
Testimony of Eve Williamson
I was born on July 17, 1954 in Seneca, South Carolina at small hospital

which is now the Lila Doyle Nursing Home. Unfortunately, I never knew
my biological father, James Smith. Mother never shared any details about
my birth until many years later as an adult. For years, mother told me that
he had died in a motorcycle accident. I later discovered that his reputation
was tarnished with poor life choices—gambling, drinking and running
with the wrong crowd. He married Ethlene Phillips from the Walhalla area
in 1955 (he was 22 years old) and had two children. Years later, James
became involved with Wayne Fricks and helped rob a local convenience
store in 1975. Not long afterwards, Fricks became nervous about the
crime and decided to kill James. Sadly, he shot and kill Smith with a
shotgun on Prather’s bridge in Toccoa, Georgia. Fricks is now serving a
life-sentence in prison.

James Smith is buried at Westminster First Baptist Church. Two precious lives lost
due to sin.



Mymother struggled with different issues while pregnant with me. Mama fought health
issues, poverty and a safe community. Nevertheless, she prevailed because she had learned
to be strong. Hard times will definitely make a person strong or bitter--yet she loved her
girls too much to despair. For years, I suffered with liver issues and a huge calcium
deficiency. As a three-year old, most of my bottom teeth began to severely decay and had
to be extracted. I’ll never forget this experience as my grandmother and mother held me in
their arms while the doctor pulled each one without any medication. Problems with my
hips also surfaced—I could never sit cross-legged. The Lord, in answer to my mother’s
prayers helped me immensely throughout the years. Although I suffered with asthma in
elementary school, the Lord helped me and eventually He healed me—I haven’t
experienced any asthma for many years. HE truly answers the prayers of the humble and
to those who cry out for help. Psalm 55:22

During the 40’s, my maternal grandparents suffered greatly. My grandfather,
Garnett Owens died of tuberculosis in 1942. During those years, tuberculosis was
spreading like wildfire throughout Oconee and other surrounding areas! When Garnett
died in a local TB clinic, my precious mother was only 8 years old and my grandmother
was only 29! Grandma, as a widow, struggled to support her children. My great-
grandmother, Janie Parker was a huge blessing as she cared for Bill, Mama and Jay while
Granny worked. Sadly in 1947, Janie Parker was hit and killed by a drunk-driver while she
was walking with her young daughter, Addie at Lake Juneluska in North Carolina. So,
heartbreaking--this tragedy shocked our entire family. My grandmother struggled with
depression when she had to return to work at the Dunean Mill in Greenville, South
Carolina. As a result, my precious mother and her brothers were sent to live with relatives
that would mistreat them and rob of their childhood. Mama ran away a few times with Jay
–she’d call Grandma on the phone sobbing with tears. She just couldn’t take it anymore!
Grandma sent them to the DAR school temporarily while she searched for a solution.
When my sister, Glenda was born in 1951, Grandma returned home to help Mama.

My Grandma and mother got involved with a local church in Walhalla—I can
still remember getting dressed excitedly for church although I was so young.
Thankfully, a godly man, Boone Hardin came into our lives to love and support
us during those formative years. I honestly believe that he cared for my
Grandmother although they never married.



In December of 1957, my mother married Calvin Walker in Walhalla, South Carolina. I
was 3 years old at the time. Mother loved Calvin but had little insight of his difficult childhood
at the Butts home. She’d learn eventually. Of course, we’ll all broken vessels in need of a Savior
who can mend and heal our broken dreams. It would take years for Mama to understand this—in
the meantime, she was the best and most loving person in the world to us. She told me year later
that she never wanted to abandon her children as her own mother (my Grandmother Fannie) had
done back in the 50’s. Mama was committed to her promise—I’ll always love, respect and
cherish her for the rest of my life. She will always be my Hero.

Sadly, although I knew that Calvin cared about me-- I never had a close relationship with
him. My older sister, Glenda was the most mistreated sibling in our family. Her father had died
in the 1951 in the Korean War. For this reason, I tried to love my sister and protect her.
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We never understood the emotional wounds he carried--wounds that probably developed
from living in in a foster home without his real, biological Father. Calvin’s parents, Porter and
Pearl Walker had divorced when Calvin was a child. No doubt, this divorce wounded Calvin
greatly leaving him to wonder why he was abandoned by his biological father at such a young
age. Fathers always play a very important role in the spiritual lives of their children. Typically,
many children of divorced parents always seem to question their responsibility or role when
parent’s divorce.

