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Churches were places we drove past on the way to town.  They were as 

large as barns but usually painted white instead of red.  I’d never actually 

been inside of one, nor to I recall any particular curiosity about what took 

place within them.  They were simply there.  My parents were married in a 

church, but that was the last time they had been. Christian America may 

have been all-pervasive, but in my early childhood it was only background 

scenery.   

The only reason I heard the Gospel at all as a child was because I 

lived in a region that was very cold – in a part of Michigan where we had an 

abundance of snow, wind and ice.  In winter the local churches sponsored a 

Bible club at my primary school that met in a small transportable parked at 

the end of the oval.  In those days children were required to stay outside 

during lunch so the teachers could recover from the morning session and 

brace themselves for the afternoon.  But if you wanted to hear Bible stories, 

every Wednesday you were allowed to go into this special, heated 

transportable for half an hour, before being sent out again to endure the 

last ten minutes of lunch in the biting cold.  I didn’t like the cold.  Snowmen, 

snowball fights, sledding, beautiful landscapes blanketed in snow.  I hated 

it.  When you’re six years old and your feet are nearly frozen through 

because your parents can’t afford proper boots, all you care about is 

surviving recess so you can get back in out of the cold, the wind and the 

snow.  So every Wednesday I went inside to hear Bible stories.  After the 

Bible stories were over we still had to go outside into the cold for another 

ten minutes.  But the Bible story lady always asked if there was anyone 

who wanted to stay and have a prayer with her.    

I was in Year One and wasn’t entirely sure what a prayer was, but it 

didn’t take me long to realise that those who stayed after to have a prayer 

with the Bible story lady didn’t have to go back outside in the cold.  So after 

about four weeks of this routine, when she asked who would like to remain 

after, I raised my hand.  She sat two or three of us down at a little wooden 

table at the back of the room and explained to us in very simple terms that 

Jesus – who I noticed figured in a lot of the stories - had died for our sins, 



which were all the bad things we did.  It seemed like a pretty severe 

punishment for getting angry with my sister and not doing my chores on 

time, but I was glad it was him instead of me.   

‘Do you agree with that?’ the Bible story lady asked.  The correct 

answer that would keep me in from the cold was all too obvious.  She 

continued, ‘And Jesus did this for you because Jesus is God (that was a 

shocker – I was getting my characters all confused now) – and God loves 

you.’ 

 It sounded good to me that God loved me, and I agreed with that as 

well, and not just because I was cold.  Then, with great solemnity she said; 

‘Repeat this prayer after me.’  And she said a little prayer that went 

basically like this; ‘Dear God, I know I’m a sinner.  I ask you to forgive my 

sins, and I put my trust in Jesus as my Saviour.  Amen.’  When you’re six 

years old you tend to do what adults tell you to do, so I said the prayer.  

Then with a beaming smile the Bible story lady proclaimed us all Christians 

and saved, and recorded our names on a little notebook she had lying on 

the table. 

 Well, this all struck me as all very interesting.  I’d never been saved 

before.  So I went home and told my mother and asked her what it meant – 

and hoped that I’d done nothing I would get in trouble for.  My mother, as it 

turned out, had attended a little country Methodist Sunday School as a girl 

and was able to explain to me that I’d put my trust in God.  Because of this I 

was a Christian and when I died I would go to heaven.  This whole thing 

was turning out to be a lot more important than I had thought.  But then I 

began to think, ‘Does it count if I didn’t know what I was saying?’  I only 

stayed after because I was cold and I didn’t want to go back outside.  So I 

thought to myself, ‘This is serious business. I’d better not stuff it up.’  I 

waited seven very long and anxious days for Wednesday to come round 

again. 

 The next week I went again to the Bible club, and again I stayed after.  

The Bible story lady looked at me a long moment, then declared, ‘I 

remember you.  You stayed after last week and got saved.’   

And I said, ‘Yes, I’d like to say the prayer again, please.’   

‘Oh, you can’t say it twice,’ she said.  ‘It only counts once.’   

‘But,’ I protested,  ‘last time I didn’t mean it because I didn’t know 

what I was talking about.’  

She was steadfast. ‘No, you can’t say it again.’   



I was only six, but I felt I had a lot more riding on this than she did, so 

I held my ground, as only a six year old can. ‘I have to say it again,’ I 

demanded.  ‘I won’t leave until I say the prayer again.’   

By now we were running short on time and the Bible story lady was 

clearly becoming flustered as to what to do with me.  Of course, I could’ve 

just said the thing on my own anytime during the last week.  But as far as I 

knew this was the holy place and the appointed time.  If one wanted to be 

saved, this was where and when it had to be.  I knew I had to go back to this 

place and say the prayer again, this time in full knowledge of what it meant.  

Finally she relented and let me say the prayer with the others, but she told 

me she was not going to write my name down in her notebook again.  After 

we finished and she had written down the names of the other children she 

looked at me sternly and warned: ‘You can come back to Bible club next 

week, but you are not allowed to stay after.  Twice is enough for anyone to 

be saved.’ 

I promised I would not stay after again.  That was the last time I was 

saved.  It would have to be enough. 

 


