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Still In the Saving Business 

  It’s Sunday, February 28, 2016 − a day I will never forget. 

Something I have desired for years, and for which I have been petitioning 

God, has been answered! 

 I have been praying for my husband’s salvation for fifteen years and 

now it has happened. I am simply awed at what God has done and I cannot 

keep this wonderful news to myself. I must tell others because I know there 

are many wives praying for their husbands, and vice versa, countless parents 

praying for their children, and children praying for their parents. Overall, 

people everywhere are praying that loved ones be prepared to greet Jesus 

when He comes back for us. I am chronicling my experience to encourage you 

to persist in prayer. God will answer! He is kind like that! Further, it is not His 

will that any should perish but that we all will come to know and love Him 

and live with Him eternally (2 Pet. 3:9). 

 Prayer means a lot to me and when God answers my prayers – 

particularly given the fact that I am imperfect – I love to tell others of what He 

has done. And He has done it even for me! One of the requests I frequently 

made of God, was that He would save my husband. I told the Lord that I 

would brag on Him to the world via my testimonies, but I want to start this 

book with the testimony that is perhaps the one that is nearest and dearest to 

me – a testimony of His saving grace. I told Him I would start my book of 

testimonies when He saved my husband, making it the first testimony I would  
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record as I share what He has done for me. For us. Well, God came through, 

and now, I am about to testify! 

 You may wonder why I wanted God to save my husband. Didn’t I love 

him as he was? Aren’t spouses supposed to be there for better or for worse? 

Wasn’t I supposed to accept my husband as he was? I’m not even sure how to 

answer those questions. What I do know is that it’s difficult for two people to 

live harmoniously if they lead separate lives. Amos 3:3 asks a question: Can 

two walk together, except they agree? My husband, Paul, and I were not 

walking together and life in our home was getting progressively worse. We 

quarreled a lot, didn’t speak to each other for extended periods of time, and 

frequently left the house without notifying each other.  

My initial meeting with Paul was unique. We met on a flight between 

New York and Barbados. As a member of the airline staff, I recall boarding 

the aircraft last. Almost every space for baggage storage was taken and 

without me even having to ask, Paul got up and helped me make room for my 

carry-on. Being tired after a weekend of shopping, it seemed as though I fell 

asleep as soon as I sat down. He probably knew I was hungry because when I 

awoke, I discovered that he had saved me the lunch the flight attendant had 

brought. We began chatting and discovered that his family lived two blocks 

from where I lived in Barbados. During his month-long vacation, we became 

friends. At that time, I was clinging to a toxic relationship I knew I needed to 

end, but didn’t – or rather, couldn’t.  
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Paul and I kept in contact even when he returned to the United States. I 

didn’t realize that he had fallen in love with me from the moment he saw me, 

until about six months later when I shared that the loser, I had been holding on 

to dumped me. 

“I was waiting patiently for this moment because I knew it would 

happen,” he said. “I held back because I wanted you to see for yourself that he 

didn’t love you.”  

Our relationship blossomed. I was a Christian before meeting Paul, but I 

had stopped attending church regularly. A few years later, at Paul’s invitation, 

my children and I moved to the United States, and we began living together. 

It’s hard turning your back on God when you used to serve him faithfully. So, 

during my first year in the United States, I felt the need to rededicate my life 

to the Lord and to try living for Him. It was difficult being a Christian and 

living with a man to whom I wasn’t married. That is fornication – a sin the 

Bible condemns, so after living together for two years, Paul and I got married.  

We still loved each other but we began growing apart because I wanted 

to live for God, while Paul said he wanted nothing to do with church and the 

life I had chosen to live. His surface excuse was that people in the church were 

hypocrites. So, the separate paths we traveled created increased tension 

between us.  
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As time passed, we enjoyed each other less and less. And I say we 

because even though I was the Christian, I did things that may have 

contributed to his negative reactions. For instance, I had a bad temper – one 

that caused my pitch to escalate dramatically when I became angry. My 

husband couldn’t stand that. Even my children became annoyed when I 

shouted at them. This was one of the things I had been praying about for 

years, asking God to deliver me from that angry spirit. There were times when 

I felt I was over it and then something would really upset me, and I would 

begin to scream. I believe that God has been working on that area of my life 

over the years, because I am doing much better now. Well, amongst other 

issues, it was one of those bouts of shouting that almost brought our marriage 

to a premature end. 

 I won’t blame Paul for the breakdown in our marriage. The blame 

should be shared. My marriage to Paul was my third – a fact in which I take 

no pride. People talk about taking “baggage” into relationships. Well, Paul and 

I both had our share. Our marriage was Paul’s second, and we both had 

children from our previous relationships.  