“Calvin
and

Mother
in

1956”

When Calvin and mother married, she didn’t understand nor could comprehend the man
she’d live with for more than twenty years! The courtship didn’t last long, and they were married
within a few months. Calvin was special to mama--he was the one who taught her how to drive a
car, encouraged her independence and gave her the love she desperately needed.

At the beginning of their marriage, life was much easier and more satisfying. Yet, as the years
passed, Calvin’s issues and alcoholism began to spiral out of control. While we as children couldn’t
understand his ways, we still tried to love him. In the photo below, I am sitting with Calvin at Long
Creek near the home where he was brought up.

Within a couple of years, Calvin developed traveling fever. His upbringing in the back-
woods of Long Creek, SC in the Butts home, no doubt spawned a huge desire to travel and see
the world. Calvin literally craved the freedom of adventure. For several years, beginning in
1958, we traveled and experienced—California, Florida, Arizona, Texas, Georgia and South
Carolina. We spent most of our childhood chasing Calvin’s dreams. There were many losses—
instability, domestic abuse, and social/friendship bonding and academic progress.

“Mother remained our refuge and rock during those years.” While she could not control
Calvin’s abuse toward us, she tried to intervene.

In 1958, we moved to Santa Monica, California. My Uncle Jay traveled with us—he
struggled as a single man without much purpose in life. I’ll never forget the close-calls we had
while camping at a local park-- Calvin and Uncle Bill were sleeping on a picnic table in
California, a black panther leaped over them on some tree limbs. Needless to say, outdoor
camping in California ended abruptly. While parked near the beach in our camper, Glenda and I
were almost attacked by a tiger who had escaped from the local zoo!As usual, we returned home
to South Carolina until Dad got restless again. I honestly never understood what prompted his
traveling fevers.



In 1959, we moved to Tampa, Florida! Uncle Bill, Aunt Ollie and their small children went
with us. Since Bill didn’t work and Ollie Mae struggled to help my mother-- their presence become
a burden in our small house! Mama had the responsibility of cooking and cleaning for everyone—
she became weary and troubled. During those difficult days, Mama would take us to the local park
for picnics and play! We loved getting away.

We enjoyed the large picnic
tables, the lake and family.



In this picture, I was
in the first grade

We loved our Mother—she was a
great cook, home-maker and care-giver!
Mother bought me a Cinderella dress
with a blow-up slip and a pair of high
heels that I loved to wear. I often
daydreamed that I was someone special.
In reality, I wasn’t.

My sister, Judy Faye was born in
Tampa on March 26, 1960. She was a
beautiful baby with platinum blonde
hair. We all loved Judy—she was
spoiled by all of us! I didn’t have much
freedom as a child—Mother wouldn’t
allow any of us to visit of our friends or
classmates. This kind of sheltering
affected me in many ways. I had a great
need to spread my social wings and
develop friendships. Life wouldn’t
change until much later.

Uncle Bill, Ollie Mae and their children eventually moved back to
South Carolina. We were so greatly relieved when they left. Not long after
their departure, the flood hit the area where we lived. Sadly, we all had to
leave and return home to South Carolina—once more, life became unstable
but at least we could spend time with our grandmothers, Pearl Walker and
Fannie Mae—we loved them so much. We also enjoyed spending time with
Calvin’s brothers, Robert, JR and our special Aunt Dessie who was confined
to a wheelchair. Nannie—an elderly woman also lived there with her son,
Grady. We loved them so much.



