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By Deanne Ruedemann

For the first time in thirty-eight years, I have a peace in my heart that my little brother, Tim, is saved.  My family and I visited him in Mississippi this past Saturday, and after Robert, my husband, asked him if he still had any doubts about Jesus’ resurrection, Tim said, “Well, I believe Jesus is God’s Son who died for me on the cross, and was raised up for my justification. If you have to go further than that, well… (silence)”   

We were all sitting there, somewhat dumbfounded, waiting for his next statement, fearing that he would add more information that would negate the truth of what he had just said, but there was only a long, sweet silence.  Finally, my husband said, “Well, you don’t have to go any further than that!”  I could hardly believe what I had heard.  For once I had welcomed my little brother home after he was born in February of 1967, but now I could welcome him home to God’s kingdom.  My greeting to him as “Hey, brother!” now could mean he was a true brother to me in Christ, and not merely an earthly brother.

I was only six years old when Tim was born, and I will never forget the joy of seeing him for the first time, and how I was allowed to hold him, as long as I promised to “be careful”.  At the time, it was just me, the oldest, and my younger sister, so having a boy who was so different from us, was quite an experience!  At the time we were living in Hannibal, Missouri, where my Dad was teaching chemistry at a Southern Baptist college (Hannibal-LaGrange), and also serving as a music minister in a Southern Baptist church.  Our life was joyful, with no sadness or major dysfunction of any sort.

Both of our parents were Christians, and even after my Father’s death in 1974 (Tim was only seven at the time), my mother continued raising us in a loving, Christian home.  She took us to church regularly, and through her care for us, demonstrated Christ’s sacrificial love toward us.  My sister and I seemed to mature in a normal manner, doing well in school and professing a faith in Jesus as our Savior, but Tim started rebelling at an early age, especially after my mother remarried when Tim was thirteen years old.  One of the first signs of trouble was when he stole our new stepfather’s car to run away from home.  Praise the Lord it was not a very good car, as it broke down after a couple of days, and Tim was discovered by the local police in a small town about a hundred miles from home.

After that, Tim continued to rebel, and by the age of sixteen had completely dropped out of high school.  We didn’t realize it at the time, but we now know that he was heavy into smoking marihuana and involved in other illegal activity.  Eventually he left home to begin an adult life full of temporary relationships and employment.  He eventually got his G.E.D. and started cross country truck driving, but the lifestyle of a trucker seemed to push him further into drinking and drugs.  During this period of about ten years until he was around thirty years old, we often had no idea where he was or what he was doing.  All we saw was the evidence of his life of self-destruction that included a few ex-wives and abandoned children, and a few girlfriends who claimed to have his illegitimate children.  When my mother did hear from him, it was usually because he needed money or help of some kind.

As time went on, my mother tried to help my brother through various ways, including giving him a place to live when he needed it, feeding him when he was hungry, and begging him to go through a drug rehab program to help him get straight.  He accepted the housing and food, but never the rehab.  Whether she begged him angrily or lovingly, it never made a difference in his decision to live for himself and reject the life that the Lord wanted for him.  But more important than all the material things she gave my brother, was her persistence in prayer for his salvation.  I will never forget her words: Lord, WHATEVER IT TAKES, please save him.
WHATEVER IT TAKES!
Don’t be surprised if you pray for God to do whatever it takes to save someone you love, that God will do just that: WHATEVER!  God has a long history of doing this sort of thing, like when he stunned Saul on the way to Damascus, or when he allowed Joseph to be enslaved by the Egyptians, or when Moses’ sin of killing the Israelite was discovered by others.  Time after time, God has allowed the “whatevers” to happen to us, to grab our attention, to set us apart, and to eventually make us more worthy vessels for His glory.  

That was my brother--someone needing an extra hard knock on the head before he would listen.  And it finally happened the day that my mother received the call that her son had been arrested for capital murder and selling drugs.  It took many weeks for my brother to finally “dry out” and for all the drugs in his body to get out of his system, but eventually they did.  He was an emotional mess, and somewhat suicidal as he talked about actually requesting the death penalty for the murder charge.   

My mother, stepdad and I immediately supported my brother through prayer and visits and letters.  I especially remember a series of letters I wrote to him, coming against his depression and suicidal thoughts.  Eventually he at least stopped saying that he would ask for the death penalty.  We supplied him with a good Bible and study materials, and talked to him about the Lord, but never were we assurred that he was saved.  He seemed more concerned about just surviving in “the system” and getting the things he physically needed, such as food and personal items he could buy with the money we sent to him.  To me, he was the same old Tim who would accept our physical gifts, but not the spiritual gifts that God had for him.

