I HAVE A TESTIMONY

My whole life, from about four and on, I have been going to church.  My mother encouraged us to go to church, but I wouldn’t really say she forced us.  Even though my mother was raised in the church, she didn’t attend church but every once in a blue moon after she became an adult.  I guess that’s because she felt as if she had to go to church or else her mother wouldn’t let her hang out with her friends.  When I was about seven years old, I started singing for a choir of a different church than my mother’s.  We were a great choir and nearly all young adults and children in our small town were a part of the choir.  This is when I became really serious about church.  While growing up, I always had fear of the Lord and knew of his ways, but I would sometimes do things that Christ wouldn’t do.  I would curse people out, and even some grown-ups would encourage me to speak profanity unto others when I was younger.  I also would turn people against others when things didn’t go my way.  I’m so thankful that God has changed me.  I was a very smart child, but I could also be a terrible child at times.  When I became about 10 years old, my sisters and I stopped going to church.  Our excuse was that the choir directors didn’t ever tell us about singing events in time.  Now that I look back over the situation and reexamine it though, I see it as a way that Satan schemed to turn us away from the church.  

After approximately two years of not going to church, God decided it was time to bring his lost sheep back to the pasture.  I was around twelve years old, and these two ladies and a man were going door-to-door witnessing about Christ.  I told them that I knew Christ, but I had strayed from his path.  They had me to repeat the Lord’s Prayer, and I haven’t been the same since.  I won’t say that I dot every i and cross every t, but I try to live the God-designed life.  I went back to the church that I was attending before I quit going, and this time even my mother was attending church.  I no longer sang in the choir though.  I would just sit in the audience and listen to the word.  One Sunday, the pastor said, “If there’s one out there who would like to join the church, we will set out the chairs now.”  I was sitting on the very back pew of the church, and God just began to speak to my heart.  My eyes began to tear up, and God was telling me to go ahead and join.  When I was young, I had always worried about not being a member of a church and not being baptized.  I was afraid that if I didn’t join a church and get baptized soon, I would die and go to hell.  The assistant pastor of the church, then stood behind the roster and said, “God is speaking to someone’s heart right now.  Your crying is a sign of the Lord speaking to you.”  I was obedient to the Lord and joined the church at the age of 12.  Not too long after joining, I became a junior deacon.  I was growing in the Lord greatly.  Only a few years older than some of the children and the same age as others, I began to speak with the youth at the altar.  My assistant pastor told me that I had the gift of speaking inspirational messages unto people. My mother always had told me she had given me back to the Lord while I was in her womb because she was under so much stress, so I knew God planned to use me in some way.  I’m still at the same church that I joined, and I still speak God’s word unto the youth for a few minutes on Sundays when I’m down that way.  I have been living for the Lord faithfully every since I was 12, and I have no regrets.

Now, to transition into a recent testimony, I would like to speak of my brother’s death.  My sister called me and said, “I have bad news for you, Rashad.”  I was like, “What?  What?”  The first thing that came to my mind was death, but I didn’t know who.  She then said, “One of your brothers died.”  My heart dropped, and I said, “Which one?”  She then told me it was my oldest brother, Ronzell, who had died.  I hadn’t seen my brother in a while, but my mother and sister would tell me when he asked about me.  God had lightened my heart instantly after I had found out about my brother’s death.  I wasn’t sure why, until I had arrived at the funeral.  As soon as I opened the obituary, I saw at the bottom where it said, “He dedicated his life back to Christ on August 11, 2006.”  I began to rejoice and realize why God told me not to fret.  My brother’s soul went back to be with our Creator and Heavenly Father.  I must say, I still shed plenty of tears thinking about the good times we had, but I’m reassured that he is in heaven.  I still think of when my brother would tell jokes, and how he showed so much love.  Every day and night, I pray for the salvation of my family members, so to know that my brother had became a serious soldier for the Lord made me extremely happy.  A missionary, whom I know very well, came up to me at the funeral and said, “I just want you to know your brother gave his life back to God, and it was real.  I was there.  I witnessed it.  And he’s been on fire for God every since.”  My brother began to go around telling everyone of God’s greatness.  I was about to use a big word to say how I felt once I had heard all of this, but I thought of what my brother would say,  “Don’t use no big words.  You know I don’t like big words.”  R.I.P. Ronzell, but I was really happy when I heard about all of this.  

That’s a testimony of my life, but I truly have too many testimonies to tell in a write-up because God is just that great.  I hope you all have been blessed through reading my testimony.  I believe we all should go around with the same zeal for Christ in our hearts that my brother had leading up to his death.  He had a mission and he completed it.  We love him, but God loves him best.  God bless his soul!!!     