After a year in Greenville, Calvin regained his traveling fever in 1961, and we moved to
Tucson, Arizona. I have no idea why he would choose this particular town unless it was for
employment opportunities. Our small family moved into a tiny three-room apartment overlooking
Mount Lemon. We were surrounded by cactuses, gas stations, thrift stores and delicious Mexican
food. Mama would take us to the thrift store to shop for clothes and shoes. Our apartment was
furnished and we were able to make friends with our neighbors. We made friends with the children
in our apartment complex…that also included a birthday party with them! Life wasn’t always sad—
we had fun times traveling up the mountain and sightseeing when Calvin was in a good mood. We
had the privilege of visiting, “Old Tucson” which was used for filming western movies. I’ll never
forget the log cabins, saloons and the horse-drawn buggies and women in long dresses!

Regardless of our travels, Calvin would always find a job. In Tucson, he worked at a nearby
Esso gas station where he also worked on cars. He enjoyed his work—he also enjoyed his freedoms
at night. Mama continued to tolerate his bad behavior at home and his adulterous lifestyle. The
drinking seemed to increase and so did Calvin’s temper tantrums. My sisters and I often felt so
unloved and unwanted. Mother seemed to accept his lifestyle without question—after all, he did
work and earn money and that was important to her. She somehow struggled with her compromises
but perhaps she felt imprisoned and helpless to change him or her life.

One of my little Mexican classmates came over to see me. I don’t remember how or why the
argument began. She pushed me down on the ground near the main highway. This was one of the scariest
moments of my life. Why was it so difficult to make friends?

Our home life was never happy or peaceful—except when Calvin was gone. We cherished those
times. At times, Mama seemed scared to oppose Calvin. However, we were very scared of him. We
simply did not know when or how he would react to us. If he was drinking, then we’d run to our
bedrooms. No one ever knew about the abuse except for Granny Owens and some family members.
Calvin despised my grandmother—he never wanted her around. Personally, I learned to remain calm and
reserved during his outbursts. It worked.

I’ll never forget this traumatic event—one
evening, during supper, Calvin became upset at our baby
sister, Judy. He yelled at her. Glenda got upset and spoke
out against his behavior. He became very angry and hit
her head against the wall. We began to cry to Mama but
she didn’t do or say anything—probably out of fear.
Mama was blinded by her love for Calvin and she
would not hold him accountable for his bad
behavior.

Sadly, our home- life wouldn’t change for many
years.

In 1962, my little brother, Jimmy Unreel Walker
was born—he was a beautiful little boy. He was a
happy baby and we all adored him. During this time,
my precious Mother was diagnosed with cervical cancer
and she had a full hysterectomy. Mother’s health
would continue to decline due to her stressful life
and marriage. There are always consequences to our life
choices.

We moved back to Westminster and I attended Westminster Elementary School. My transition to
this school was not easy nor successful. I had to repeat the third grade and it was embarrassing. Once
again, I experienced growing pains in my social life at school. Children are not always friendly or open
to new friendships. One habit I enjoyed—during my classroom free-time, was drawing on my desk.
During this school year, I managed to make some new friends. I learned that many of my classmates
shared the same experiences as I did—social awkwardness, lack of self-confidence and family problems.

Unfortunately, Calvin moved us into a small four-room house in Westminster in a close
community. We didn’t have hot water or a bathroom. Mother had to heat water for cooking and bathing
on our pot-bellied stove in the living room! These hard-ships affected my mother greatly. Mother bathed
us in a large aluminum tub. In the living room, our potbellied stove heated our home. Most of the time,
our diet consisted of beans, cornbread and potatoes. For school, she would prepare deviled egg
sandwiches. Sometimes, we’d eat the hot lunches at school—which was always a treat!
Two years later, we moved into a nicer home in Seneca. It had everything—including our own

bedrooms, bathrooms and a close walk to school! I could actually walk to school from our back-yard.
Our fifth-grade teacher, Mrs. Pelfrey was one of the best teachers I’d ever experienced. She was a
Christian and thoroughly enjoyed encouraging us to do our best for the Lord. This was probably my best
year ever! Although making friends was still difficult, I learned much during this year. Mother was so
proud of me.



