adamant feminist.

Equal pay for equal work was the cause that attracted 
me to feminism but I was unaware of the spirit behind the 
movement. It was not long before I began to resent men in 
general because they had oppressed women for centuries 
and my husband in particular because he had oppressed 
me. (How I wasn't exactly sure.) I was angry and resentful 
most of the time. Michael’s way of dealing with this hostil-
ity at home was to start working 14 hours a day. That was 
fine with me. 

So we each pursued our own interests. We had sepa-
rate friends and we moved in separate circles. Each day we 
moved farther apart. Yet every Sunday we went to church. 
Everyone thought we were the model couple. Nobody 
would have ever known there was anything wrong, be-
cause we projected a very peaceful, happy facade. It was 
phony, yes, but, we didn’t realize how phony. We just be-
lieved that was the way we were supposed to be. We didn’t 
face the fact that in reality nothing was wonderful.



9

	 or some time, my mother-in-law had been attend-
ing a Bible study and kept inviting me to go with her. My 
only experience with studying the Bible had been two 
semesters of Bible in college in which I had been taught 
that the Bible was a collection of simple stories written for 
simple-minded people.  Noah’s ark never existed, Adam 
and Eve were a myth, and Jonah was never swallowed by 
a whale. By the end of that course, I was convinced that 
the Bible was a book of fairy tales and immediately tossed 
the one out that I had purchased for the class.

So, when I was invited to that Bible study, all I could 
imagine was listening to someone read fairy tales.  She 
kept asking me, though, for almost two years. Then one 
afternoon she came by our house on the way to her Bible 
study. I had received a very sad letter from a dear friend 
and I was feeling badly.  She encouraged me, “Come to 
the Bible study and we’ll pray for her.”  I thought, “It can’t 
hurt.” 

By then, I wasn’t even sure that God existed but I 
kept going to church just in case.  I guess it was life insur-
ance.  If He did exist, I didn’t want to get on His bad side. 
I had always feared God.  I thought He was angry with 
me and very displeased with the way I lived.  I wasn’t as-
sured of any relationship with Him and thought surely He 

F
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would reject me if it came to that.  I feared death because 
I didn’t know what it held for me.  I thought if my list of 
good deeds was longer than my list of bad deeds on the 
day I died, I had a chance.  If the bad things I had done 
outnumbered the good, though, hell might just be where 
I was heading.

That’s where my heart was when I went to the Bible 
study that day.  I thought it was just going to be one more 
religious experience, but I’d never met any people like 
those people.  Twelve women sat around a dining room 
table and kept saying, “Hallelujah,” and “Praise God,” and 
“Look what Jesus said,” and asking “You know what Jesus 
did for me last week?” I watched them and thought, “What 
do they mean what He did for you last week?  He’s too 
busy to be concerned about you.”

When they read the Bible, they got so excited they  
just bubbled, “God said this to me.” I thought, “God didn’t 
say that to you, that was Paul.  He wrote it to the Corinthi-
ans or the Romans.  He wasn’t talking to you!” 

I was a very angry person at that time in my life and, 
as I said, I was an adamant feminist—very militant, very 
assertive. When the Bible study was over, I stood up and 
told them what I thought of them.  I said that they were 
crazy if they thought that Word was alive, they were 
nuts—that it was written thousands of years ago and it 
was dead—that Jesus didn’t care two hoots about what 
happened to them last week, and if they thought they 
could pray to Him and get results like that they were fool-
ing themselves.

I loved to fight and I was ready for a good one. I just 
stood there with my fists clenched, ready for them to say 
something and then I was going to prove them wrong.  No 
one said a word, though.  They all just sat there around 
that table and smiled at me.  
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Then I knew they were crazy and I wanted one thing 
and one thing only—to get out of that room.  One of the 
women looked right into my eyes and said, “You know, 
Marilyn, Jesus loves you.” That hit me like somebody 
punched me in the stomach and I knew I had to get out of 
that room.  

As I bolted for the door, the hostess, Claire, threw 
herself between me and that exit I was so desperately 
seeking.  She later said the Lord had told her it was now 
or never.  She just stood there with her arms out and I ran 
right into her.  She threw her arms around me and said, 
“Oh! Marilyn, your heart is so troubled.” 

I didn’t think my heart was troubled at all until she 
said that. Then I burst into tears. You have to understand 
how unusual that was for me.  I didn’t cry.  If you ran over 
my foot with a steam roller, I would not cry.  You wouldn’t 
know I was hurt.  I might go home and cry, but I certainly 
wouldn’t cry in front of you.  I was into power and people 
in power don’t cry.

Yet there I was crying in front of those people and I 
didn’t even know why.  Next thing I knew they all came 
over and formed a circle around me and started praying.  
Then I really wanted to get out of that place.  I tried, but I 
couldn’t get out the door and everybody was praying over 
me. I became desperate.

Finally I found an opening and darted out the door.  
As I ran across the lawn, I promised myself I would never 
go around those people again.  I decided there was defi-
nitely something wrong with them.  

That evening Jan, one of the younger women from 
the Bible study, called me and said, “There are some 
people in town tonight from Chicago and I really think 
you’d enjoy hearing them.” I didn’t want to repeat any of 
that recent experience and so I said, “Look!  I don’t want 

Chapter 3
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to hear them. I don’t want you to bother me anymore.  Just 
leave me alone.”

I think about that sometimes now, when I talk to peo-
ple who say,  “Get out of my life.” My first reaction is to get 
out of their life.  Thank God Jan didn’t do that.  She called 
me and invited me again the next day.  I said, “Didn’t you 
understand me last night, I told you to get out of my life 
and leave me alone.  I don’t want to hear them.  I don’t 
want any more of this Bible stuff.  Just leave me alone.” 

She called me again the next day.  She said, “Marilyn, 
they are still in town and I really think you might like to 
hear them.”  This time I shouted, “Don’t you understand 
English?  I don’t want to go.  I want you to leave me alone.”  
I said a few other things which I won’t repeat right now.  I 
told her in no uncertain terms to get out of my life.

She called me again the next day. I realized that those 
women were never going to get off my back if I didn’t 
go, so I told her, “Okay, I’ll go tonight, but don’t ask me 
again after tonight.” I praise God now that she was that 
faithful!  
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 was expecting a church when we arrived at some-
body’s house. The living room was filled with people sing-
ing and clapping and praising the Lord. The first thing that 
struck me was I hadn’t realized there were that many of 
those people. Obviously they were all over the place. 

When the speaker, a man named Bob Johnson, an-
nounced he was going to talk about worship, I thought, 
“Oh, yuk! How boring,” but it was anything but that! The 
only thing I remember him saying that whole evening was, 
worship is kissing Jesus. I thought about that the rest of the 
time he spoke—kissing Jesus—that made Him a person. I 
thought, “This guy knows Jesus in a way that I don’t.”

