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This book is dedicated to…

 
David—Jesus loves you, and I am able to love you with His love.

 
My parents—Thank you for believing in God’s calling.

 
My Haitian children—You are always in my heart.

My nieces and nephews—I love you! Always look to the One 
who loves you with an everlasting love.
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Introduction
You are holding a book that will take you on adventures across 

the ocean, invite you into the secret place of my home, and 
share with you the darkest night of my life. In a way you are 
holding my heart in your hands. I have always loved reading stories 
of people whose simple faith in Christ moved insurmountable 
mountains. What an adventurous life they lived and what stories 
they could share! It became my dream to share about the greatness 
of our God. 

You will quickly see that I am an imperfect vessel, and my 
hope is that through these adventures, mountains, and valleys, you 
will see the masterful Author who walked on earth as our perfect 
example (Hebrews 12:2). I hope that you will see His boundless 
love for you that reaches to the heavens (Psalm 36:5). I pray that as 
you join me on the dusty streets of Léogâne and on the beaches of 
Oʻahu, you will be transformed as I was by an encounter with the 
living God. This is a story about God—my salvation; missions—my 
calling; a man—to love. 





xi

We have this hope as an anchor for the soul, firm and secure.
It enters into the inner sanctuary

behind the curtain.
Hebrews 6:9
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Chapter One
Screaming in Desperation

Lord, You have given us the name Christian; 
now give us strength to carry it.

a haitian prayer

T he truck jolted, and I opened my eyes as a gunman with a 
bandanna over his face approached our pickup, motioning 

for the driver to roll down his window. The sweltering Haitian heat 
flooded through the opened window. Without time to process, I 
turned to my right, and life began to move in slow motion. Another 
man approached our vehicle and motioned his pistol in a circle—a 
silent but clear command. Without hesitation I obeyed.

I gazed at the dashboard in front of me, sensing the metal of 
the handgun near my head. My breathing became shallow as my 
chest tightened. Frozen in place, I held my head high as my eyes 
shifted into tunnel vision. What do they want? I thought about my 
children in Léogâne and my family in Minnesota. Will I ever see 
them again?
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My numbed senses immediately snapped back. Without 
moving, I slowly shifted my eyes to my left. The driver frantically 
pulled out dollar bills and gourdes (Haitian currency) onto his lap, 
then turned his pockets inside out. The gunman snatched up his 
plunder. Suddenly the weight of my cell phone lifted from my lap. 
Will he be satisfied? What if they abduct me? I sat painfully still and 
slowly shifted my eyes to my right. I could see only the top portion 
of my captor’s face. His dark eyes were inches from mine. I memo-
rized his features and read his eyes intently. They were screaming—
screaming out in desperation.

I wondered if bystanders were taking cover, but I dared not 
observe what was happening outside the truck. I wanted to disap-
pear—to become invisible to our captors. But I wasn’t invisible; I 
was wholly in their presence.

Suddenly their shadows shifted as they stepped back and away 
from the front of the pickup. We waited several moments. Then, 
without warning, my driver slammed on the gas. Moments after 
our escape, loud gunshots sounded. I ducked, wondering if they 
were shooting at us, at bystanders, or at the sky in defiance. Were we 
allowed to leave? Or had my driver made this erratic decision?

As we raced down the street, I turned to my alarmed chauffeur. 
His hands squeezed the steering wheel, and he was leaning forward, 
as if his posture would help us speed away faster. His eyes stared 
with intense concentration as he drove frantically down the street.

I tried to catch my breath and spewed out in Haitian Creole, 
“Paspò mwen nan sache’m. M’konnen yo te prann li!” (My passport is 
in my backpack, and I know that they took it!)

My driver’s face morphed into a look of annoyance as he con-
tinued clenching the wheel with his left hand and stared down the 
road. His right hand moved up and down from the steering wheel 
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as he explained that I should always keep my passport on me. As he 
lectured, my mind drifted off. How will I get home? I thought about 
having to go to the U.S. Embassy. How long will I be here before I’m 
allowed to leave? Where will I stay as I wait for a new passport? 

