January 25, 2003

My name is Deanne Ruedemann, and currently I am living in Sibiu, Romania with my husband, Robert, and  two children, Kelly and Garrett.  We have been in Sibiu since February of 2002, with a three month vacation in the United States over the summer.  I have been blessed by the Romanian Christians because in them I see a great joy and love of Jesus even though many have suffered many hardships.  The Romanians I have met who know Jesus are blessed with the assurance of eternal life in heaven with God, and blessed by God’s help during any suffering on this earth.  

I too am blessed to know Jesus as my personal Lord and Savior, and have been blessed by Jesus’ help through any trials I have faced.  I want to share with you from His Word, the Bible, how He has helped me endure different struggles in my own life, and brought me into the joy of my salvation in Him alone.

I was born to two wonderful Christian parents and had four beautiful Christian grandparents.  I was raised in the southern part of America, in Mississippi mostly, as the oldest of three children.  My father was a preacher and musician who lead the music in Southern Baptist churches.  He and my mother often sang in the churches and I too was brought up singing in the church.  I heard the Gospel of Jesus Christ being preached two or three times a week.  I accepted God’s Word as the truth and asked Jesus into my heart at a very early age of six or seven.  God’s truth and His love were real to me from as early as I can remember, and I was blessed because my family loved and served God.  We fellowshipped with other Christian families, and were very happy.  

As a child I was so blessed that for many years I had no idea that there was so much pain and suffering in the world.  This was because I had never experienced any suffering myself.  Then at the age of thirteen, my father became ill quite suddenly.  He had a bad reaction to a medication and was put into a hospital.  This hospital was about a four hour drive from our home, and only my mother could go with him.  I was the oldest and did get to visit my father twice while he was in the hospital.  The first time I visited, it was difficult because I saw my father lying in a bed, with his skin completely peeling away from his body.  He was completely covered with sores, and even the skin on the soles of his feet were sloughing off.  The doctors said he was suffering from “Stephen Johnson’s Syndrome”.  He was confused and hallucinating the day I visited him, but he told me two things I will never forget.

First he told me I must always choose between good (God) and evil (Satan), and I must decide at an early age to serve God or the Devil, or heaven or hell.  Secondly, he told me that he loved me.  It was sad to see my father in such pain, physically, and so confused, mentally.  He spoke also about Job, from the Bible, that day, never complaining about his own suffering, but pointing to Job’s endurance through the suffering.  Later my mother told me how my Dad had physically suffered because of his body being completely covered with sores, and how the treatments for his skin caused such pain that he would scream.  She had to help with the treatments, similar to the treatments for burn victims, where she would have to scrub his body to get rid of the dead flesh.  Yet even in his sufferings, he carried his Bible and told other patients about Jesus, before he became so ill that he couldn’t get out of bed.

You see, I learned at the age of thirteen that there was real suffering and that suffering had come into my own life.  But I saw my father’s example as he took that suffering and trusted God through it all.  Just as Job said in the Bible in Job 13:15, …. “though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him.”

But for us to endure suffering, we must first trust in God, who sent His son, Jesus, to die for our sins.  Jesus knew suffering, but looked to the Father and the Father’s will for endurance of pain and suffering.  I want you to know how real Jesus is, and how he blessed us.  I want to encourage you to read His Word that blesses us.  You will never grow tired of His Word.  As He says in Hebrews 13:5, “He will never leave you or forsake you.”

If you love Jesus, you are blessed and comforted, not just to be happy in ourselves, but we are blessed and comforted so that we can comfort and bless others.  (II Corinthians 1:3-7)

My earthly father was blessed, and even in his own sufferings, I saw him reach out to others and bless them through the reading of God’s Word, through prayer, through words of hope and encouragement, and through patience and love.

I mentioned that I visited my father twice when he was in the hospital, once when I heard him speak about Job’s endurance through suffering.  The second visit was different, because my father died before I got to the hospital.  He had been sick for only two weeks and died suddenly of a cardiac arrest as a result of septic shock.