Then he gave an altar call. I had never heard of an 
altar call in all of my life and I didn’t have any idea what 
it was. He said, “There are some of you here tonight who 
have never asked Jesus into your heart.” Then he said, 
“Right now, we are going to give you a chance.”

Right away I thought, “Don’t you dare come near 
me.” I really thought they gave you a card or something 
when you accepted Jesus, and they were going to come 
around and check. I just sat there with my fists clenched 
glued to that chair, and thought, “If they ask me, I’m going 
to tell them a thing or two.” Of course, nobody asked me.

An Encounter With Jesus

I

Chapter 4
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People began standing up all around me and I won-
dered what was going on. When a young girl stood up 
behind me, several people rushed forward and exclaimed, 
“We’ve been praying for you for eight years.” I turned 
around and looked into her tear-stained face wondering 
what on earth someone could have done to need prayers 
for eight years. Very shortly the room was filled with 
laughter and rejoicing. I wasn't sure what had happened, 
but I sensed it must have been something wonderful.

The people I came with didn’t want to leave right 
away, so I had to stand around afterwards and listen  while 
they all ate snacks and drank coffee. I really just wanted to 
get out of there, but I started listening to them and, again, 
they were talking like Jesus walked with them every day 
of the week. He did this, He did that, He was with me, the 
Holy Spirit told me this. And I started wondering. “How 
did they get this? What did they do to get a relationship 
like that?

The next night they called me, again. They said, “This 
is their last night in town, do you want to go?” I thought, 
“Well, it wouldn’t hurt,” so I went. This time the meeting 
was in a church. It wasn’t one of those “home meetings” 
that I thought were subversive. God meets us right where 
we are.

As we climbed the stairs to the meeting place, people 
behind me were exclaiming, “It’s in an upper room, of all 
places!” I failed to see the significance of that and thought 
once again that these people were all a little bit crazy.

When I came in, people were clapping their hands 
and singing. It was extremely hard for me to clap my 
hands. When you came from a background of quiet prayer 
it is really hard to make noise in church. It was as if I had 
arthritis. I simply could not get my hands to come together. 
So I just sat there as everybody around me shouted and 
praised God.
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This time I wasn’t resentful. I just wanted to hear 
what the speaker had to say. He began to talk about the 
fact that Jesus died for me. All my life when I thought of 
Jesus hanging on the cross, I had been one in a crowd of 
millions. I didn’t even know if He knew I was in the crowd, 
I was just out there. I also prided myself in never having 
committed adultery or murdered anyone, so I really didn’t 
think I personally needed a Savior. I had always been glad 
that Jesus died for all those other poor, unfortunate sin-
ners, though, because I had benefited from their gain.

As the speaker talked that night, all of a sudden 
I knew Jesus died for me. Suddenly I realized what a 
wretched sinner I was. It was not the sins that I had com-
mitted or not committed, it was that my very nature was 
that of a sinner. I was standing at the foot of the Cross and 
Jesus was dying for me. I never knew He even cared for 
me! I was just in awe that He loved me that much and that 
He died for me. I felt His wondrous love pouring out to 
me and I knew I was precious. I couldn’t wait for that altar 
call. I didn’t even know what they called it, but I thought, 
“Oh! I hope they do that thing that they did last night.” 
And, of course, they did.

Then as I started to jump to my feet and go forward, 
there was another part of me that said, “You  don’t need to 
do this. We already have it. You’re in the one true church 
that is heaven bound. They’re the ones that need to do this 
but you got it. You don’t have to stand up and go forward. 
Don't make a fool of yourself.” A battle raged within me. 
My heart was aching to go but it was like I had lead in my 
shoes and something fought to keep me seated. 

Finally I just jumped up and the minute I got out 
in the aisle, the battle was over. When I took that step of 
obedience, the Lord was right there to meet me. I was born 
again that night and the entire course of my life changed.

Chapter 4
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	 hen I went home that night I was bubbling over.  
I exclaimed to Michael, “I found Jesus!”  He looked at me 
and asked, “When was He lost?” I tried again, “I’ve been 
saved!”  “From what,” he asked.  Finally in frustration I 
exclaimed, “I found the Lord, I’m born again.”  He looked 
at me like I had two heads. “Well, good!” was his only re-
ply.  He’d already been through phase after phase in my 
life and he thought this was just another one.  As hard as 
it was for him to understand what had happened in my 
life, there was more to come.

I became a faithful attendee at the Bible study. Just 
a few weeks later the women informed me that I needed 
the Baptism of the Holy Spirit.  I had never heard of that 
so I asked them to explain it to me.  They explained and I 
said, “That’s okay, I’ve got Jesus, I don’t need that.” They 
persisted, “You don’t understand.  It’s not an option.  It 
comes next.”  I said, “I’m fine where I am.” 

The next week, they greeted me with, “Are you ready 
to receive the Baptism?”  By then I had realized that those 
people never gave up so I gave in, “Okay, pray over me, 
but I don’t want those tongues that you got.  I’m making 
that clear, right now.  I’m not getting them, and that’s that. 
”

W

A House Divided

Chapter 5
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They were undaunted. I could see I was getting no-
where fast so I said, “Maybe for you it came with the pack-
age, but I don’t want them. I don’t need them.”

They prayed over me and told me I could now speak 
in a new language.  I was very indignant, “I told you, 
I don’t want tongues.  I’m not going to take them and 
that’s that. I want everything else that comes with the 
Baptism.  I want the power, and everything else, but not 
the tongues.”

I continued believing that way for probably a good 
six weeks.  Then one evening I attended my first healing 
service. Charles and Frances Hunter were ministering and  
I saw one miracle after another.  I had never seen anything 
like that in my life yet I was very skeptical that any of what 
I was seeing was real.  I was convinced they hired those 
people to say publicly that they were healed.

Since then Charles and Frances have become dear 
friends of ours and I know how completely sincere they 
are. I’s hard to believe I was so sceptical back then, but I 
was.  As I watched people falling under the power of the 
Holy Spirit that night, I just knew that it was all fake.  I was 
about to tell my dear friend, Jan, who had brought me that 
evening, what I thought of all of it, when she hit the deck, 
clanging into a metal chair on the cement floor.  I knew Jan 
and I trusted her.  She had led me to Jesus.  Surely if she 
fell under the power of God, it had to be real.  I suddenly 
had new eyes of faith.

 At the end of the service Charles and Frances said, 
“Let’s just praise God for all that He has done tonight.”  
We all raised our hands and everyone began praising and 
singing to Him in tongues. I was doing the best I could in 
English when all of a sudden I knew I had something else 
to say to Him. Something inside of me wanted to come 
out, and I didn’t know how to say it. English just seemed 
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inadequate.

