
    Introduction

    (Window or mirror? In any case, a frame, so to speak, an introduction.)

    So, I would like to introduce, or set the stage for, the following many short stories. These tales were inspired by a very deep friendship. It was a tremendous experience to be in unity with someone with whom our common ground, our meeting point, was the experience of coming to faith and the unfolding of biblical verses. It was wonderful to see how the life and personality of a person who had come to a living faith changed. I was able to witness this transformation. Unfortunately, less than two years after his conversion, he died unexpectedly. Even before that, we talked a great deal about how we could, so to speak, “sneak” the Bible verses into the “public consciousness.” This book serves that purpose, because we have come to believe that if someone is able to read with interest and immerse themselves in a particular verse, it has an impact on that person, on the reader of the verse—they cannot “escape” it. They cannot escape the connection that is formed between the living God and the individual. This relationship is healing in and of itself. This is what I want to convey.

    I, myself, am a good example of how the Lord is able to build me up, lift me out of rejection, and establish me. His love became my sure foundation, carrying me through parental rejection and all the pitfalls of life generated by a hunger for love.

    The Lord has cared for me wonderfully, intervening in my life countless times. The parents of a childhood friend of mine were pastors, and I am convinced that they prayed constantly for me, and later for us; that is why, I believe, my eldest son became a pastor. What was good in my childhood is connected to them.

    I wasn’t a believer, nor were my parents. I had no answers to life’s problems. I went through countless hardships, spiritual torment, and anguish—I think now that many people walk the same path, because without faith, very few can get through this life. There is no strategy for a solution, no good example either, only pain. God brought me out of that state; I began a completely new life with Him in another city with just a small handbag and three children, leaving behind everything I had known until then.

    Here, at this point, the Lord’s care, love, and miracle appeared again. I got on a train because I had received an address to find them—strangers—because they were normal. Yes. I put the note away, got on the train with the children, and when we arrived at the address, I rang the doorbell. A pastor’s residence in Pécs, south of Hungary. The entryway was full of suitcases. Why? They were supposed to go on vacation that morning, but the Lord wouldn’t let them leave; they were waiting. They had no idea what for, they just felt they couldn’t leave—not yet. Then somehow, they became our new family. I am convinced that their prayers sustained and shaped our lives.

    Then a young Pentecostal pastor came to my workplace. I didn’t know what that was. He didn’t give up; he kept explaining until I understood. Or rather, until my ego loosened its grip enough for me to become receptive to the touch of the Holy Spirit. A Roma congregation also played a major role in this process of letting go of my ego—their sincere, complete openness, the way they were able to receive God’s Word and join in the praise with their whole hearts. This is special.

    My Pentecostal pastor colleague was also Roma; he held services in a small village. One Saturday, the sermon was based on this passage:

    “I am the gate; whoever enters through me will be saved. They will come in and go out and find pasture.”

    John 10:9 (Károli)

    That day, he lay down at the entrance to the hall, blocking the door, and we could only enter by stepping over our pastor’s body. Well, what can I say, this scripture became memorable, it came alive. Today, this pastor is an internationally renowned preacher who serves in Canada, the United States, and Africa.

    The Lord wonderfully builds up the believer who, so to speak, “lets himself be.” He lets himself be touched, lets God’s Spirit live within him; he lets himself be set on fire at times; he lets it happen and longs for the anointing to flow upon him. I used to attend a church where the Holy Spirit would regularly descend during worship; the anointing washed over me, healed me, cleansed me, and purified me.

    I recently made a drawing, and it best reflects, even without words, who I have become through God. A drawing, a line in the middle of the page, and like on a card, the drawing above is almost repeated—but only almost. What is in the drawing? Above, a girl stands in her everyday life, but she is smiling. She stands next to a tree, the sun shining on her. Below her, beneath the line, is the same girl, but larger, stronger. Their feet touch, their clothes and faces are the same, but the girl below is radiant, and this radiance fills the space there. She holds a large heart in between her hands. I wanted to convey that yes, this is me, I stand firm in my daily life, but I draw my strength from my inner world; my foundation lies within, and it is stronger, greater than the external world in which I must perform. This is what makes my external life work—this radiant inner life that I receive from God, that I let into myself, that I allow to flow through my inner being.

    In the words of my pastor: “Let God’s Word strengthen you, build you up, and give you an inheritance”!

    Finally, I would like to share the hymn that my fellow believer and dear friend, the basket weaver, and I wrote together—or rather, the three of us, since without the Holy Spirit, this hymn could not have come into being. I’m sorry you can’t hear it when my pastor plays the guitar, and my daughter sings it at my workplace.

    
      

    

    There is no outside or above,

    There is no distance,

    Because you are here in my heart.

    My innermost being, my very essence

    Is the dwelling place of your spirit.

    You in me, I in You,

    You gave me of your Spirit.

    Everything has been renewed, I have been born anew,

    My Lord, my God!

    There is no outside and no above,

    There is no distance,

    For You are here in my heart.

    When I seek You, I must go within,

    You dwell there, my God.

    You in me, I in You,

    Thus, our spirits are intertwined,

    I breathe in You, Lord,

    I delight only in You.

    There is no outside or above,

    There is no distance,

    For You are here in my heart,

    Everything in me is Yours,

    My whole being is your dwelling place.

    And so let the stories begin! In strict chronological order, divided into Parts I and II.

    The titles of the two books are:

    
      
        	
          
            The Willow Weaver and God
          

        

        	
          
            My Heart opened wide
          

        

      

    

    I pray that they may bring blessings, faith, and curiosity to you, so that you would explore in depth the one Living God, the Lord Jesus Himself, and the Comforter, the dear Holy Spirit! Blessings, dear Reader!
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