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Reading Erika Skye’s honest and touching testimony
S

“Disclosure” (FZ 53), really proved to me how much

our prayers can influence the tide of the battle and the
life-changing decisions people make. Our prayers, our

S

phOTO pae- heartcries and tears, can make the difference between
' spiritual life and death for someone! And her life is so
beautiful! Also her testimony, “As Diamond Tears” (FZ

46), was from the soul of a true missionary with a

wonderfully broken heart from the Lord’s hand!

T_h;; Final S’rréch!: ~3
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To everything there is a beginning ... and an end! The Free Zine, having started over four and a hal
years ago, isnow coming down the final stretch; in fact, there is just one more edition after this. The ending
of the Zine will make way for a new mag, though.— A new, exciting, highly illustrated comic magazine,
with a mix of some existing publications as well as entirely new material! Also featured will be a new
cartoon series by David Komic to kick off this new comic mag. There’s a lot in store; stay tuned!

We're going to miss all of you. Well, not really, since we're still here, and we’ll be redirecting our skills
and energy into this new comic mag. It's the happening thing now! You’ve been great contributors and
readers over these past years. The last Zine, reaching you in July, will be a farewell from all the current
Zine team. Also included will be a history of the Zine—from its start to its end. Don’t miss the concluding
Zinetoon either!

Here’s an excerpt of what the Lord had to say in regards to the Zine ending: “I ordained the Zine for a
time and a season, to perform the work I destined it for, to fulfill its course. Now it has brought forth the
fruit I desired, it has been the inspiration to those in need, and it is now time to look to new horizons, to
begin something new. As the Zine concludes its time on the Family stage, I will open the door for new
projects, for a new mag, and through other magazines and avenues I will continue to give the young
people the material they need.”

We'd like to put a plug in for any contributions that you would normally have sent to the Zine.—For
now please do continue to send them to zine@wsfamily.com. Though the Zine will no longer be the Zine,

the material will not be filed away and forgotten ... You never know what new and exciting things are just
around the corner!! So please do continue to send your material to the above e-mail address. We look

Love, your Zine team

forward to hearing from you.

CM/FM | Copyright © 2001 by The Family




In Need of a2

Policeman?

From D] (of Davida), Russia

It was a cold November evening, below minus 20°C outside. My
wife, Davida, had to call her parents in a different country. We're
seven time zones away from them, so the evening made the timing
perfect. I stayed Home with the kids and she went out with Joseph,
our new disciple. They had heard from the Lord about going and had
a prayer of protection for the trip.

Back at home, I was also praying for their safety. All was well, until
two young teenagers entered the small shop where my wife was

- ..‘},- talking with her parents on the payphone. The boys were rowdy and

soon got into an argument with the salesladies. They behaved ( Couldyouplease
continue your

* | disrespectfully and began smoking right inside the shop. After a while Smoking outside.

things were getting out of hand and Joseph politely suggested to the
boys that they could continue smoking outside, as it was getting hard
o to breathe.
I ; This rapidly turned into a conflict. The boys suddenly got very
* upset and lashed out at Joseph with cursing and provoking words.
lr::f’ Though he tried to stay as calm as possible, the youngsters didn’t
want to hear any reason. One of them left and returned shortly with

a whole gang of young teens, provoking Joseph to go outside and have
a fight with them. It was definitely a dangerous situation, as those
rowdy 14- and 15-year-olds often carry knives and Jo wouldn’t have
been able to handle an entire gang on his own.

Davida’s first thought was for them to leave immediately, but then
she asked the Lord what to do, and He told them that they should just
stay calm and wait inside the shop, as it would be unsafe outside in the
dark all alone with this gang around. So they tried to do that and for the
next 20 minutes the main leader of the gang was purposely pestering
Joseph, trying to provoke him to fight. Finally Jo told him that he would
call the police. This aggravated the kid even more and he began calling
Jo bad names.