I kept saying, “Oh, I love You, Lord, I love You, I love 
You!” All these wonderfully strange words were swirl-
ing about within me but Satan fights so hard against the 
Baptism. He was saying, “You’ve heard Latin all your life.  
You used to pray in Latin at church.  That’s what you're 
hearing. That’s not tongues, that’s Latin.”

I believed those thoughts so I kept praising the Lord 
in English.  Finally, though, I couldn’t stand it any more 
and I said, “I don’t care if it is Latin or not, I want to say 
it to the Lord.”  I said a couple of words and my prayer 
language began tumbling out. I realized I’d had it all that 
time, from the time they first prayed over me, and it was 
my own stubborn head that kept me from receiving it.

An incredibly wonderful thing began happening 
in my life after that. The Word was more alive to me, old 
fears I had battled for years disappeared when I prayed in 
tongues, I was bolder in sharing Jesus with others. 

I became like a sponge.  I went to every prayer meet-
ing, every Bible study, attended every ministry meeting 
that came into town.  I didn’t know anything about my 
home being my first place to minister. I was gone seven 
days a week absorbing, absorbing, absorbing the Word.  

Michael really began to resent what I was doing. Be-
fore I had been into work and into the world and didn’t 
pay any attention to him and now I was into the Lord and 
didn’t pay any attention to him.  I made a lot of mistakes.  
I practically beat him over the head with my Bible. “You’ve 
got to get saved and read this Word.  What’s wrong with 
you?  Shape up.”  What I thought but didn’t say was per-
haps worse than what I did.  “God isn't as pleased with 
you as He is with me” was the underlying message in all 
that I shared with him. I wanted so badly for Michael to 
have what I had, but I didn’t know how to go about it. I 
really made a mess of things.

Chapter 5
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Chapter 6

ix months after I accepted Jesus we built a home in 
the mountains and moved there. Michael loved the moun-
tains and he wanted to live there. I loved the city and I 
didn’t want to move, so I became resentful and angry.   I 
stalked up there with him and plunked down our furni-
ture, but in my heart I was still in the city.

Very shortly I discovered another drawback to living 
in the mountains.  I missed the teachings I’d gone to in 
Denver.  It all stopped when we moved to the mountains 
and I felt like I was in the desert.  I kept asking, “God! 
Where are You?  What happened to You?  Where’d You 
go?”  All those Christians I thought were everywhere 
didn’t seem to be in Evergreen.  At least, I couldn’t find 
them. 

In the first six months of my walk with the Lord I had 
grown to believe that everybody who called themselves 
Christians were born again and baptized in the Holy Spirit. 
So in my search for Christians in the mountains, I asked 
everyone I met if they were a Christian.  When someone 
said yes,  I’d say, “Oh! Hallelujah!” and throw my arms 
around them.  They’d quickly back away and look at me 
strangely.  I couldn’t figure out what was wrong.

After I’d alienated about three quarters of Evergreen, 
I finally discovered that something was different about the 
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people who called themselves Christians and those fanat-
ics I had grown to love in Denver. Finally I asked the Lord 
to lead me to some of those fanatics. I figured there had to 
be some somewhere in those hills.

Soon I joined a little Bible study in a very dry church. 
I don’t know how many times I attended, perhaps two or 
three, but I am sure it was just so I could meet a wonderful 
sister in the Lord named Jackie.  During one of the lengthy 
discussions of scriptural validity, she very quietly but very 
firmly stated, “I believe Jesus still heals today.”

I was astounded!  Maybe she was a Christian like 
those I had known in Denver.  A few days later I saw her 
in the grocery store and timidly approached her.  (By then 
I had learned not to rush people.)  “Are you one of us?” I 
whispered next to the canned vegetables.  She smiled and 
said, “I sure am!”  At last I had found a friend in the Lord!  I 
latched onto her and in the ensuing weeks found out there 
were quite a few of those "fanatics" in those hills.

Very shortly after I started to get back on track spiri-
tually, I got a call from a hospital in Denver. They had an 
administrative position open in Out Patient Nursing.  
Satan really dangled a carrot in front of me and I jumped 
for it.  It sounded so good.  It was a high-powered posi-
tion, required a good deal of expertise and promised to be 
a challenge.  Not only would it give me the opportunity 
to further my career, but I took the job with the idea that I 
was going to save the world.  I was crusading for Jesus.  I 
was going to go to that hospital and save everybody in that 
clinic.  Maybe even everyone in the hospital. 

One little thing I didn't realize, though. You can’t  
change the world unless your Jerusalem is in order and 
my Jerusalem was a mess.  Michael and I didn’t even 
know each other anymore.  We just drifted in and out of 
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the same house. I didn’t know anything about a wife’s 
scriptural role. 

Instead of me transforming the world, the world 
transformed me. I began to backslide. I couldn't find time 
to read the Word consistently. Pray became a cry in crisis 
only. I started smoking again.  My language slipped back 
into what it was before I knew Jesus.  The old feminist 
anger rose up once again in me. My relationship with the 
Lord began to disintegrate.

Since the birth of Mike, Jr., I had really wanted an-
other baby. During my days of working in the hospital I 
had two very emotionally painful miscarriages and ulti-
mately having another child became an obsession with 
me.  Michael didn’t want another child and had actually 
rejoiced at the loss of the two babies. That made me even 
more angry and resentful. 

He was working evenings then and I was working 
days. I was exhausted when I came home from work so 
I handled things on a crisis basis. Whatever was the first 
crisis got attention. Then the second crisis got attention.  It 
was usually children, dinner, laundry in that order.  

By the time Mike got off work, I didn’t have any 
energy or any time for him. Usually I was asleep when he 
came home, so we really had absolutely no relationship at 
that point.  It was worse than it had ever been. I threw all 
my hopes and dreams into the baby that I wanted, the one 
I could love and could love me back. I was convinced that 
Jesus wanted to give me that baby.

About March of that year, God began to show me that 
I was getting into serious trouble.  There were men at work 
in whom I was becoming very interested. They showed me 
affection that Michael did not.  They  showed an interest in 
me that he did not and I was very close to getting sexually 
involved with one of them.
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The Lord told me, “It is time for you to go home.”   I 
really didn’t have any purpose or direction. I was just run-
ning. Many people tried to undermine what God was do-
ing.  They asked me.  “What are you going to do at home? 
You have talent, you have knowledge and they are going 
to be wasted in the home.”

One doctor that I’d thought was a Christian asked 
me, “Why are you going home?” and I said, “I believe the 
Lord wants to teach me about being a wife and a mother.”  
He started laughing and said,  “Do you really believe all 
that Paulist garbage?   Paul was just a chauvinist.” In my 
heart I was beginning to believe that.

So that’s how I left work and returned home.  There 
wasn’t any joy in my heart.  I was just getting out of the 
fire. 

