
The Lessons 
I grew up spoiled rotten, to the bone.  I was, after all, the first Grandchild and I deserved 

it.  I got the newest hand me downs from Wes and Jay.  I got the longest hugs and the quickest 

peck kisses of any of the kids.  I got the sweetest lifesaver story books ever made at Christmas 

time, and I always got the crispest five-dollar bills on my birthday. I never did wrong, was 

always an angel, and I could always find protection from my wrong doings at her house. I was 

given my first car by my grandparents, and afforded my first job of mowing lawns by them; they 

always offered the best they had to offer. On occasion, I could chew gum in church; I do not 

remember any of the other kids getting that privilege. My time with my Mom-Mom was short 

because I wanted to flee my problems, and seek out a new life, and I left the area at the age of 

twenty-one. What no one saw behind all the spoiling was the lessons she taught me about being a 

Christian, a husband, and a man. My father did not attend church with us, and I loved to sit next 

to Mom-Mom.  What I learned from her was how to behave in Church, what was appropriate, 

and what, simply, would be not tolerated.  She was the law, and I quickly learned to obey. I 

learned my bible verses, and got those gift certificates to go all the way to Souderton bookstore, 

and buy anything I wanted. I remember that being a trip of significant undertaking back in those 

days. 

 

I learned that God will reward his people if they follow his law. 

 

The love that John and Mim have is my inspiration as to what can be.  The solidarity in 

the unity of their marriage has always given me guidance, and hope.  Mom-Mom somehow knew 

that my wife to be would not have a few of the skills that most Mennonite men might think she 

should have, and she educated me in all the things that I might need to balance the relationship.  

We did allot of baking, some canning, and freezing, and even some ice cream making.  She acted 

as council to my mother who taught me sewing.  What she was really teaching me all those years 

was that marriage take balance, and each person has a role to fill to make the circle whole. 

 

I learned that God does not allow divorce and to keep trying. 

 

I probably broke her heart when I joined the military; I went off to fight a war or two.  I 

drifted away from God's law, and he broke me for it.  I ruined my marriage, I failed to make the 

circle whole. It took six months for me to end up overdosing on the thing that was keeping me 

balanced. I was dead for twelve hours. In the darkness, God spoke to me, my pledge before him 

was complete, until death due us part, and I was dead. Time has no meaning in the darkness, one 

only exists seeking the light, spinning in a slow circle, searching, some forever, but not I. There 

were two lights not even six feet from my feet. The men wore shaggy beards, and messy hair, but 

they gave off light, and that is what I was searching for. The two men seemed to be praying, but 

they were standing, hands not folded, hands not in the air, yet I could feel the prayer working. 

Time has no meaning in the darkness, but I was now in the light, and just like that I awoke. 

Alive, relieved of my marital vow before God. I was not a failure, but I would still have to go 

through with the divorce in the eyes of men. When I could focus, my eyes rested on my uncle 

Wes, and my Mother standing just how the two men of light stood in the exact spot. They were 

praying” Thank you Jesus for returning Jeremy”  

 



I learned that you cannot run from God, not even death can stop God’s will. 

 

Time passed, for there was light. Every day I asked God “Why did you bring me back”? 

Every day was silence. I struggled with this, spending hours online looking for an answer that 

not even Google knew. Weird things began to happen, God’s plan unfolded with such a precision 

that only God could time, or plan.  It seems there is no one plan, but many! I was playing my 

favorite online video game, EverQuest, a guildmate, who was very quiet, logged in, shortly, the 

guild chat lights up green with Asbury tells the guild, “feel like eating a bullet so here I am trying 

to relax.” I quickly send him a tell, “You told Asbury, “I’m here to listen if it helps.” Asbury tells 

you, “do u have a pen?”  You told Asbury, “yes.” Asbury tells you, “if something was to happen 

would u like this account?” It was fifteen minutes past midnight, EverQuest has been out since 

1999, people do not give away their accounts, alarms, bells, triggers, whistles all went off. I had 

to hurry. I was filled with God’s will; my purpose was to prevent others from taking their lives. I 

knew the signs, I knew the subtle hints that people often make minutes before it is too late.  He 

logged off already. All I knew about this guy was that he played an enchanter, I did not know his 

real name, his phone number, or address? Time passed- how was I going to stop it. God guided 

me through a series of hurdles, every hurdle one step closer to Asbury’s light.  Years of 

computer training kicked in-was this why I chose this career? I had it, his address. I was standing 

there 6 feet from him praying. He was in Maryland, I was in North Carolina. The police arrived 

for the wellness check I called in. Asbury was alive! I was praying “Thank you Jesus”  

 

I learned that God’s will is fluid that pours over his tools to spring them into action. 

 
 

 

 

 