How did I endure such a loss, to lose a father at the age of thirteen, and to see my mother raise me, my sister (age 10) and my brother (age 7)?  The answer, of course, is through Jesus only can we endure such suffering.  We have His Word that endures and His Word that comforts.  The Bible is filled with many promises about the fatherless and the widows, and I found great strength from these passages.  He is a “father of the fatherless” and “supports the fatherless and the widow” (Psalm 146:9)

These promises are real.  He gave my mother strength to care for us children.  He fed us, he blessed us with good health and physical protection, and my sister and I were able to get an education and good jobs.  My mother went back to school and became a nurse.  She worked many years as a nurse in a hospital emergency room.  I saw her example of being a blessing to bless others.  She was often comforted  by Jesus, and through this comfort, was able to bless people who were sick and dying in the hospital.

Just as my mother was led to comfort others through being a nurse, I also felt the same desire, and became a registered nurse.  I became a nurse in 1983 and worked in emergency rooms, intensive care in the hospital, and in dialysis clinics.  I have seen many forms of suffering and have watched many people die; old people from natural causes to young people through accidents and disease.  Of all the people I have seen die and suffer, I have only seen peace in those who know Jesus.  I have been at the bedside of many who were dying and only those who knew Jesus expressed any comfort or joy.

Last year I was able to visit a Christian woman in the hospital here in Sibiu.  This woman was poor, from a small village, and was sick with cancer.  She was going to have an operation and faced much pain and suffering.  Yet she was smiling and full of Jesus' love, so much love that she felt the desire to tell her room mates about Jesus.  The woman in the very next bed was also sick, perhaps dying.  She was rich with money and bragged about how important her job had been.  She disdained the woman from the village and told her she did not believe in Jesus.  In fact she was an atheist and even boasted about it.  She said she couldn’t believe in such nonsense.  I was amazed at such a clear picture of choosing good (God) versus evil (Satan), as my father had told me years ago.  Here was a poor woman, full of Jesus, who was rich with heavenly treasure, next to a rich (in money) woman, who denies Jesus’ very existence, who is poor in heavenly treasure.   One chose God’s love and eternal life, while the other rejected God’s love and will suffer eternal separation from God.  Jesus once told his disciples, “it is very hard for a rich person to get into the Kingdom of Heaven.” (Matthew 19:23-26)

Jesus is the only way to God, to blessings, to joy, to eternal life.  His Word says it, Jesus came on earth to show us, and I have seen Him working in the lives of those who know Him.  In John 14:6 Jesus says “I am the way, the truth, and the life, no one comes to the Father but through me.”

Nothing can separate you from the love of God.  (Romans 8:359-39)

My son, Garrett, is seven years old.  Last year I heard him singing to himself.  It was a song I didn’t know, so I asked him about it.  He told me it was a song he had “written” himself.  Here are the words:

I know this world is full of accidents and hatred too,

But Jesus comes and picks us up, 

And takes us to another world

Where there’s no pain, no suffering, no killing, no bombing,

Just plain good joy!

Then we walk and bow to God,

Hip, Hip, Hooray!

Matthew 10: 34-39  (Key verse 39)….. “Lose His Life”…….

The hardships in my life were not all because of “misfortune” or God treating me like he did Job.  In fact, some of my trials came because of sin on my part.  It seems that so many of us want to have Jesus as our Savior.  We want to be saved from eternal damnation.  Who wouldn’t want to avoid hell?  The fear of hell seems to bring many people who are willing to say “yes” to Jesus saving us, but then few are willing to make him LORD as well as Savior.  I am afraid that many who “call upon the name of the Lord” for help may never really have Him as Lord, and ultimately will not be saved.