The days dragged on. I wandered around the house, 
trying to find purpose for my life. I didn’t know anything 
about caring for my family or organizing our home. When 
I worked, I had grown used to doing everything in five-
minute intervals. After work each day, I’d throw laundry 
in while I cooked  dinner.  Now, all of a sudden, I had day 
after day in which to do laundry, cook meals, vacuum 
rugs. I had no daily goals, no periodic job performance 
interviews, no rewards for good performance. There were 
no committee meetings for strategic planning. I just didn’t 
know what to do. 
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	 f Satan can’t sidetrack you one way, he tries an-
other.  In my desire to become a perfect Christian wife, 
I began taking classes. In some rather strange classes, I 
learned that a submissive wife is one that makes no deci-
sions whatsoever.  Her husband decides everything. It 
seemed very foreign tome, but then everything in my life 
had changed since I received Jesus. So, I just turned off my 
brain and began asking Michael if I should do the laundry 
or go to the grocery store.

Poor Michael didn’t know what to do with me.  He 
said, “I married a bright girl but this Christianity has 
turned you into a vegetable.  What’s wrong with you?” I 
became angry and thought, “Here I am trying to be sub-
missive and you don’t even care, so I’ll just go back to my 
old ways.”  Yet I knew that wasn’t what the Lord wanted, 
so I would try once again to be submissive by their defini-
tion. Praise God! He had His hand on us even though my 
bouncing from one extreme to another wasn't bringing 
much stability to our relationship. 

During the following summer, God began dealing 
with me about my overwhelming desire to have a baby.  
The scripture He used was 1 Samuel 1:8. Hannah, who was 
Samuel’s mother, was obsessed with having a baby. Every 
year she would cry out to God for a child. Her husband 
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Elkanah said to her, “Am I not worth more to you than ten 
sons?”

The Lord really dealt with me, “I’ve given you a hus-
band and you aren’t even ministering to him.  You just 
see him as a means of getting a child.”  I thought about 
that and realized I had been doing just that.  Then the 
Lord asked me, “Can you give up your desire for a baby 
to Me.”

It wasn’t an easy thing. I knew full well what He was 
asking and I mourned that baby as if it had died.  I went 
through two weeks of crying, of laying down my desire 
for another child and then taking it back, and laying it 
down and taking it back, laying it down and taking it back.  
Finally, one day I laid down that desire  and walked away 
from it. I had cried it through and settled it.  

Then I asked the Lord to teach me to be the wife He 
wanted me to be.  During the next few months He began 
teaching me to love and honor my husband. All my con-
centration was turned toward Michael and then, when I 
least expected it, I got pregnant.  I truly had given up that 
child and never expected to have another baby and now 
God was blessing me with one.

As much of a shock as it was to me, Michael felt I had 
planned the whole thing. He thought I had lied to him 
saying I was giving up the desire to have a child but se-
cretly planned to get pregnant. He said, “You just use your 
Christianity to manipulate things.  You lied to me.”  

It was the straw that broke the camels back.  Michael 
just shut me off.  When I look back, we were so far apart 
we didn’t know how to talk to each other anymore.  We 
didn’t even realize how great the problem was until our 
avalanche started. Then it was as if everything we had 
ever known began tumbling downhill.
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During that time we were close friends with a couple 
at church. We had dinner with them a lot, went out with 
them often, and just spent a lot of time together.  She was 
my best  friend.  She began inviting me over for coffee 
and said things to me like, “ Things must be really tough.  
You’re pregnant and Michael doesn’t want the baby.“ I was 
eager to talk about how terrible things were and I poured 
out my heart to her.

 Unfortunately I didn’t know the scripture, “She 
does her husband good and never evil all the days of her 
life.” Instead I dumped garbage about my husband at my 
friend's doorstep. I didn’t know it but she wanted my 
husband.  She took everything I gave her and turned it 
around to bless him. She told him, “You poor man!  Your 
wife’s pregnant and that must be really tough.  You don’t 
want the baby and she doesn't understand you.” She was 
holding the gun that would nearly destroy our marriage, 
but I gave her all the ammunition she needed.

The Holy Spirit was warning me very clearly about 
their relationship, but I kept making excuses. I thought, 
“She’s such a good friend.  She’s such a nice person.  I’m 
judging her.  That’s not fair.”  I ignored all the warnings 
God gave me. 

Every time I would become suspicious, she’d have me 
over for coffee, or we’d get invited for dinner and I would 
think, “Well, there couldn’t be anything wrong if they’re 
having us over.  That would be stupid.”

She began calling Michael over to her house to help 
her.  Her husband worked long hours, and so she’d call 
Michael at all hours of the day and night.  She needed help 
with things that didn’t work, or were stopped up, and so 
he’d go over to help her. I really resented it because there 
were a bunch of things around our house that didn’t work 
and they weren’t getting fixed.
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I remembered once hearing a teaching that men liked 
doing things for others because they don’t get praised 
enough when they do them at home.  So I started going 
into a big gala of praise every time Michael would do 
something, even the smallest of things. It was really phony, 
though, because my only motivation was to get him to 
stay home.

Michael continued to reject me and the coming baby, 
but all along the way the Lord gave me encouragement, “I 
have My hand on you and this baby is in My timing.” 

Just before our baby was born I went to talk with 
my best friend.  I still didn’t suspect anything serious, but 
I went to her as a friend and I asked her to please stop 
calling my husband because I needed him.  I needed him 
home not over at her house fixing her plumbing and tak-
ing out her garbage and whatever else she needed.

A few days later, we were at a party at her house and 
I overheard a conversation between Michael and her and it 
was very obvious that the two of them were making plans 
to go off together. I just fell apart. I left the party and got 
into my car. I drove and I drove. I remember it was rain-
ing and I was crying so hard I could hardly see the road.  I 
didn’t want to go home, but  I didn’t know where I wanted 
to go.  I really wanted to die.  I even thought about driving 
the car off the road and just killing myself. I kept thinking, 
“Lord, You can take me home right now.”  

He didn’t, though, and eventually  I had to go back 
to our house. 
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	 ichael was home by the time I got there. I begged 
him to stop seeing her. I pleaded, “Stop this relationship 
now, I need you. The baby needs you.” He answered, 
“Forget it, I don’t need you, I don’t want you, I don’t love 
you.” 

I’ve never in my life fallen apart like I did that night. 
I honestly could feel my body falling in pieces all over and 
I couldn’t pick them up again. I began weeping and I be-
came hysterical. I sat on the edge of the bathtub in the dark 
and rocked back and forth and cried for hours. I was afraid 
to move because I felt that if I did, I would disintegrate, 
just fall into a hundred thousand pieces. 

All that time Michael sat in the next room and lis-
tened but he never once came to talk to me. Perhaps that 
hurt worse than knowing he wanted her more than he 
wanted me. Finally, when I pulled myself together, he 
said, “You really need counseling. You’re never going to be 
able to make it through this divorce if you don’t get some 
counseling.” I knew he was right.