My mother, and now I, continued to pray for God to do whatever it might take to save him.  Once things settled down and my brother was free from drugs, we began to feel that God had already saved him from a probable physical death had he stayed “outside”, bent on self-destruction.  What had happened was that he and two of his “friends”, while high on drugs, had come upon a man whose truck had been stuck in the mud, out on a country road.  The details are sketchy, but at some point a struggle broke out, and my brother hit the man on the head with a tire iron.  They left the man, and he was later found dead.  The family said that the man had a lot of money on him, and they charged my brother and the others with trying to rob the man, and therefore the capital murder charge was brought against my brother.  My brother never denied this and did confess to his crime.  Eventually he did a plea bargain, and got “life” in prison with a chance of parole when he is sixty-five years old.  

Whatever.  

My brother was arrested on March 15, 1998.  Ever since then, my mother has been his most faithful visitor and supporter.  But last year our mother was in essence taken away from us, although at the time I am writing this, she is still alive, albeit in a hospital, getting progressively weaker.  Last year she broke her hip and then had several strokes that disabled her to the point of requiring fulltime nursing care.  For Tim, the change was abrupt.  He never got to say goodbye to her.  One day she was with him, and the next she was not.

After my mother became so sick, we visited Tim, and my husband, Robert, who usually doesn’t beat around the bush when it comes to talking about the Lord, began asking Tim if he had trusted in Jesus as his Savior.  My brother didn’t respond with a “yes”, or really with a “no”, but he just talked about how he had great doubts in believing the resurrection.  He seemed to have a head knowledge that he was supposed to believe in it, but he in no way seemed to really believe these facts.  My husband also encouraged Tim to take advantage of the church services that he can attend in the prison, but again my brother declined, giving the age old excuse that there were too many hypocrites in the service.

Whatever, LORD, whatever it takes!
We continued to pray for Tim, and I began a new mission of writing to him usually once a week.  I went to the Christian bookstore and bought numerous tracts that emphasized the resurrection and believing in Jesus.  I do not think it was coincidental, either, that the Passion movie had come out around the time my mother got sick, so I was also able to send him some good information from that.  It seemed all of a sudden that everyone was writing about Jesus, so I did my best to send what I could to my brother.  I also encouraged my brother to realize that he was not abandoned simply because our mother was no longer able to help him, but that we would always be his family.  

And the most miraculous thing happened.  Tim began to write back to me.  He had never done this before, so it was something that was definitely representative of a change in him.  And in his letters, he mentioned his prayers and his Bible reading.  I was so excited to see some sparks of spiritual life, but did not want to assume yet that he had made the leap of faith to really believe in Jesus.  Not until we visited him this past weekend did I really know that he had actually done this.  

And then it dawned on me that the whatever may have actually been my mother’s illness and eventual departure from my brother’s life that finally made him listen to the truth about God.  I can’t say that this is the case for sure, and I want to believe that he would have eventually “come around” to accepting the Lord anyway, but I also believe that not having my mother to provide him with everything may have caused him to look to the Lord to be his provider in all things.  I believe that God had set my brother apart, in a place where he had nobody to turn to except the Lord.  

So why am I sharing all of this with you today?  Of course it is to rejoice in my brother’s salvation , but it is also to encourage you to not lose hope in praying for your lost loved ones.  I confess to at times in the past feeling somewhat envious of people who would proclaim the recent salvation of a family member who had been lost for many years.  I really do know now that these things are only done in the Lord’s timing, and sometimes through strange whatevers that will draw that loved one to Jesus. But until that day, that glorious day when you can hear your loved one confess the Lord Jesus, I leave you with these verses:

Let us not lose heart in doing good, for in due time we will reap if we do not grow weary.  

Galatians 6:9 NASB

But as for you, brethren, do not grow weary of doing good.  II Thessalonians 3:13 NASB
I am telling the truth in Christ, I am not lying, my conscience testifies with me in the Holy Spirit, 

that I have great sorrow and unceasing grief in my heart. For I could wish that I myself were accursed, separated from Christ for the sake of my brethren, my kinsmen according to the flesh. Romans 9:1-3 NASB
Brethren, my heart's desire and my prayer to God for them is for their salvation. Romans 10:1 NASB
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