The following year, 1966-67 Calvin moved us to Oakway, which was outside the city. I simply don’t
understand why he insisted so many moves during our younger years. It was definitely hard! Once again, we
couldn’t enjoy any stability, friendships or social venues. Calvin was totally clueless about our emotional
needs. He only cared about his needs. In the middle of our school year, he moved us again to another home
in Seneca where I finished the 6th grade at another school. Sadly, some of my classmates enjoyed teasing me;
of course, my responses actually encouraged the problem! Humiliating words--skinny, giraffe, and ostrich
were very intimidating. I developed an internal anger and would respond to their words by hitting them. This
didn’t help my relationship with my teacher. She cautioned me to remain calm and ignore them—which was
very hard! In fact, there were times that I thought I was the ugliest girl in the world. Between school and
home, I felt like a misfit, unwanted and so stupid. Mother always encouraged me to be proactive and defend
myself—this definitely helped me but wouldn’t eliminate the problems. Unfortunately, these issues would
continue for years to come! My mother became weary and troubled with all the traveling—she grieved the
losses in our lives and the impact of relocating numerous times.

In the fall of 1967,
we moved to Fairburn,
Georgia. Calvin moved us
into a small house that was
near a church. Pastor
Jarrett from Buffington
Road Christian Church
came to visit us. He was
super friendly and
encouraged us to get
involved. Our family
attended Buffington Road
for a while and I really
enjoyed my Sunday school
class! I loved going to
church. I enjoyed the
preaching of the Bible and
seeing people greet each
other. Our lives were
improving and we were so
happy. I was finally making
a few friends!

Pastor Jarrett encouraged Calvin to attend a Half-Way House for Alcoholism. He actually went twice but he
never allowed God to change his life. The spiritual strongholds of addiction were too great. Heartbreakingly, he never
gave his life to Christ. We were all heartbroken. We needed changes in our home—spiritual freedom from darkness.
Oh, how we wanted Calvin to change but he never did.

During this time, I got involved in a
local Good-News Club for children. The
Woodard family was such a blessing to me—
I enjoyed the Bible club so much. Their love
for Jesus Christ and others created a strong
desire to know Christ. I began to seek the
Lord in my life. Although I don’t remember
the specific date or time, I remember making
a decision to ask Jesus Christ into my life. I
wanted and needed what the Lord was
offering me---forgiveness, unconditional
love and acceptance. I will never forget that
decision. During that time, I was able to go
to summer Christian camp—it was

awesome. While there, a foundation of Biblical truth was laid for me. I can still recall
some of the songs.

We moved into another small house which wasn’t too far from the church. We lived there for about a year.
Mama was overjoyed when she was approved for government housing! Finally, her dream of being a home-owner
was being fulfilled. She was able to choose the brick colors, the kitchen, carpeting and paint!

Within a few months, our family moved into a new home in a subdivision called “Hillandale.” I was so
excited at the prospect of making friends for once in my life. We simply couldn’t wait to settle down.



Calvin was always opposed to any
fellowship in our house, sadly. One
summer afternoon, a nice young man came
over to visit me. He was a Christian. When
Dad came home, he pulled out his knife
and threatened Charles! Needless to say,
Charles never called or visited me again.
Calvin made our lives so miserable—we
struggled with this for a long time.
Fortunately, we met children with whom
we could play at their homes--this was a
blessing. We realized that cultivating
friendships would require lots of time and
energy but we were ready! We were so

thankful to be living in one place indefinitely—or so we thought. After years of traveling, we
relished the new adventures that lay ahead of us. In addition, we would be attending a new
school with many more opportunities.

Despite the problems from Dad, I did make a few friends in our neighborhood—they
only came around while Dad was working. I’ll never forget Lucky, who lived across the street
from us. He was one of the friendliest boys in our neighborhood. He enjoyed spending time
with us. His mother was friendly and operated a ceramic shop in the basement of her home.
She always welcomed us in her home. One summer, Lucky visited his grandparents and never
returned home…we wept when at his passing. Lucky had seizures that would happen
randomly. I am so thankful for him—and the memories. I became good friends with my other
neighbor, Joy Carpenter who was divorced
with two young children. Joy was a blessing
to me! When I had no one to turn to for
emotional support, she was always there for
me. She’d take me down to Carrabelle,
Florida to visit her family. Those fun summer
days faded in 1973 when Joy met an amazing
young man, Bruce whom she later married.
I’ll never forget her hospitality, the dinners
and fellowship.