So Michael agreed to go to counseling to ensure that 
I got there, but he wanted to pick the counselor. I wanted 
a Christian, of course, but he said, “No way.” He picked a 
man that we had known from previous years who was a 
very good secular counselor, but was undoubtedly an athe-
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ist. I was afraid to go to such an ungodly man for counsel, 
but a friend of mine prayed with me. She said, “We’re go-
ing to agree that God is going to use this counselor. God’s 
going to speak through him even though he doesn’t know 
he’s being used.” God honored that prayer because that 
was one of the things that did happen—eventually.

 At first, though, things looked very bleak. After our 
first session with him, the counselor said, “There’s nothing 
I can do for this marriage. You are hundreds of miles apart. 
You no longer have any interest in each other. There’s no 
way we can paste this back together. Get a quick divorce 
and save yourselves time and money.” Of course, that 
is just what Michael wanted to hear. He said, “See, now 
we’ve gone for counseling and it didn’t work.”

In the midst of all this, the full impact of Michael’s 
adulterous relationship finally hit me. Perhaps the Lord 
had protected me or I’d just been naive until then. I don’t 
know which it was but I hadn't realized how deeply in-
volved they were. When the full impact of it finally hit 
me, I didn't know what to do. I wondered if there was 
someone, somewhere who could help us.

I went to our pastor on Sunday morning and shared 
the whole situation with him. Michael's new love and her 
husband were also in our church and I fully expected our 
pastor to take a stand against the relationship. Instead he 
explained to me that when a marriage is over, it is over. 
He said that if Michael didn’t want to reconcile there was 
nothing I could do to change the situation.

In one last attempt to find someone who would help 
me, I called on a friend of ours who was a born again, 
Spirit-filled pastor. I knew that he knew the Word and 
could tell me what scripture had to say about all this. Af-
ter I explained the situation to him, he said, “According to 
Matthew 19 you have scriptural grounds for divorce. Since 
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Michael has been in adultery, God releases you from this 
marriage and will bring you another husband.” After that 
conversation I went home to prepare for divorce.

When we make Jesus Lord of our lives, though, He 
has the right to speak to our hearts and overrule the coun-
sel of men. That afternoon Jesus did just that. He took me 
to 1 Corinthians 7:10 and 11, Now to the married I give this 
command, yet not I but the Lord: A wife is not to depart from her 
husband. But even if she does depart, let her remain unmarried 
or be reconciled to her husband. And a husband is not to divorce 
his wife.

The Lord made it clear to me that those were my two 
options. If I chose to remain single, He promised me He 
would be my husband and a father to my children.“ If I 
chose to reconcile, He promised He would teach me how. I 
knew that either choice would be a blessing to me. I knew 
that if I honored God’s choices, He would keep His Word 
to me. I had to make the decision.

I was pregnant with our third child and I really 
wanted him to know his father. I wanted our other two 
children to grow up knowing their father. I wanted my 
marriage healed if it were at all possible, but I couldn’t 
imagine how.

Finally I chose to reconcile, but I was honest with the 
Lord, “I don’t even know how to start, Lord.” His answer 
blessed me, “That’s okay, I do.”

	 The Lord began my training. It seemed to me the 
logical place to begin was with Michael’s problems but 
the Lord began by dealing with my heart. He said, “I can’t 
begin to do anything with this situation until you forgive.” 
Well, I didn’t want to forgive because I had been hurt and 
rejected. With every ounce of energy I had I was trying to 
hold things together and now God was telling me, “You’ve 
got to forgive. I can’t do another thing until you forgive.” 
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So I wrestled with forgiving Michael first. You know 
it’s not too hard to forgive someone you love even though 
they’ve hurt you a lot. You can even forgive them over 
and over and over again. So, forgiving my husband came 
within a few hours after God spoke to my heart. Forgiving 
the other woman proved to be another matter, though.
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	 he had used my friendship. She had betrayed me. 
She had lied to me. She had done a lot of things. She had 
given up all pretense of friendship once things were out 
in the open and I didn’t want to forgive her. I hated her. 
I just wanted to see her rot in hell and I didn’t care what 
God did with her. I wanted Him to strike her down with 
lightning and get rid of her. God said, “You can’t do that. It 
won’t work. You must forgive her. You must learn to love 
her.”

I walked around the house for eight hours trying to 
get away from the Lord. I cried out, “It’s not fair, God. I 
don’t want to forgive her. Just leave me alone.” I’d try to 
get away from Him but He’d be right there with me. He’d 
say, “Are you ready?” and I’d say, “No!” and would walk 
into another room. 

Finally I got in my car. Somehow I thought God 
wasn’t going to get in the car with me. He did, though. I 
didn’t see Him sitting there, but I knew His presence was 
there. I knew He was waiting for me to forgive her.

So, I went to a friend’s house to tell her what had 
happened. I really expected her to be sympathetic to my 
cause. Instead the first words out of her mouth were, 
“You’ve got to forgive her. Have you done it?”

Eyes of Faith
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I didn't want to hear that. I got back into the car and 
started driving. I continued to argue with God, “You don’t 
understand what I’ve been through,” I said. ”You don’t 
know what it is like to be betrayed by a friend.” And the 
Lord said, ”Don’t I?”

All of a sudden, I had a new understanding of what 
happened in the Garden of Gethsemane. Jesus wasn’t in 
turmoil just because He knew He had to be tortured and 
die. All of a sudden, I had a new understanding of what 
happened when Judas who was a friend betrayed Him 
with a kiss, an expression of love. Jesus knew the pain 
of betrayal. He knew the pain of abandonment, too. The 
disciples He loved couldn't even stay awake one hour with 
Him. They went off and did their own thing.

So I then took the tactic that she didn’t want to be 
forgiven. She didn’t care that she had sinned. She prob-
ably didn’t even recognize it as sin, and that I didn’t have 
to forgive her if she didn’t want to be forgiven.

Then the Lord reminded me about the Cross and His 
words, Father forgive them. He said, “They didn’t want to be 
forgiven, either. They thought they were doing something 
good. It doesn’t matter if she doesn’t want to be forgiven, 
you’ve got to forgive her.”

I continued to try every argument I could think of 
until finally I was exhausted. I gave in, “All right, I'll do 
it, but all I can do is will to forgive her. My emotions say 
I hate her, but Your Word says that I have to forgive her 
and that You’ll only forgive me as I forgive her. So, I will to 
forgive her, Lord, and that is all I can do.” He said, “That’s 
enough.” 

I was so scared. “Now what do I do? It’s hopeless. 
I can see the hundreds of mistakes I made through the 
years. I know I made them and I repent of them, but what 
do I do now? I can’t paste it all back together, and Michael 
won't even talk to me.”
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It was then that God began to teach me through 
words that friends gave me and through what He spoke 
to my heart. He said, “What does My Word say about your 
marriage?” So I began to search the scriptures for things 
that God said about marriage. I began to write them down 
in a little notebook. Every time He gave me a scripture, I 
would write it down and personalize it. I’d put Michael’s 
name in it, or I’d put my name in it, or the children's. I be-
gan claiming those scriptures and believing them for us. 