At exactly the same time this guy was unlashing all these derogatory
anti-police curses on Jo, a huge special police-force officer came into
the shop to buy something. The kid didn’t see him, so he continued
cursing. As soon as the policeman understood what was going on, he
confronted the young gang leader. The gang instantly disappeared
when they realized who this guy was and Joseph and Davida were
able to go home safely! Praise the Lord.

importance of hearing from the Lord. The team was in the
Lord’s will in that place, as they had asked Him specifically
before leaving. Where we live, we often meet rough r"%
personalities. Several jails and prison camps are in our '
area. There was a general amnesty in 2000 in Russia
and about 300,000 light offenders, especially youth, were
released from jails, as there weren’t enough funds to
keep all of them there. This now contributes heavily
to the situation in the faraway towns like ours being
quite unsafe.

Nevertheless it was also a testimony of how the
Lord can protect us even in the midst of adversity,
by sending help, even in the form of a special force
policeman.
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From Natacha (17, of Isaac and Meekness), Reunion Islands
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“Christy Der Kha
Derr”

Christy’s album
Christy Der Kha Der!
(This is Christy!)
was released on
February 20",
2001. The album
features mainly
moh lam songs, in
dialects from the
northern regions of
Thailand, though
there are even some
songs in Khmer and
Laotian—which
needless to say,
aren’t very easy to
sing, even for Thai
people.

From what we've
heard, the album is
selling very well
with most record
store owners saying
they’re sold out.—
The sky is the limit!

=] ot o [




2 qal began at the airport in my home country, Australia,

just before | turned twelve. The words, “It’s not fair! It's
not fair! It's not fairl” were all | could whisper bitterly
under my breath, as | stood alone and watched the
plane take off. The only Family teenagers in the country
were flying away to the Philippines YES. A month\later
they returned with stories of new friends made, new
foods tried, the new country, new experiences, and fun
activities with other teens. | was too young to go—by
just a couple of months.

Twelve wasn't so bad. | mean;-otherthan the fact
that embarrassing things always seemed to be happen-
ing to me. Once | was playing with some other twelve-

year-olds,.and | stepped backwards and tripped over a
low flower garden fence, butt-first into a thorny rose
58 bush. | always laughed it off, along with the other kids, of
. b, S course, but it felt so weird that things like this happened to
By Analk ; ¢, A me on so many occasions.
Or there was the time when | was on the school bus (I went
(25), Ea rth i | to a small Christian school for a couple of years) on the way
i ' home from an outing. The trip was long and there had been no
bathroom breaks, and just ten minutes before the schoolyard came in
sight, | couldn’t hold my bladder any longer. It was so humiliating,

fhe worst

especiallyas the cute guyA had a crush on was sitting at the front of the bus. The kids

T — weren’'t too mean about it—after all, they were Christians and decent enough, |

] suppose—but the snotty principal’s daughter who happened to be in my class, Fiona,
just had to ask me several times the next day, in a high-pitched voice of fake concern,

—— “Have you gotten over your little incident?”

[ ===, Other than several such incidents at the age of twelve, | made it through all right.
Boys didn’t pay any attention to me, though.—I was a skinny, flat-chested, gangly
thing, and it was my’lovely older sister who was always being chased. | didn’t particu-
larly care; twas-atomboy and more into riding a bike, or-climbing a tree with a good
book and an apple than anything else. But you know how, in a movie, the main
character can be driving down some peaceful road, blissfully unaware of some
catastrophe that's just about to catch up with him or her? Well, that catastrophe for
me was turning thirteen, and it was spread out all year long.

First of all, we.moved to a larger house. I'stopped going to that Christian

school after grade six, and did a correspondence course at home. Along with

that | took care of a group of-four little toddler boys almost full time. They
were called “David’s Mighty Men.” They often stretched my patience
to the limit with their endless energy and naughtiness. Yet | loved
the responsibility of taking care of them all by myself.—Many
thanks to their parents for entrusting me with such a responsibil-
ity, as it helped me feel grown up and needed—two desperate
needs in my life.
| had two little bunk beds in my room and they slept in there

18 The Free Zine | Juns 2861 12 the worst ysar...



with me on weeknights. There were many times during that year

when | took a gut-wrenching dive on the|rollér coaster of life, and in retrospect |
see that-some backup in the “David’s Mighty Men” department might have been very
useful.Then.again, maybe it was the responsibility of caring for them day in and day
out that held me together.