One weekend, Grandma Owens came to
see us. She knew how bad Calvin was and his
attempts to hurt us and Mother. Sure enough,
he came home on evening in a drunken stupor
and proceeded to curse and hit Mama in the bedroom. We all began to cry. Granny ran down
the hallway with her .22 caliber pistol in hand. She cornered him in the bathroom and shot him
twice in the shoulder. He fell to the floor and we called the ambulance.

After being treated in the hospital, he was arrested. Grandma was never charged. Mama
always forgave Calvin but it wouldn’t be long before he’d be in trouble again. The police
department got to know Dad very well. I was so ashamed of our family.

High school was a completely different platform. Despite my attempts to make friends, join social or
sporting groups such as the cheerleading team or the majorettes, nothing ever developed. Where in the world did I
fit in? Of course, I wasn’t alone—many other kids struggled as I did. We are never alone in our struggles. Although
I didn’t make those teams, I enjoyed a little success in my Art and Home Economic classes. Both of my teachers
were amazing and demonstrated a love and passion for their students.

Most of us are hard-wired for relationships—especially young women. I knew that being friendly was
important. One day, during study hall, I walked outside with another classmate. I discovered a friendly group of
teenagers—most were puffing cigarettes and talking about life. I was surprised. Some were very friendly and
invited me to hang out with them. Interesting how unwise decisions are reflected in the relationships we have. Birds
of a feather, fly together. It wouldn’t be long before I’d be one of them. I was a naïve and unwise 17-year-old! Little
did I realize the losses and disappointments that would follow. It wouldn’t be long before I’d get involved with
more serious drugs, drinking and influences from the wrong crowd. Sadly, my sins would take me further than I
ever realized. Hindsight is always 20/20!

The summer of 1972 was a huge blunder of my life. I was looking for love in all the wrong places! My
decisions lead me to dangerous places and ungodly people that could have easily taken my life. What in the world
was I thinking? It’s a miracle that I didn’t get caught or involved in an accident while driving home high on drugs.
I made many mistakes that haunted me for many years…the consequences made an indelible impression in my
soul—shame, poor self-image and a lack of confidence. Little did I realize how much the Lord still loved me and
had a plan for my life. He would never give up on me.

I quit school after the 11th grade because my Mother was sick. Calvin abandoned
our family and run off with another woman—we lost our home. I went to work to help
Mother but eventually got laid off after Christmas. In 1974, I made a decision to get my
GED and join the military. I was desperate to experience a normal life—if such a thing
existed.

I signed up for Germany and spent the first 6 weeks of
my life at Fort McClellan, Alabama in basic training. What an
experience…a lot of yelling, screaming and tongue bashing.
I couldn’t wait to graduate and move on. We learned the
disciplined life and I learned to bite my tongue and be more
easy-going. My friend and I were transferred to Fort Knox,
Kentucky with a combat MOS—or job. It was a huge military
mistake. My girl-friend convinced me that working with the

police would be exciting. Well, we attended MP school and then eight weeks later, we
were on our way to Frankfurt, Germany. Once there, I was the only female cop in our
platoon. It was scary. There was a lot of competition and I knew that I had to work hard
in order to win the respect and friendship of my male counterparts. It worked and I was
able to win awards and be promoted ahead of my peers. After about a year, I asked to
be reassigned to Goeppingen, Germany to be near my older sister, Glenda. She was
married to a soldier.

Not long after I arrived, God allowed me to get acquainted with some Christian
young people. I don’t recall how this happened—but it probably began in the women’s
military barracks. This is where I met Debbie Chaser! I believe it was all by God’s
intervention in my life. They were so friendly-- I became really good friends with Deb
and later became her maid of honor at her wedding! For the first time in my life, I had
friends who seemed to really care about me. In 1975, I went to Brussels, Belgium to hear

Billy Graham preach at the Heizel Stadium. What a
great experience it was. Nor will I ever forget the
preaching and the Bible studies we had for a week. I
can never forget these words, “God loves you and He
has a purpose for your life!” Hundreds of young
people flocked the altar and gave their lives to the
Lord. Never in my life had I ever experienced the love
and moving of the Holy Spirit of God as I did then. A
huge revival broke out in that arena. I praise the Lord
for these special blessings in my life. Memories that
will never fade.