Then the Lord spoke to my heart again and said, “You 
have to have a faith vision of what your marriage is going 
to be like when it is healed, and what your husband is go-
ing to be like when he is healed.” So I asked the Lord for 
His vision for Michael and He took me to I Timothy 3:2-7.

I was amazed by the Lord. I just wanted Michael to 
come home. I wanted him to love me and to want our chil-
dren. The Word God gave me for him, though, described 
an elder. God had much bigger plans for Michael. I felt like 
Sarah in the tent. I laughed at the impossibility of what 
God was saying. 

God began to show me how I had prayed for my 
husband for years, “Lord, just let him be saved. Just let him 
be saved. Just let him be saved.” God said, “Are you going 
to pray that same way again? Or are you going to pray 
My will for that man?” I took a good look at that scripture 
and from that day on, I started praying God's way. I put 
Michael’s name in there and prayed that Michael is above 
reproach, the husband of but one wife, temperate, self-controlled, 
respectable, hospitable, able to teach, not given to much wine, 
not violent but gentle, not quarrelsome, not a lover of money. He 
manages his own family well and sees that his children obey him 
with proper respect. I wrote it in my notebook and I started 
claiming it every day. I said, “That’s Michael. That’s who 
God wants Michael to be.”
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Every time Michael came home he would say things 
like, “I don’t love you, and I don’t want to be around you. 
I really wish you’d get out of my life and I wish you’d take 
these kids. I don’t want them.” Satan uses the mouths of 
loved ones when we are in a spiritual battle. They say 
things to us that really cut, but we’ve got to recognize that 
our loved ones are not the enemy. Satan is our real enemy. 
I had to realize that my husband was saying things to me 
that reflected how my true enemy felt about me. He was 
just the messenger. So when Michael came home and said 
those terrible things, I’d read the scripture again and real-
ize that God's plan for him was much greater than Satan's.

You must also recognize that you are in a spiritual 
battle and you’ve got to fight for your marriage on a spiri-
tual level. You too must realize that your spouse is not 
your enemy. Once you begin fighting for your marriage 
with spiritual weapons, you have the advantage over the 
enemy. He knows that and is going to work very hard to 
keep your eyes on the circumstances.
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’ll share some of the scriptures with you that God 
gave me but ask the Lord for ones tailor-made for you. He 
is going to give you scriptures and words of prophecy that 
will speak to you right where you are now.

One of my biggest concerns was our children. By 
this time our third child, Jason, had been born. Now I had 
three little ones to protect. With all the confusion, all the 
turmoil, and all the anger that was going on around them, 
I asked the Lord for a word for them. He gave me Isaiah 
54:l3, All your sons will be taught by the Lord and great will be 
the peace of your children. I put our children’s names in there. 
I said, “All of my children will be taught of the Lord and 
great will be the peace of Cristine, and great will be the 
peace of Mike, and great will be the peace of Jason.”

There’s a scripture in Jeremiah 32:39 that says, I will 
give them singleness of heart and action so that they will always 
fear me for their own good and for the good of their children after 
them. I put our names in there. I said, “I will give Marilyn 
and Michael singleness of heart and action so they will 
always fear me for their own good and for the good of 
Cristine, Mike, and Jason.” I began to stand on those scrip-
tures, and I began to believe and to pray them as things 
got worse, darker, and uglier. 

Words of Life
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Michael came home one day and said, “I’m getting a 
divorce and there is nothing else that can be done. I don’t 
want you. I never did. I’m going to marry her.” Things 
looked very bleak.

One of the scriptures I had been praying was in 
Psalm 35. It said, May your enemies be as chaff before the wind. 
I prayed that for her. I said, “Lord, may she be as chaff be-
fore the wind. May You blow her to some other place. Get 
her out of this picture, so we can not have this problem.” 
God was gracious. He took her out of the picture. Michael 
discovered that divorcing me was going to cost him a great 
deal of money the way the courts were going to split our 
assets, so he sent her away, back to her husband in another 
state. At least one family had been reunited.

That didn’t solve our problem, though, because the 
problem was not her. She was just an instrument Satan 
had used. The problem was us. So after she was gone my 
husband said, “ I know she’s not what I wanted, but I don’t 
want you either. I want a divorce. I want to be single again. 
I want to date and have a good time.”

Another Scripture that I had been claiming was 
Proverbs 5 and 7, the warnings against adultery and the 
adulterous woman. I put Michael’s name in there and I 
claimed that every day. 

Michael was going to single’s bars, again, double 
dating with friends of ours who were cheating on their 
wives. Every single one of those couples are now divorced. 
I know it is the Word of God that was mighty in our situ-
ation that took us to victory over the enemy. 

Circumstances kept getting darker and darker.      I 
thought, “God, I’m praying Your Word, I’m standing, and 
I’m believing. What’s wrong? Why doesn't it seem to be 
working?”
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Then one day the Lord took me to Genesis. At the 
very beginning it says, “And God said let there be light 
and there was light, and God said this and there was this, 
and God said that and there was that.” He showed me that 
when Satan came to tempt Jesus, Jesus said to him, “It is 
written.” He said it to him. He didn’t sit there and think, 
“It is written.” He said it. 

I began to see that all through scripture when the 
situation changed it was because God spoke or His Word 
was spoken. I realized I hadn’t been doing that. I had just 
been sitting there every day quietly claiming those words 
but I had to speak them. Jason was little then and I’d walk 
through the house with him and speak the words that 
God gave me. I’d speak them into the airways of the house 
and I’d command the situation to come in line with God’s 
Word. I’d command our marriage to come in line with 
what God said about it.  

Whenever Michael came home and continued to 
say whatever Satan used him to say, I’d just "house clean" 
again the minute he left. I’d go through the house and 
speak what God said.

I wish I could tell you that I was perfect in doing this. 
I wish I could tell you that I was never angry, never bitter, 
never upset. I wasn’t perfect. I had a lot of hard times and 
a lot of days in which I was so angry with Michael I didn’t 
even want him anymore. I didn’t care what God did with 
him. He could have dropped him off the face of the earth 
and that would have been fine with me, but God showed 
me that I couldn't afford those emotions. 

Satan comes with self pity and tells us how much we 
have suffered. He’ll send people to you all the time to tell 
you they don't know how you do, you have endured so 
much. The minute you open that door to self pity, though, 
Satan kicks it open a little farther and gets in there with an-

Chapter 10
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ger. Pretty soon you’re so mad at your spouse. You're ready 
to kill because of what you have endured. If Satan can get 
the door open that far, he kicks it open farther. Then you 
develop bitterness and it starts taking root. Scripture tells 
us that a root of bitterness defiles many (Hebrews 12:15). 
A bitter person is like poison. No one wants to be around 
them.