At thetime 'my parents lived in that house. Soon, however, | heard that the focus

of the Home would change, that it would in fact become a Teen Home. Unfortu-
nately, | did not yet qualify,.and-it Tooked like | would have to move from this “happen-
ing” place to a nearby house with my parents. It was my mother who saved me from
[ t fﬂ[uut, thnt UJﬂS that “fate” and asked that | be allowed to stay in the new Teen Home.
(Funny,1 can still remember at the age of eight or nine discovering that when

H]U fl[St ugﬂr | Uﬂt ﬂ hlt children grow up they leave their parents.-At the time | remember laying on my bed

uf “Suu unuyﬂs and declaring to the walls with tearful conviction, “Never! | will never leave my

parents!” Well, heh, the condition commonly dubbed “being thirteen” changed that
conviction drastically for me.—Varying conditions including “being eleven,” “being
fourteen” and “being fifteen” cah also have that effect on individuals. For me it just
happened to be thirteen.)

So I'd made it. | was in “the Teen Home”! That was when | remember doing
my first Open Heart Reports. Truly, between the million-deep questions of life that
were springing up within me and relating the-mentally nauseating emotional ups
and downs of my life, | never lacked things to write.

That was the year my-friend, Faithy, and | both had a crush on a fifteen-year-old
named Jamie. Besides my oldest brother, he was the only fifteen-year-old around. He

yaear of gy life

was like a god to me. So knowledgeable. So confident:-So handsome-1wrote a secret
note to him and thrust it into his hand one moonlit evening, confessing my love for
him in a torrent of confused words. Faithy and | wrote the corniest love song ever,
with music and all. | still cringe to think of it.

Later that year, | had a high-pitched argument in the kitchen with Faithy, while.we
were wrapping up dinner dishes. | thought she was being a snob, and I can only
imagine what she thought of me. | can’t even remember what we argued about, but
within the course of about fifteen seconds we were each trying to talk—or rather
shout—at each other at the same time and-l-decided this unfruitful communication
needed to end right then ... with a smart slap across her cheek. She looked shocked
for just a.second before-she lifted the plastic disinfectant.spray bottle high over her
head; but when she tried to strike me back | was too quick) and | stopped her arm.

My brattish victory was short.lived, however, as another teen that had overheard
our little catfight called our teen shepherds—one of which was Faithy’s father—who
asked us to write up our account of\what happened. | was totally unrepentant and
wrote just what | thought of Faithy,. in sordid detail. I've no idea what she wrote about
me, but it wasn't long before we were sitting down-and receiving a short lecture,
after which we each received further punishment. This infuriated my now-stinging
adolescent ego. | stomped out of the room immediately afterward and the other
shepherd had to call after me that we weren‘t done yet. We still each had to pray a
prayer asking the Lord to forgive us.

Somehow in my adelescent mentality | felt the whole punishment was unjust,
though come to think of it now, Faithy received the same punishment as | did, and
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I discovered that they had drawn a clumsy circle around one of my b
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| had to do something about myself. | was
beginning to care that | didn't have a
boyfriend. The teens from the U.S. and some of
us put together a little singing group. We would
go down to Circular Quay where the ferries were
based in Sydney Harbor. We'd sing on the
boardwalk as well as on the half-hour ferry trips
across the bay. | was still awkward around boys. One
day after busking at Circular Quay, the American guy
who tagged along with their family, Victor, suggested
maybe we could go out and see a movie together
sometime. | was tongue tied, and kicked myself later that |
hadn’t accepted the offer of such a simple, boyfriend-girlfriend-
type thing, and from such a cute guy! Before | knew it, he was gone.

' wasn't a stranger to sickness. | seemed to magnetically draw stomach
bugs and other various sicknesses to myself. Once that year | burst a blood
vessel under the skin near my mouth, as a result of vomiting so much—the
kind of vomiting where you have to lean over a toilet and heave your guts
out even though you have no food in your stomach, and you have to quickly
drink water after every bout so that you don’t actually spew out your insides.
It's kind of tiring.