Suddenly I felt the truck slow down as we turned and pulled 
into the airport terminal. Just as we stopped, I quickly jumped out 
of my seat and rushed to the back of the truck. I stood at the rear 
of the pickup and stared in disbelief at my backpack, sitting right 
where I had left it. Why hadn’t they taken it? I didn’t have time for 
questions, and I grabbed for it. My translator reassured me that all 
my belongings remained in the bag.

“They were going to take it,” my translator Sonson relayed to 
me wide-eyed. “But I told them, ‘You cannot take this bag!’”

I nodded, shocked that it was in my hands, not theirs.
“Mèsi, zanmi’m.” (Thank you, my friend.) I refocused my at-

tention and walked toward the airport entrance. Airport secu-
rity greeted me at the entryway and scanned my bag as I walked 
through the metal detector. I went to the front counter to receive 
my flight documents and handed my passport to the agent at the 
counter.

My eyes felt glazed over. She casually handed me my boarding 
pass and sent me on my way. I tried to smile back, although I’m 
not sure I succeeded.

“Mèsi,” I mumbled, and then walked to the lobby.
I spotted a cushioned chair, walked over to it, and sat down. 

Leaning my head back, I closed my eyes and tried to process what 
had just happened. Lord, thank You for Your protection. I had heard 
of the real nightmare of Americans being abducted in Port-au-
Prince for ransom. I also knew that traveling in Haiti as a single 
Caucasian female was risky, but I always believed that the Lord 
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would protect me. In fact, it seemed as if I had a supernatural cov-
ering over me that made my belongings and body invisible to the 
bandits.

I clenched my backpack closer to my chest with my invaluable 
passport in hand. Psalm 91:1 flashed into my mind: “Whoever 
dwells in the shelter of the Most High will abide in the shadow of 
the Almighty.” Perhaps I wasn’t invisible—but in the shadow of my 
God. I breathed in deeply, with a new appreciation for His protec-
tion and the precious opportunity to live.

Jim and Elisabeth Elliot came to mind, great heroes of the 
faith. Were they prepared for death on the day that Jim was speared? 
Their goal in Ecuador was to share the gospel with an unreached, 
indigenous tribe—the hostile Aucas. Their team members had 
made friendly contact from an airplane, but when Jim and four 
other missionaries landed and approached the villagers, they were 
speared to death. Jim was twenty-eight years old—a couple of years 
older than me—when he was martyred by people he loved for a 
message that embodied the greatest love.

What I found even more incredible about the Elliots’ story 
was Elisabeth’s return to the tribe, taking along her ten-month-
old daughter. They lived and served the Auca people for two more 
years. Jim and Elisabeth Elliot became an inspiration to thousands 
because of their bold and authentic faith.

Along those lines, Jim once said, “He is no fool who gives that 
which he cannot keep to gain that which he cannot lose.” He be-
lieved in a message for which he laid down his life. This message 
was so deep that it had eternal significance, yet so simple even a 
child could understand it. As the children’s song says, “Jesus loves 
me! This I know, for the Bible tells me so.”

My thoughts turned once again, drifting back to reality as I 
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opened my eyes and took notice of my surroundings. The airport 
was swarming with people preparing to leave Haiti for other 
places. As I watched people pass by, gratitude filled my heart. I 
loved Haiti, but the safety of U.S. soil had never sounded better. I 
thought about getting to see my family again—an experience Jim 
Elliot wasn’t given. Yet Jim’s selfless act of love for others provided 
an opportunity for hundreds of Aucas to give their lives to Christ. 
He lived out what Paul said in Philippians 1:21, “For to me, to live 
is Christ and to die is gain.”

I knew that Jesus was worth my life—but this was something I 
hadn’t always believed.

Reflection

• Do you think sharing the gospel is worth risking your life?
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• What do you think about those who’ve given their lives 
for the gospel?

Meditation

Go into all the world and proclaim the gospel to the 
whole creation (Mark 16:15).

And I heard the voice of the Lord saying, “Whom shall 
I send, and who will go for us?” Then I said, “Here I am! 
Send me” (Isaiah 6:8).

Therefore go and make disciples of all nations, baptizing 
them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of 
the Holy Spirit (Matthew 28:19 niv).