The Lord made it clear that self pity is not something 
we can afford to entertain for even a minute. After I finally 
learned that lesson I refused to listen to people trying to 
help me feel sorry for myself. 

Within two weeks of the time that I started confess-
ing God's Word out loud, Michael came home. I praise 
God that he taught me that lesson, and He taught it to me 
fast. It really helped me to weather the storms that were 
yet to come.
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	 hen Michael came home, it was not at all how I had 
pictured it. He said, “I’m only here for a little while. I’m 
trying to get my head together. Don’t expect me to love 
you. Don’t expect me to care for you. I’m on my way out. 
I’m just taking a little breather here.” At the time he began 
building a house for himself.

 I went to God and asked, “This is what I prayed for? 
You sent me home this guy that says he doesn’t want me 
and he’s going to move. It doesn't seem to be any better 
than before. Now what do I do?” 

I realized then that my own love for Michael was 
dead. I had no emotions left for him. I had fought so long 
and so hard, and stood, and believed, and suddenly he 
was there and I didn’t know what to do with him. I just 
didn’t want him around anymore. I thought, “Why did I 
even bother?”  I went to the Lord again and asked, “What 
do I do now? Even if you give him back to me, I don’t 
know if I want him, Lord.” 

The Lord took me to Genesis 3, where He spoke to 
Eve. The line He took me to was the one, “Your desire will 
be for your husband...” The Lord had me read it again and 
again until I understood what He was saying.

Order Brings Healing

W

Chapter 11
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 I was still thinking of Eve. Of course, her desire 
would be for her husband. She didn’t have a whole lot of 
options. It wasn’t as if she could go out and get George or 
somebody. All she had was Adam. 

The Lord continued to minister to me. All of a sud-
den, I had a new understanding of Eve and what she ex-
perienced. If there ever was a woman that could say to her 
husband, “Boy! Did you blow it,” it was Eve. Her husband 
not only ruined it for them, but he ruined it for the whole 
human race. They were living in luxury in that beautiful 
garden and they had everything they needed when sud-
denly they were kicked out. She had to go through pain in 
childbirth, the ground was cursed, and her husband had 
to work by the sweat of his brow.

I began to understand what Eve was feeling. She 
could have become so hard-hearted, so hateful of her 
man and said, “Nothing will ever be the same again.” She 
would have been right, nothing has ever been the same 
since. 

God began to speak to me, “I am talking to you, 
right there, not to Eve, that your desire will be for your 
husband.” He began to show me that I had to set my will 
with God’s will. I had to will that my desire would be for 
my husband because there was no desire there anymore. 
I struggled with that for awhile and finally said, “Okay, 
Lord. My desire will be for my husband. I will it. You work 
out the details.”

As God began to change my heart toward my hus-
band, He also began to deal with me about the spiritual 
headship of our home. For so long I had held things to-
gether, both naturally and spiritually. I had always felt that 
I would continue in that role until Michael grew in the 
Lord and was ready to take over. Now God began dealing 
with me that headship was an assigned position, not an 
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earned one. It was not up to me to vote for Michael when 
I thought he was ready. The Lord had made him head of 
our home the day we got married.

This was a real shock to me. I knew that Michael was 
rejecting the things of God. He didn't read the Bible or 
seek the Lord for direction. The whole idea of him leading 
our family was one of the most frightening concepts I had 
ever heard. I refused to accept it.

Again, God persued me and said, “You can’t do any-
thing until you listen to Me and you do what I ask you to 
do.” I cried and argued with God. I said, “You don’t know 
what You’re asking. How come he gets to be in charge 
when he messed up everything? I really feel that I am 
better qualified for the position of being in charge here.”

God began to deal with me. “I don’t care what you 
think you’re qualified for, the position of headship is not 
in vacancy. There’s no option. You don’t qualify for it in 
My sight, and the only way I’m going to be able to heal 
this marriage is for you to understand that your husband 
is the head of this household, that he is the spiritual head. 
He’s in charge here and you need to submit to him and 
honor him as unto Me.” I replied, “Lord, You don’t know 
what You are asking.”

Then He led me to the Amplified Bible to what it says 
concerning submission. Let the wife see that she respects and 
reverences her husband. That she notices him, regards him, hon-
ors him, prefers him, venerates and esteems him. That she defers 
to him praises him, loves and admires him exceedingly. God said 
to me, “That’s what I am asking of you, right now.”

I thought, “Oh! Lord, How can you ask this of me?” 
There were days of arguing with God over that one. I 
thought His plan had major problems, but then I saw 
something. Often in scripture where there is a command 
to the woman and a command to the man, the command 

Chapter 11
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to the woman comes first. Submit to your husband first 
and then husbands loves your wives. The Lord began to 
show me that sometimes that is the only way He can get 
through to a man. I wanted Him to get through to Michael 
so I started doing what He asked. 

I started going to Michael and asking his advice about 
decisions I needed to make. These were not like the dumb 
questions I had asked when I first went through the weird 
submission teaching. These were questions regarding 
spiritual matters that he really needed to make a decision 
about. Michael wasn’t very happy about this new ap-
proach and would say, “Get off my back. Leave me alone.” 
Then I’d go back to God, “He didn’t want the headship, 
Lord, so I took it back.” And He’d say, “You can’t take it 
back. It’s not yours to take back.” 

Later Michael told me that God really started dealing 
with him when I gave up the position of headship. When 
he had to respond to God, when he had to deal with the 
awesome responsibility God had given him, he became 
overwhelmed. He didn’t know what to do and he had to 
turn to God for help.

Another lie that Satan had been telling Michael was 
that he could never be forgiven. Adultery had always been 
unforgivable in Michael’s book. When he crossed that line, 
he thought God would not forgive him. Even as the Lord 
was drawing Michael to Him, Michael was afraid to reach 
out to God because he thought He would be rejected.

About that time we were invited to a healing service. 
Every healing service that I’d ever been to in my life was 
very lively, but that evening we went into a church packed 
with people sitting absolutely quietly. A short, little man 
stood up and almost whispered, “We’re going to have a 
healing service tonight and God is going to heal.” 
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Then he walked up and down the aisle praying over 
people. He was so low key that we about fell asleep wait-
ing for him to get back up the isle again. I thought, “This 
is the dumbest thing. I don’t know why on earth we’re 
even here.”

At the end of that service, he asked, “How many of 
you here were touched by God tonight?” Hands went up 
all over the church. A woman got up out of a wheel chair 
and began laboriously walking up the isle. But the great-
est miracle of all for me was that Michael raised his hand. 
I just couldn’t believe it. I thought, “How did you stay 
awake long enough for Him to talk to you?” 

God showed me that night that He can use anyone 
and anything. He meets us where we are, and my husband 
wasn’t ready to jump up and down. He needed a quiet 
moment in which the Lord could speak to him.

