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Introduction

This book is based on true experiences, so the names of the characters (except Holley and I) have been changed to protect their identity. 

Being Christian, we understand our walk with God is progressive. Sometimes He calls us to do something no one we know has ever done. At first, we may question God, but eventually we realize that functioning in the natural alone is insufficient to produce victorious living. We must embrace the supernatural power God has given us to fulfill His will for our lives and others. Are you willing to be led by the Holy Spirit and journey as Jesus and the apostles did? We were, and we accepted the challenge. Take this supernatural journey with us and share in our experiences. 
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Mission One: No Comfort Zone Training Ground
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Chapter 1

The question is often asked: “How did I get here?” I am a few miles from the next country and about eighteen hundred miles from home. I came to teach others how to live by faith and be spiritually free, but nothing is happening in the way I expected. Here I am sitting in front of a homeless shelter that looks like an enclosed prison. How could this be? I came on this mission trusting and believing in God with full assurance that He would provide for us.

I am not alone. Included on this journey is our blended family: my husband, Holley, and our four children. He is a great man of faith and immediately declares we are not staying here. Right now, he is angry and perplexed, but it does not shake his faith. He instantly goes into a fervent prayer seeking a way out. He is fired up, and God is listening. God knows this is not a typical mission with organizers and sponsors. We used our own money to get here.

We believe God will divinely supply before it is completely gone, especially since He sent us on the mission. Strangely, things start happening to decrease our funds. The car broke down twice, although it was prepared for the trip in advance. School began a month earlier than expected. School supplies and other items had to be bought. More immunizations are needed since we live in a border city. The cost of lodging and food is more than expected, and the list goes on. Now we are in a situation that requires divine intervention. Was God teaching us how to live by the Spirit more? 

Last night we assessed our funds and discussed ways to move forward. We prayed and enquired of the Lord to direct our paths. We checked out of the motel and rode around the city until we were led by the Holy Spirit to stop at the Chamber of Commerce. Two attendants listened very closely as we explained our mission and situation. We believe they are going to refer us to Ministries or Missions. We are stunned when they refer us to the Department of Social Services and a homeless shelter. We have no desire to receive government aid. We see no divine provision in this because anyone who qualifies can receive benefits. We are Ministers who have great faith and have seen miraculous things. Surely God can provide without us having to use these services. Yes, of course He can, but what are we being directed to and why?

As I sat in the car with so many questions running through my mind, I thought about all we gave up coming here. We sold nothing. We desired to be a blessing. We eagerly surrendered our will for this spiritual journey. There is no way we could have ever imagined being here. The people on the shelter grounds look the way I feel. It is easy to see that no one wants to be here. There appear to be people from many walks of life. I wonder if any are criminals on the run. Children are on the playground being watched by their parents. Our older children are observing it all in disbelief. 

After a while, it is clear that nothing is going to happen until we go through the process. I decide to go in. My husband stopped praying long enough to tell one of the boys to go in with me. What an awful experience. I feel many negative emotions upon entering the shelter. It seems like God has let me down. There is a shadow of darkness inside. Perhaps it is the atmosphere of depression or unhappiness of the residents. The workers warmly welcome us, which helps ease some of my stress. I am impressed when asked for identification and social security cards. It is good to know people cannot enter without it. After I completed the registration, the lady informed me that Holley must come in to verify his identity. I say to myself, “Oh well, it´s all over. Where will we stay? He´s not coming in”.  He is still praying when I go back to the car. I interrupt him to relay the message. He says, “We are not staying here.”

Then he astonishes me by going into the shelter. He repeatedly says, "We are not staying here throughout the identification process”. The workers appear puzzled, and one of them suggests touring the shelter in hopes of changing his mind. The worker tells us we will not have to stay in a room with the other residents. We are given the family room, which includes a bathroom. It sounded good, but when we saw the bunk beds with several red fire ants crawling on them, we knew there was no way we could sleep here. Suddenly, a bell rang loudly. The worker smiled and informed us it was dinner time. We gladly follow his lead into the dining area. Holley goes back to the car. The food is so different from what we are accustomed to. It is hard to encourage our children to eat, since I am unfamiliar with most of it. We really feel like foreigners, although we are in our own country.

A few days prior, we were pointed out in grocery stores and other places. As some of the children spotted us, they ran, but came back with more people. We didn´t know exactly how to deal with it. Some of the women seemed friendly as they spoke to us in Spanish, touching our daughters´ ponytails and son´s curly hair. We had no idea what they were saying, but it was clear they meant no harm. Perhaps this was their first time meeting African Americans in person. We had begun to wonder if we were the only African Americans in the city. Anyway, getting back to the shelter, we ate very little and quickly went outside to the playground. I told one of the boys to get the basketball out of the car. I hoped playing basketball would help relieve their stress. Our younger children seemed ok, but the older ones just wanted to go back home. Up until now, they had never resided anywhere else. As I watched my son go to the car, I noticed Holley still praying. I prayed too as I watched the children.