After spending two years there, I departed the military and returned home to attend
college. I was so glad to be back home with my precious mother and sisters and brother in
Seneca, SC. Unfortunately, Mama had allowed Daddy to come back home again—and she
was, once again, struggling.

I attended the Tri-County Technical College and began to enjoy life somewhat. Since
I had struggled for all my life with a severe lack of self-esteem and lack of confidence, I
decided to work diligently in school and pushed myself to bigger expectations. This was a
huge test--college wasn’t easy at all. The most difficult course was my English because of
all the writing assignments. Thankfully, I made the honor roll much to my amazement.
Unfortunately, I wasn’t attending church as I should have been. It seemed as if I had placed
the Lord on the back burner of my life. I was enjoying school and a social life which I had
never experienced before. God brought a great friend, Marva Collins into my life! She was
just the friend that I needed—we spent lots of time together.

In 1976, at the end of summer semester, my sister Glenda had divorced her husband,
abandoned her children except for little David and moved back home. She convinced me to
travel with her and Kathy to St. Petersburg, Florida. Since I wasn’t working, I thought, “Why
not?” I drove my 1970 Volkswagen Bug with Kathy, her son and Glenda and all our
belongings. Within just a week, she managed to convince me to apply for work in a strip
club!! Of course, my conscience wouldn’t allow that. I was shocked at her attitude. About
two weeks later, I managed to find work at a local T-shirt shop. I really enjoyed working
there! Sadly, Glenda nor Kathy sought any type of work. They depended on me.

Unfortunately, at the age of 22, I was extremely naïve. In the evenings, Glenda and
Kathy enjoyed hanging out at the local clubs. While there one night, I met a young man
named Gordy. He was good-looking and super friendly. I was always attracted to people who
made me feel important and pretty. He didn’t live in an apartment but in his boat—that
should have been a red flag for me. We spent too much time together on his boat. I became
pregnant--I didn’t know what to do. I called myMother and she arranged for me to fly home.
My sisters remained in Florida. Now long before I left, Glenda wrecked my VW by driving
it into a lake. I never saw it again. Oh, the valuable lessons I learned from this experience.
So, thankful that the Lord had not turned away from me. I just couldn’t see it. Not yet.

Once I arrived home, I was feeling very guilty and ashamed. Mother was concerned
for my future. She convinced me that I should get an abortion. I had no idea what I was
doing. We went to Atlanta and I killed that unborn baby. Afterwards, deep down in my soul,
I realized that I had made a huge mistake. I stuffed all of that pain and tried to forget about
it.

As the years passed, I struggled with depression and shame--all the consequences of
my sin. In the meantime, I stayed busy as I tried to forget that summer of 76’. Yes, God knew
what I had done. There is absolutely nothing hidden from Him. He sees everything--yet His
plans for my life had not been cancelled. He had much work to do in my heart. A new make-
over spiritually. I tried to stuff all those negative feelings deep into the recesses of my heart
for a season. God knew however that I would eventually need healing. The shame of my sin
would cast a shadow in my life for years to come. One thing was certain—He would lead
me to the place of repentance and reconciliation.

I finished another semester of college and made some changes. I was unhappy and I
wasn’t prepared to settle down or continue my education. Despite the young men that I had
made back home, I decided to rejoin the military. Mother was saddened by my departure. I
was excited at the prospects of a new beginning.

In August of 1977, I rejoined the military and went to Fort Dix, New Jersey to become a 64C—or a
military vehicle operator! I learned how to drive different vehicles including a five-ton tractor-trailer. After
graduating I was transferred to Kaiserslautern, Germany and was stationed at Kleber Kaserne. I enjoyed
working with other female truck drivers. We had about ten women in our platoon. I’ll never forget some of
my co-workers and my best supervisor, SSF Porter—he was the best in our platoon. I was usually assigned
the USMail truck or the commissary run which I greatly enjoyed. During a major inspection in the women’s
barracks, I managed to mess up! We had worked all night for this inspection and after the morning
inspection, our platoon sergeant allowed us to go home and sleep. At that time, I had moved off base into a
small German apartment. I was so extremely fatigued, I slept for 48 hours without waking up! When I woke
up, I panicked. The next morning, I was called in and reproved for being AOL—absent without leave. I
received anArticle 15 (form of punishment) and had to work overtime after duty and lost a small percentage
of my pay. I never repeated that again! This was my first offense in the military otherwise, it could have been
worse.

