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I DEDICATE THIS BOOK to my husband and God’s man, Ronnie Calloway, and our beautiful daughters, Margo Smith, Rhonda Williams, and Chaunci Clough.

Ronnie, I am overwhelmed when I think of how deeply and tenderly you have loved and supported me for the past ten years. You are the one who told me, constantly, what a great writer I was. You are the one who gave me the freedom and trust to write whatever I felt necessary in this book. You are the one who has yet to read one page of the book, and yet have financed me all the way. I’ll thank God for you until my dying day and pray that this book will allow people to see what a mighty man of God you are.

Margo, Rhonda, and Chaunci, I dedicate this book to you because all three of you have been the sunshine of my life. I want to convey to you, through the completion of this book, that you can do and be all that God is calling you to be. I want you to remember that through Christ ALL things are possible. I have always loved you girls with all that I am. I’m thankful to God for everyday that you have inspired me to live this abundant life because I have you. I pray that I have inspired you–as Mama inspired me–to give my grandchildren Jesus Christ. He will never leave them or forsake them, but will walk them through their lives in victory. 

Publisher’s Note
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IN MY OPINION, GOOD writing is not only how you choose to say what you say, but WHAT you choose to say. I thought you did an excellent job of choosing the content. Your ability to express how you felt and how things made you feel is very impressive. The way the book was structured was excellent. Your writing style made for a very interesting book. The little asides you took were great... just enough... not too much. You added just enough spice to make the book more palatable... while remaining tasteful. The book was heart-wrenching where it needed to be, heart-warming where it needed to be, hearty where it needed to be, and heartfelt where it needed to be. Your story had so many levels, it is sure to minister to a wide variety of people. In the end, no matter what kind of trouble the reader may have, the answer is “Love does not let you go.” Well done!

Kimberly Stewart
President
Christian Living Books, Inc.
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THE MORNING DAWNED. As I open my eyes, immediately my heart pounds within me like a big bass drum. I have the stark realization that this is The Day, April l9, l996; this is actually the day.

I lay there motionless as several thoughts try to crowd my mind at once: “What in the world are you doing? Are you sure you want to go through with this? How do you know he has really changed? What if he hurts you again? You’ve been doing just fine on your own. How did all of this happen anyway? Almost everybody says you’re crazy. Are you crazy?”

“Stop, Stop, Stop. I have to stop thinking these thoughts. Get a hold of yourself, Jackie; get a grip!” This is the day the Lord has made and I will rejoice and be glad in it.”

“But I wonder if he’s thinking the same thing? I wonder if he’s having second thoughts about marrying me. I wonder if he’s doing this to pay me back–to hurt me again.”

“Oh God, have mercy on me,” I cry as I clutch my head. It seems as if the devil is sitting on my chest, hurling negative thoughts at my head–one after another... after another. But, I cast down all these imaginations and every high thing that would exalt itself against the knowledge of God. And I bring every thought into captivity of Jesus Christ.  “God I know you told me to listen to Ronnie; I know You did.” 

Again, I lay motionless. I began to pray, “Dear God, I come to You this morning, in the name of Jesus. Lord, I present my body a living sacrifice, holy and acceptable unto You which is my reasonable service. I’ll be not conformed to this would, but I’ll be transformed by the renewing of my mind. And Lord, I’ll not think more highly of myself than I ought to think, but I will think, only those thoughts you would have me to think. Lord, this is the day that You have made, I will rejoice and be glad in it. Lord, if I’m not supposed to marry Ronnie Calloway tonight, You show me. Even if it’s at the altar, Lord, You show me and I’ll turn around. Father, my only desire is to do Your will.”

“Lord, it’s remarkable that this is happening. I never dreamed in a million years that I would be in this place today. Father You are Somebody. You are great and You do wondrous things. You are God all by Yourself. Lord, I know it was just the devil throwing that doubt at me when I first woke up. I’m not ignorant of his devices. Lord, I know You ordained this day before the foundation of the world. I surrender my will to You. Thank You, Father, for being in relentless pursuit of both of us–though we tried to go in different directions. But, today I lay here face to face with the Love, Your Love that would not let me go. I pray, in Jesus’ name. Thank You Father, Amen.”

“Oh, I have so much to do today, let me get up.” 

It’s amazing what happens to me when I pray. Prayer is like removing a big medicine ball that has been lying on my chest for days. I take that ball and with all my might, I toss it to Him. What a relief! All of the pressure is off of me and on to someone who wants it, and can handle it. Whew! 