That night, God showed Michael that He loved him 
and that He had forgiven him. Michael was born again.

In February 1980 we were both baptized. It was a 
final step of obedience for Michael. He had told me, “You 
can go. I’ll go with you, but I’m not going to get baptized.” 
When we got to the water, though, Michael said, “You 
know, I’ve fought God for years. Every time He said do 
something. I said no and I held my breath and I fought. 
For once I’m going to say yes.” 

As Michael came up out of the waters of baptism, he 
began speaking in tongues. He had been baptized in the 
Holy Spirit. His chains were broken and he had been set 
free. That day Michael gave God the freedom to mold him 
as the man He wanted him to be. 

Chapter 11
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	 rom that day on we began working together to 
heal our marriage.  It didn't happen overnight.  It takes a 
season to build trust again, a season to build love—but that 
is another book. 

I had to run to keep up with Michael. We joined a 
solid Word-based church and the Lord spent the next two 
years replacing the doctrine of man with the truth of His 
Word. Then He called us into full-time marriage ministry.  
We who had no hope have now been privileged to help 
bring hope to thousands of couples around the world! 
What a wonderful God we serve!

I want you to know that God is no respecter of per-
sons. I didn’t do anything special. I am not any different 
from you. Believe me, I made a lot of mistakes and messed 
up a lot of things.  It just amazes me that God is so faithful.  
It is His perfection that brings us to victory. It has nothing 
to do with our own perfection. Our responsibility is to be 
obedient and repent when we fail to obey. He loves us so 
much that He wants to see us succeed more than we even 
do ourselves.

Our marriage was not singled out for God’s bless-
ing.  He wants the same for you.  Whatever the problem 
is with your marriage or any relationship you want to 
have healed, God is just as much for you as He is for us.  

Only One Way

F

Chapter 12
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Satan will lie to you and tell you, that our situation was a 
fluke—that it was a one time thing and it doesn’t happen 
for everyone.

It does when God’s people are faithful and believe 
and speak His Word into situations.  You need to know 
that if you are fighting a battle like this, you’ve got to do 
it with Jesus.  If you don’t have a relationship with Jesus 
and you are trying to fight a battle in your home, you are 
powerless.  You can’t do it without Jesus. You have nothing 
to stand on.  You must be born again.

Secondly, if you are trying to fight this battle and you 
are born again but not baptized in the Holy Spirit, then 
you are in the Army but you haven’t been issued your 
ammunition yet. You cannot fight the battle without the 
power of the Holy Spirit. You need the guidance of the 
Holy Spirit to tell you what to pray for, to tell you how to 
pray at the times when you don’t know how to pray. You 
need your prayer language to pray the perfect will of the 
Father into that situation.

If you desire to receive Jesus right now, it is very easy 
to do.  You do not have to clean yourself up or straighten 
up your life first.  That is why you need a Savior in the first 
place.  You cannot straighten up your own life.  You cannot 
clean yourself up to meet Jesus.  You must come to Him 
just as you are.  He will change your heart. He will clean 
up your life from the inside out.

Romans 10:9 and 10 say, If you confess with your mouth 
the Lord Jesus and believe in your heart that God has raised Him 
from the dead, you will be saved.  For with the heart one believes 
to righteousness, and with the mouth confession is made to salva-
tion.  It’s that simple. You must believe in your heart and 
confess Jesus as Lord and Savior with your mouth. When 
you are obedient to do your part, the Lord is faithful to do 
His.  If that is the desire of your heart, pray this prayer.
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Jesus, I confess that I am a sinner and that I am pow-
erless to change my own heart.  I believe that You are Lord 
and that You died for my sins and were resurrected from the 
dead.  I ask You now to forgive my sins.  I turn my life over 
to You.  I declare that You are my Lord and My Savior.  I love 
You, Jesus, and I surrender my life to You.

If you have prayed this prayer from your heart, you 
are now born again.  You have a new nature in Christ.  
God Himself lives within you now.  All the promises of the 
Bible are now yours, but there’s more!

Before Jesus ascended to Heaven after His resurrec-
tion from the dead, He told His followers to wait in Jerusa-
lem for the Holy Spirit to come upon them.  Acts 1:8 says, 
But you shall receive power when the Holy Spirit has come upon 
you; and you shall be witnesses to Me in Jerusalem, and in all 
Judea, and Samaria, and to the ends of the earth.

You need that power that Jesus was speaking of.  You 
need the ability to pray the perfect will of God (Romans 
8:26) and to pray in the Spirit when your mind is not sure 
what to do (1 Corinthians 14:14).  If you have received Je-
sus as your Lord and Savior, the Baptism of the Holy Spirit 
is available to you today.  You need only ask for it.

Jesus, I confess that You are my Lord and my Savior. I 
renounce all works of the enemy in my life and I ask You to 
baptize me in the Holy Spirit.  I desire the spiritual power 
that You promised. I desire to speak in other tongues that 
the Holy Spirit might pray a perfect prayer through me.  I 
thank You for filling me now to overflowing with the Holy 
Spirit.

Chapter 12
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Now you have the power and the tools to win the 
spiritual battle you are facing.  There is still much to learn 
about skilled warfare and the Holy Spirit will teach you as 
you are obedient to His direction.

Keep your eyes on Jesus, the Author and Finisher of 
your faith.  Read your Bible daily and ask the Lord to send 
those who will encourage you and uplift you with the 
Word of God. And know that the Lord desires reconcilia-
tion and wholeness for your marriage and family. Ask Him 
to help you find a church that believes what God's Word 
says is true and will stand with you for the healing of your 
marriage. He is no respecter of persons.  What He did for 
us, He desires to do for you also.

There are ministries dedicated to helping you stand 
for your marriage. Contact them today.
	 Covenant Keepers
	 www.covenantkeepersinc.org

	 Rejoice Ministries
	 www.rejoiceministries.org

	 Family Foundations
	 www.familyfoundations.com
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Mike and Marilyn Phillipps are the Founders and International 
Directors of 2=1 International. Through weekly home meetings, 
seminars, and church retreats, 2=1 leadership couples minister 
to thousands of marriages weekly across the United States and 
on five other continents. Couples are taught the depth of cov-
enant commitment and given scriptural principles which will 
resurrect dead marriages, heal wounded ones, and fortify stable 
marriages in Jesus.

PLEASE SEND INFORMATION:
    About believing for the healing of my marriage.
o My spouse and I are  otogether    oseparated  odivorced.
My spouse is  owilling  ounwilling to work on our marriage.
o About Married for Life groups.
o My spouse and I are willing to work on our marriage together.
o About seminars and retreats for couples.
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Mail to:	 2=1 International
12081 W Alameda Pkwy, Suite 493
Lakewood, CO 80228
303-933-3331
www.married.com
info@married.com