I am thankful for the different excursions to Bavaria, Heidelberg Palace, Stuttgart and Innsbruck—
especially the Neuschwanstein Castle. While I met and dated some amazing young men, no one ever
measured up to what I needed in life. I am so glad that I waited for the right man.

While working one morning, I noticed an
advertisement in the military newspaper for vocalists and/or
musicians for the military band, “Entertainment Showcase.”
So shortly afterwards, I auditioned as a country/western
vocalist. Since my voice wasn’t that good, I didn’t think I had
a chance. Little did I know what God was orchestrating in my
life. While there, I met an amazing young man, Glen
Williamson who was theAssistant Director and he handled all
the auditions. He helped me immensely to overcome my
pitchy voice and assured me that I’d improve. My company
commander agreed to release me for only three months.
During that time, we enjoyed traveling and performing
around Germany. Glen and I became good friends. I was
impressed with his work ethic and love for music.

During those three months, I got to know Glen
Williamson really well. He was engaged to another girl back home. Kathy was his high-school sweetheart.
Since he was already taken, I had to be careful with my heart. I did not want to destroy any serious
relationship.

Interestingly, as my friendship with Glen grew, I realized that he was the most remarkable man that
I had ever met. He was good-looking, honest, humble, respectable and talented. For years, I never thought
I would find someone like him--I couldn’t believe what I was
experiencing. He was everything it seemed that I had ever
wanted in a man. Glen wrote Cathy a long letter explaining
why he couldn’t marry her—she sent him a long letter via
cassette and a picture of herself. She was heartbroken but
Glen was convinced that he didn’t love her anymore. Within
just a few months, I realized that Glen was the man that I had
always dreamed about! He wanted to marry me! I couldn’t
have been happier! In March, we made the decision to drive
to Copenhagen, Denmark to get married. We tied the knot on
March 23, 1979 as husband and wife. I have never regretted
this decision. Although Glen was not a Christian, he was
always so good, kind and respectable to me. He truly loved
me. We moved two more times before returning to the states.
In the fall of 1979, we moved to Fort Hood, Texas where
Nadyia was born—she was such a sweet baby. We lived there until 1981, and returned to Heilbronn,
Germany where Cheri was born in 1983. Life there was fine—for the first time in my life, I had an amazing
job. We left in 1984 and returned to Richmond Hill, Georgia. God had some wonderful surprises for us
there!



In 1984, Glen was assigned to Fort Stewart, Georgia. Since we
weren’t eligible for family housing, we moved into a nice home in
Richmond Hill, Georgia. I honestly believe that God planted us there
for His purpose in our lives. Not long afterwards, I had mentioned to
Glen that I wanted to get the girls into Sunday school! I simply felt that
going to church was important although I wasn’t actively serving God
myself. I had to go back to work to help with family finances. We
enrolled Nadyia (4yrs) and Cheri (1yr) into a Day-school called Castle
Heights in Savannah. The drive from Richmond Hill to Savannah was
approximately 45 minutes! It was early to rise and early to bed for me
and the girls! Cheri and Nadyia loved the school!

God was definitely in control. Within just a few weeks, we
were visited by the pastor’s wife, Mrs. Cooper and a lady missionary
of Bethel Baptist Church. Mrs. Cooper was very friendly. We invited

them inside our home and got acquainted. It was amazing to us that I had just mentioned getting back into church!
She invited all of us to visit Bethel. At this time, Glen was moon-lighting as a musician at that time and working full-
time. He wasn’t opposed to me attending church but he had no desire to attend. Later on, he even promised that he
would go—just once for me. I kept that commitment in my
heart.

I allowed Nadyia to ride with Mrs. Cooper in her car
to the church. After a couple of times, I felt so guilty for not
going with her. Working full-time took its toll on my health. I
had very little energy on the weekends. But still I sensed that
God wanted us to be in church. He was definitely working in
our lives.