Soon, I noticed a man beside the car talking to Holley. Then Holley motioned for us to come to the car. We wasted no time getting there. What was going on? He told us to get in the car. He said suddenly one of the tires leaked air and would not last through the night. The man he was speaking with happened to be the gatekeeper. He referred him to a repair shop a few miles down the road. He said we would have to come back in the morning, because the gate would be locked in a few minutes. He apologized for the inconvenience, but we are ecstatic. God made a way for us to get out of here!


Chapter 2

Excitedly, we traveled down the road, talking about the recent happenings. How could our tire suddenly go down? There are no logical explanations. It is divine intervention! I wondered what would happen next and how. I am about to find out, as we see the repair shop sign at the entrance of a driveway. The property appears to be residential instead of a business. Holley blew the horn, but no one responded. The vehicles in the yard implied the presence of people. He blew a couple more times and waited. Finally, a man came out with food in his hand. We had interrupted his dinner. Now we knew the reason for the delay. Holley got out and spoke with him. The man took the tire off the car and worked on it. I began praying for housing provision. The Holy Spirit directed me to tell Holley to ask the man if He knew of a place where we could stay. I waved to him, and he came to the car. I told him what was spoken by the Holy Spirit, and he said, “I will ask him when the tire is repaired.” I watched them closely as the repair neared an end. 

I could only read their body language, but it was clear the man was interested. When they finished talking, Holley almost ran to the car. There is a huge smile on his face. He says the repair person is also an overseer of a trailer park down the road, and we can stay there! Wow! What an amazing manifestation of the power of the Holy Spirit! I asked if he had informed the man of our low funds and inability to pay the deposit and rent right now. He said, “Yes, but the man isn´t going to charge us anything.” His plan is to let us stay in one of the trailers that needs repairs and discuss it with the owner, who lives in Mexico. What? How far-reaching is God´s provision for us! He has not only provided in our own country, the United States of America, but also through Mexico, a foreign country we have never visited. This is a personal testimony no one can ever take away, whether it is believable or not. We know the truth because we experienced it. Each person God sends our way leads us to the next person He has prepared to help us. This is a step-by-step, day-by-day process of faith in action. 

As we followed the overseer down the road, I was so in awe of God. He has wondrously orchestrated the way. All we must do is cooperate with whom or whatever He chooses to use. I look forward to meeting the lady the overseer told Holley will befriend us. The trailer we will live in is beside hers. Who is this woman of compassion? The overseer, Mr. Rodriguez, slowed his pickup as we neared a dirt road. Living down a dirt road is something I never thought I would do. I considered myself a city girl. Before the journey, I rejected the idea of living in trailers and modular homes. I preferred brick houses. Now that I had no other choice, my mindset was changing. I didn´t realize it at the time, but God, the Potter, was molding and shaping me for greater service. There was a two-fold purpose for the mission: enlightenment for the people we minister to and us.

The sun is going down as we enter the trailer park. There are a few trailers scattered around. They aren´t in the best condition, but this is home temporarily. Mr. Rodriguez parked in front of the third trailer to the left and got out. A beautiful small-framed lady came outside. She smiled, looking at us periodically while he spoke. Within a few minutes we were introduced to Maria. She welcomed us warmly. She apologized for knowing little English. We apologized for knowing little Spanish. Communicating is going to be challenging. Mr. Rodriguez assured us she would look after us, and he would visit tomorrow. We thanked him and followed her inside our residence. Maria showed us around the two-bedroom trailer. It is small compared to the four-bedroom duplex we rented back home. The older children look at us like we are crazy to be so happy to be in such a place. I was sure we would see more of these looks as we transitioned from one thing to another. It will be years before they understand this is a spiritual journey instead of a typical relocation. Children naturally have little alternative to go where their parents take them. They rarely realize parents have little alternative but to go elsewhere, either. We must go where our vocations carry us if we plan to make it in this life. 

Maria went to her trailer and came back with her arms full of whatever she thought we needed. True to her word, she began teaching us how to say the names of some of the items in Spanish. Her youngest daughter came with her. Her curiosity wouldn´t wait. She was friendly and helpful like her mom. Maria bid us good night and promised to introduce us to the rest of the family the next day. We were so overwhelmed with the love of God that was demonstrated through strangers. We thanked her and tried to bid her good night in Spanish. We messed up badly. Everyone broke out into laughter. She had quite a few more Spanish lessons to teach us.

After eating, we organized and set up for the night. We were tired and ready to rest. As things quieted, I reminisced over the events that brought us here. We were learning how to meet everyday needs through the spirit realm instead of acquiring only through the natural. Where was this journey taking us? How often would we have to function this way? Later, we were awakened by crunching sounds on the floor. What was going on? We turned the lights on and saw the biggest cockroaches ever! We tried to kill them, but some of them flew away! Wow! I didn´t know roaches could fly. Holley and I knocked them out until we saw no more. There definitely was another house for us somewhere in this city. We wouldn´t be
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