As I brush my teeth, I look into the mirror. “Jackie Calloway, today is your wedding day girl. Whatcha think about that?” I’m just in awe at what God can do when we cooperate with Him. He is allowing me to marry the very best. The man He wants me to marry. To me, Ronnie is the most wonderful, God fearing, loving, gentle, kind, tenderhearted, handsome man on this earth. A man who loves God more than he loves me–which causes him to love me as Christ loves the church. 

“Jackie, your eyes are so bright this morning full of wonder and expectation. These eyes are so unlike the eyes you’ve seen in the mirror in the past. Those eyes were sad, and sometimes full of hurt and tears. But this is a new day, girl! There’ll be no more tears and sorrow. Well, not today anyway. Jackie, you actually look happy and joyful. There is a glow that radiates from your cheeks.”

Oh, my heart is pounding again like that big bass drum, but this time it’s with excitement. I am so happy.

“Now, I have to get all of my things together and go to the Marriott Hotel, where we will spend our wedding night. Tomorrow, we will fly to San Diego for our honeymoon. Can you stand it? Be still my heart. This is so much fun.

“Okay, where is my list? Get my stockings, nail polish, shoes, perfume, negligee–yes, the cute, little, sexy, black, see-through, snap-between-the-legs negligee! Ronnie will love it. I can just see his eyes now, as big as cups, and he’ll have a grin as wide as a saucer. Can you stand it? We are going to have the time of our lives. Yahoo!

“Oh Lord, forgive me, but it is still hard for me to believe that I am getting married tonight. I am getting married tonight for the second time... to the same man. The same man I was married to for twenty-eight long years before our devastating divorce. The same man that lied to me, was unfaithful to me over and over again, caused us to lose our home, disappointed and betrayed our children and me. How could I be happy about marrying him again after all he took me through?” 
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The Spirit that Changes Our Lives
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I REMEMBER VIVIDLY our first wedding day, back in 1965. It was a different scene and a different story. I was only nineteen years old; Ronnie was twenty-one. And, we knew absolutely nothing about anything. I was saved; Ronnie wasn’t; We had never heard of being unequally yoked together (2 Cor. 6:4). Even though I grew up in the Baptist church, I did not understand the scriptures for myself. I had been preached to but never taught. We were getting married having only known each other for one month. All we knew was we were both grown and on our own and my Mama gave us her blessing.

Ronnie told me he had never met a girl he thought he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. Therefore, he wanted to marry me... as soon as possible. Being the country girl from West Virginia that I was, the attention was flattering and almost irresistible.

Why do I say almost irresistible? Because when I was about ten years old, an old woman, Mrs. Washington, told me, “Jackie, if you pray and ask God to send you the husband He has for you, He will send him and you won’t get a divorce.” So, when Ronnie asked me to marry him, I prayed and asked God if this was that man. He said yes. That’s why I said yes to Ronnie so quickly. God did not tell me to marry him. I believe He wanted Ronnie born again first, but that didn’t happen.

On our first wedding day, as I was getting dressed, I remember looking out of the window of the church. I saw Ronnie and his best man drinking whiskey from a bottle in a paper bag... in front of the church. I should have known right then that we would have a bumpy road ahead. We did indeed. 

You’ve Been Whipped

The first two years were actually very good for me. Ronnie treated me kindly and as though he really did love me. When our daughter, Rhonda, was born, he said, “Now I know what love really is.” He did not have a clue what real love was yet. His lifestyle displayed the opposite of true love. There were other women, even then. I was so naïve that I believed everything he told me. There were always unexplained absences. He would say, “I’m going to the store” or “I have to make a run” and would be gone four and five hours at a time. This, mind you, happened almost every day. I’m sure some of those women he was with are reading this book right now. 

By the time our youngest daughter, Chaunci, was born in l969, things were real shaky, to say the least. People came to my house to tell me who Ronnie was doing this week. He would stay out all night, come home smelling like perfume, and tell me it was all in my mind. Within a few months, I became very ill from the stress of it all. I went from one hundred and forty pounds to one hundred and six pounds. I am five feet seven inches tall. 

During that time, I went home to visit my mother in Huntington, West Virginia. When she saw how thin and stressed I looked she said, “What has happened to you? I wouldn’t let a man do me like this.” 

I said, “Oh Mama, I just worry about things more than I should. At least he’s not beating me. I have some girlfriends who are being whipped for breakfast, lunch and dinner.” 

She said, “Uh, you’ve been whipped and don’t know it.” That statement slapped me into reality.  

I Had Another Lover

When I got filled with the Holy Spirit in 1974, my life began to change for the better. After that life-changing event, I began to have a revelation of who Jesus is, and who I am in Him. 