One weekend, Glen’s musical gig was cancelled on
Saturday night! I awakened early on Sunday morning and
asked him if we could go to church. He agreed. We enjoyed
meeting everyone—they were so friendly. Pastor Cooper was a powerful, compassionate preacher. The message was
definitely convicting. God was definitely working in our lives. Glen had no desire to go back to Bethel Baptist. The
following week, Pastor Cooper and a deacon, Brother Walker visited us. They were very friendly. I was questioned
about my salvation and assured them about my decision to accept Christ at a Good News Club in 1968 in College
Park, Georgia. Honestly, I wasn’t proud of my relationship with the Lord—I had made so many mistakes but realized
that God hadn’t given up on me. Pastor Cooper questioned Glen about his relationship with the Lord. Of course, Glen
wasn’t honest about his conversion. Pastor Cooper told Glen that if he was truly a Christian, then attending church,
reading the Bible and
serving the Lord should be
a priority. Glen had no
choice. We started
attending regularly. God
was working. Glen got
involved with the music.
Within a couple of weeks,
Glen was listening to Oliver
B. Greene on the way to
work and became
overwhelmed with
conviction and guilt. He
pulled the truck off the road
and begged the Lord to save
him. He returned home that
evening a new man!
Everything in his life
changed. 2 Corinthians 5:17
While I was overjoyed at
Glen’s conversion, I still
struggled spiritually, yet I
knew God loved me.

There was an evangelist Bobby McGilliard who came with his family to Bethel Baptist
Church at Christmas. He was a powerful speaker! His wife shared her incredible testimony. She
had also questioned her salvation until she got it settled one day. The more I thought about her
words, the more uncomfortable I felt. I told Glen one evening how I really questioned my
relationship with Christ. It seemed that I couldn’t get the victory over little sins in my life. At one
point, I honestly felt like salvation wasn’t for me, that Christ couldn’t love me enough ---I had too
much sin in my life. Yet, I hungered for that peace and joy that she had talked about. I wanted a
change in my life especially for the sake of our children and our family. He asked the church to pray
for me. The Lord heard my prayers and I realized that His unconditional love was sufficient to save
me. I was so thankful. I had been taught to get into the Word of God and start reading. Not too long
afterwards, we began praying for a son. Since Glen was adopted, we desired our family name to
continue in our ancestry. God is faithful. Within three months, I was pregnant with Ben. We
reapplied for family base housing and was accepted. We moved and Ben was born at the hospital
on base. God was and is so merciful to us.

That was the beginning of a wonderful new journey with my Savior. Words cannot describe
how thankful I am for His long-suffering and grace toward me. My relationship with the Lord
began growing—after all, it’s not about rules but all about being a relationship with my Creator
God. There was nothing I could do to make Him love me more or less. The Bible tells us in Romans
5:8 that “But God commendeth his love toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died
for us.”

It is so important to grow in this relationship by reading the Bible, praying and serving God
and sharing our faith with others.

Within two years, we were headed to Trinity Baptist College where God continued His work
in my life. I really enjoyed the bus ministry, teaching Sunday school, and working in a dealing
center with troubled children. As We hosted a Five-Day club with Children Evangelistic
Fellowship—we loved witnessing the decisions these precious children made for Jesus. Later on,
we began a Good News Club in our neighborhood. The Lord blessed me with godly women leaders
in our church who taught me much about ministry. Many of these ministries prepared me for
overseas missions.

We learned much in Jacksonville, Florida at Trinity Baptist Church! Through our trials and
disappointments and failures, we discovered that God would never abandon us—He would use our
experiences for His honor and glory. We remembered that He promised that we’d experience

tribulations but we must be faithful. In
every need, He was always there and
He always provided for every single
need. We experienced many victories
and witnessed many people surrender
their lives to the Lord.

Glen graduated in 1992 and went
to Ukraine on a survey trip. When he
returned, we began deputation.Within
a year and a half, we raised our
support and traveled to Kiev as
missionaries. God is faithful and He
will never suffer His children to walk
alone.