I also had difficulty making Jesus my complete Lord as well as my Savior.  This happened when I chose my first husband.  I married a man who did not love God. I chose to marry him.  Now, the Bible tells us not to be unequally yoked in marriage, or in other words, if you are a Christian, don’t marry a non-Christian.  But the Bible also says that if we are married to a non-Christian, to stay married as long as that spouse wants to stay married to us.  I was married for ten years and have two beautiful children, Kelly and Garrett, from that marriage.  But I had sinned by being unequally yoked to a non-Christian.  And from that marriage I suffered abuse.  My husband was an alcoholic and he abused me and rejected his own children.  He didn’t physically abuse me, but verbally abused me.  During the first part of my marriage, I was a lukewarm Christian, but then the Lord continued to draw me back into His kingdom and I started going to church again and praising the Lord and praying to Him and reading His Word regularly.  The Lord blessed me in coming back to Him, but my husband hated my relationship with God.  The closer I drew to the Lord, the more verbal abuse I received from my husband.  His drinking problem became much worse.  He laughed at God and called me mocking names that mocked me being a Christian.  

One time he told me that he was the anti-Christ.  And in a way he was right, as he tried time after time to turn me away from the Lord.  But I could not turn from God.  I had to lose my life in Christ.  I had to lose my life and bear the cross and follow Jesus.  So I did.  And the inevitable thing happened.  My husband chose to leave me and the children.  That was nearly five years ago.  We have been divorced over three years and it has been over three years since he has visited the children as well as nearly a year that he has stopped child support.  He doesn’t call the children, but will rarely since an email.  He needs Jesus just like we all do, and me and the children and my husband, Robert, all pray for my ex-husband’s salvation.  

But I can’t just tell you how bad my husband was without telling you also how powerful the love of Jesus is to help us to forgive those who sin against us.  If Jesus, suffering and dying on the cross, can look out to his killers and ask the Father to forgive them, then who am I to NOT forgive anyone who offends me?  

After my husband left us, I was still working full time as a nurse manager in a dialysis company.  I managed over a hundred people in eleven different locations in Mississippi.  I was making around $60,000 a year with a free car to drive and many other benefits working there.  I had had this job for eleven years.  But I was out of town often and the Lord soon lead me to quit this job.  I was seeing my children less often, and their father was absent, and I knew that wasn’t right.  So I quit and moved in with my mother and stepfather.  We were involved in a ministry to prisoners in the United States.  The name of the ministry was “House of New Beginnings” and we were dedicated to sending in Bibles into the prisons as well as providing Bible study material to prisoners.  We were amazed at how fast the Lord used us.  We went from sending in the first Bible to a local inmate we knew personally, to providing Bibles to many state and federal prisons throughout the entire United States.  The powerful thing about providing Bibles is that the Bibles are read over and over, and are still being read by inmates, and may be read for many years to come.  God’s Word, when spread, never returns void.  It is never an empty gift.

When I quit my job I didn’t know exactly how I would support myself or my children, but I trusted the Lord to provide.  Soon He gave me a job I could do in my home (medical transcription) so I could be in ministry and also homeschool my children.  Again, I knew I had to lose my life to gain it.  I had to follow the Spirit’s leading and trust the Lord to provide for all of my needs and my children’s needs.  

And what do you think happened?  He provided and he provided abundantly for all our needs.  He even gave us a Christian husband and father, Robert Ruedemann, who loves Jesus and serves Him first.  We had our first year anniversary on December 15th.  It is a great joy to serve Jesus together as a family.  Jesus has given us both the blessing of being in a marriage full of love because of God’s love.

Jesus never fails us.  That doesn’t mean that everything is easy, or that we always know where our next blessing is coming from.  It simply means that we trust Him in all things.  It means I can never hold onto anything so tightly as an idol that I miss God’s blessings for me.  

I pray that if there is anything in your own life that you hold dearly, that you put before Jesus, that is in the way of your walk with the Lord, that you will give that thing up and lose your life to Christ.  You have only eternal life and many blessings through Christ to gain.

For me to live is Christ!  (Philippians 1:21)