I never knew anything about being filled with the Holy Spirit. When I was a teenager, I did ask my Baptist pastor about speaking in other tongues. He told me that all of those upper room disciples in the book of Acts were from different countries and they were speaking in their native tongues. Not true. All the disciples were Jewish and from that area. Nonetheless, as they began to speak in other tongues, the people who were outside the upper room heard their native tongues coming from the mouths of these unlearned men. 

All I know is when I saw that our lives were going to pot, I knew the only one Who could save us and our marriage was the Lord Jesus Christ. I prayed and asked Him to please help us.

I think it was the next day, Sandra True, an old girlfriend of mine, whom I had not seen for months, came to my house. As we were catching up on each other’s lives, she told me I needed to be filled with the Holy Ghost. I told her, with my hand on my hip, “I am filled with the Holy Ghost. The Lord answers my prayers.” She asked, “With the evidence of speaking in other tongues?”

“I don’t know about any speaking in other tongues,” I retorted, “but I know I’m filled with the Holy Ghost.” When Sandra left my house, however, I was so desperate that I went into the bathroom and prayed. “Lord, what is this talking in tongues thing? Is that of You? You know Lord, I want all of You that I can get or Ronnie and I are not going to make it.”

Well, to my surprise, I came right out of the bathroom to a preacher teaching on the radio about being filled with the Holy Spirit with the evidence of speaking in other tongues. I was absolutely floored. I sat down and listened intently with my Bible in hand. I found out that it is scriptural to talk in other tongues, according to Acts chapter two–and in many other places in the New Testament. I was so excited. 

Immediately, I prayed, asking the Lord to fill me with the Holy Spirit... and nothing happened. For weeks, I went to church service after church service trying, to get filled with the Holy Spirit... but nothing happened.

A few weeks passed and my children became very close with Sandra’s children. Our children were the same age and played together often. One day, Sandra called and said she was sending my children home and that they had a surprise for me. When I saw them coming down the street, I could see there was something different about them. They seemed to be glowing. When they got to me they said, “Mom, we got filled with the Holy Ghost.” They began to speak in other tongues. They were six and nine years old.

Again, I was floored. But this time I was upset. “Why can’t I get filled with the Spirit? What’s wrong with me?” Of course, I thought of everything. I’m not good enough; there is still sin in my life; maybe I need to tarry.” I wanted to be filled with the Spirit so badly that I told the Lord, “If you don’t fill me with Your Spirit, I don’t want to live.” I’ve learned that sometimes we can say some stupid things in desperation. I’m sure our Father says, “I know she didn’t go there did she?” But I really meant that. I was so hungry for all of what God had for me that I knew I couldn’t have peace until it happened. 

But then... I was in my bedroom, listening to R.W. Shambauch on the radio. He said, “If you want to be filled with the Holy Ghost with the evidence of speaking in other tongues, lay your hand on this radio, in faith, as a point of contact.” For the first time I heard the words, in faith. In obedience to the preacher, I laid my hands on that radio, in faith, and the Lord filled me with the Holy Ghost and I went to my knees speaking in other tongues. 

I’m telling you I felt like a balloon had been blown up inside of me. I looked outside and the trees seemed greener, the sky seemed bluer, and everything seemed brighter. I know that doesn’t happen to everyone; I just wanted to tell you how it happened to me. 

I was so excited that I went to Sandra’s house. When she opened the door, I began speaking in tongues. She screamed and shouted and thanked the Lord. 

My life has never been the same. The first dramatic change I noticed was the peace and calm that flooded my soul, my mind, my will, my emotions. The next dramatic change was how the Bible came alive to me. I had memorized scripture as a child and could quote it to you by rote. But, for the first time, I actually knew what it meant. I had an insatiable hunger for the Word. I couldn’t get enough. I spent approximately eight hours a day studying the Bible for about three months. I was consumed and loving every minute of it. 

The one healthy thing this immersion in the Bible did for me was to take my focus off of Ronnie and all of his faults. I had another lover, Christ Jesus. Ronnie was glad for me, but he was so wrapped up in himself and what he wanted to do, he really didn’t care. 

You see, he was in adultery, doing drugs and having fun. He always prided himself on being able to keep what he was doing from me. Nevertheless, every once in a while, somebody would come to the house and tell on him. Besides, I really didn’t want to know. 

Now that I was learning so much and growing in the things of God, I began to feel sorry for Ronnie. I said, “Lord, You have got to save Ronnie and fill him with the Holy Ghost.” He said to me, “I will save him and fill him and you will have to trot to keep up with him–if you do what I tell you to do.” 

Praise God! The adventure
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