On another occasion, when | had some unknown sickness that left me in
bed with a fever, | was plagued by a nightmare that made me run, half awake,
all the way through the house down the stairs, out the back door, into the
backyard, then over the fence into our neighbor’s backyard and on through
two more empty lots, scratching my legs on bushes and thorns all along the
way. (Thankfully, the weather was slightly cooler and | was wearing a long
nightshirt.) By the time | was truly awake | was already cowering in our
backyard, but the nightmare was as real as ever. Once | had gotten a grip on
my fear, through prayer, | walked back home and into the bedroom where |

awoke an astonished teen shepherdess. | didn’t have a clue why it had
happened. No scary movies or anything else to trigger it. | was used to
having bad dreams as a child, but as a teenager they had lessened. It was
just another attack of the Enemy, yet something that made me aware of
the need for angelic protection and keeping my spiritual guard up.

My basic image was intact. | still had my friends, Myrth and Sia. But the
day came that they had to leave the country (incidentally, they wrote me
from the States for a few months but later | heard they had decided not to
serve the Lord any more). After visiting their house to say one last goodbye, |
cried my eyes out on the way home. My world was shattering again and the
future loomed like an empty, dark canyon in front of me. Who was | going to
become? What was | going to do? Those were constant questions in my
mind. Soon afterwards my idolized older brother, as well as Jamie, went to
Macau. Again | was crushed; | felt stuck and left behind. By then | was well
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into fourteen, with many adventures ahead.

This isnt one of those sob story accounts where the bitter person decides that

the entire world is to blame for every cloud that ever darkened the horizon of her life.
| don’t even think my life at thirteen—speaking of physical circumstances—was all that

bad. | was a tough kid! There were bright spots and fun moments. So why drag you

through all the above? | don’t think | have the market on rough times, by any means.

I'm sure lots of former-thirteen-year-olds could top my stories if they sat down for a

minute to think about it. Or maybe your “worst” year was a different age. Maybe
you're experiencing your worst year right now.

Thepoint of all this is that now that I'm a bit further up the mountain (and yes, |

know that when you're thirteen, someone who's twenty-five seems like an ancient

of days, but believe me, being thirteen is still fresh in my memory), | can look back
downand see that yes, there were some long stretches of dark tunnel in that bit of

the road. There were long stretches of dark tunnel further up the road too—for

example 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20 and 21, and ves, even the last few years, have all had
their share of hardship. But what | see now from my vantage point is that no tunnel
lasted forever. | always came out into the sunshine sooner or later. Somehow | think

those tunnels were timed and spaced just right, too.

but for some reason | was reflecting on it recently. | asked myself, Since thirteen
really was the worst year, how did they det better? And now that I'm through that
particularly long stretch of tunnel, what do | see in retrospect?

| know one thing that | do see. “Holding on” just means doing what you‘re

doing. It means trusting that if you just keep going—don’t give up or quit or end your
life—you’ll come out of the dark tunnel you're in soon.

I've always hated the word “soon” because it never seems to come along fast
enough. A month can seem like ten years sometimes. Especially in my teens,
everything | wanted and was waiting for took way too long to happen. But hey, here
I am! | have survived. As | held on—without even knowing that | was holding on—the
Lord came through for me. He was always there with me, and the more | get to know
Him better, the more | believe that every single part of my life is for a purpose.

I’'m not a complete human, by any means. | still feel like a kid in many ways.
There are so many things | haven't tried or done yet, including (not in any particular
order) a trip to the Mideast, skydiving, learning five other languages (“dreamin‘l”)
getting married, having kids, and receiving ten more spirit-story novels. But that’s
okay. The day | stop learning new things will be the day | die inside.

| did gain something from that confusing tangle of a year when | was thirteen—
even if it took me about ten years to realize what it was. | gained the knowledge that
the Lord does keep His promises. He will bring me through, every single time. Every
year since thirteen that I've had some terrible heartbreak or experienced the dashing
to pieces of my hopes and dreams, I've been reminded of that fact, once the sun was
shining again. Now, finally, | see a pattern. “It comes to pass, not to stay.”

I know just my telling you this stuff isn't going to make your own tunnels shorter.
But if you're in the middle of a tunnel right now and it helps you to take heart, maybe
even to speed up a little so you can come out into the sunshine of Jesus’ love sooner,
well, I'm happy. W
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