Time passed and it seemed as though circumstances conspired to create 

tension between us at every turn. It frequently felt as though we were always 

arguing over one thing or another. Quarrels ranged from financial issues to 

him feeling like my kids – who lived with us – were not respectful enough. He 

even got upset when I was on the phone and complained that I spent too much  
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time at church. We quarreled because I felt that he didn’t spend any time with 

me, didn’t take me anywhere anymore, and spent too much time with his 

friends. The list was endless. . .  

Our lives continued along this downward spiral for years. Eventually 

my three children graduated from college, found jobs out of state, and moved 

on. Paul and I were now empty nesters – home alone. Unfortunately, things 

between us didn’t change. In fact, they grew progressively worse. We slept in 

the same bed but that was about it. As I watched my husband drift away, I 

drew closer to God and more than ever I began praying that God would save 

him and allow us to live fulfilled lives in Him. Together.  

When I attended Wednesday night prayer meetings, in addition to any 

other prayer requests I had, there was always one constant petition: “God, 

please save Paul.”  My heart was also warmed when my sister-in-law revealed 

that she rose at 5:00 a.m. every morning to pray for her brothers. I even began 

reading books that taught Christian wives how to treat their unsaved husbands, 

as another of my sisters-in-law gifted me with a copy of Stormie Omartian’s, 

The Power of a Praying Wife. 

Then, one day, the film, War Room, was shown at church. I settled in to 

watch it without expectations, but halfway through the story I began crying 

uncontrollably. I was so overwhelmed that one of my friends had to 

accompany me from the room. I couldn’t continue watching. There was one 

scene in which Ms. Clara – one of the characters – encouraged Mrs. Jordan,  
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the protagonist, to pray for her husband, even though Mrs. Jordan suspected 

that he was being unfaithful. It was as if Ms. Clara were telling the faithful 

wife that she would be the unfaithful one, creating trouble in her marriage if 

she didn’t pray for, and forgive her husband. At that point I was through. It 

seemed to me as though a husband is allowed to do whatever he pleases while 

his wife is obligated to pray for him, and I just couldn’t wrap my mind around 

that. I think that’s when something within me shifted, and I stopped praying 

for Paul. I didn’t make the effort to see the movie in its entirety until my 

husband surrendered his life to the Lord. Now, I am thankful for all the “Ms. 

Claras” out there. 

Now, let me tell you about the shouting match I alluded to in the 

introduction. It was February 21, 2016, the day before my 54th birthday – a 

typical Sunday. I was preparing to attend a board meeting at my church when 

my phone rang. Paul was lying in bed listening to the radio. As I began 

speaking, he turned the volume on the radio up so loudly, that it was virtually 

impossible for me to properly hear what the person on the other end of line 

was saying. I quickly ended the call. 

“CAN’T YOU SEE I’M ON THE PHONE?” I screamed over the sound 

of the radio. War broke out between us immediately after I shouted those 

words. To end the argument, I eventually left the bedroom and went to the 

bathroom. Paul followed me, shouting, and when I tried to leave the bathroom, 

he blocked my exit. At that point, I began screaming at him again, becoming 
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so irate that I slammed my fist against the ceramic countertop which housed 

the bathroom sink. The screaming match continued, and a few minutes later, 

Paul also pounded on the countertop, emphasizing his point. The argument 

intensified. Although neither of us hit the countertop again, we watched in 

disbelief as it – and the sink – split into four pieces: two pieces on the left side, 

including the basin, and two pieces on the right side. Our screaming 

immediately stopped, both of us struggling to process what had just happened. 

In our rage, we had demolished the bathroom sink. The reality was sobering. It 

was at this point that the shouting ceased, and Paul stepped aside, allowing me 

to leave the bathroom. Neither of us said anything to the other for the rest of 

that day.  

After Paul’s conversion, he said that the bizarre breaking of the sink 

served as a warning that something bad could happen which was why he had 

stopped arguing with me. 

That night I reasoned: Tomorrow I will be 54; I’ve had two previous 

marriages, and neither worked, so why would this one work? Why am I 

wasting my life and time with someone who doesn’t care about me? My kids 

are grown and on their own; I don’t have to put up with this anymore. While I 

have time, I’m going to get out of this marriage. I was determined not to spend 

another day stuck in a marriage that simply wasn’t working. I deserved better. 

And yes, I was tired of praying for Paul.  

The next day was Monday, February 22nd. It was my birthday, but, 

sadly, nothing special. My husband didn’t remember it, which wasn’t unusual,  
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as it was never his practice to recognize or celebrate special days. At one time 

that would upset me, but it no longer does. Now I find it funny, and giggle at 

the guilt that clouds his face when he realizes that he has missed an important 

milestone and tries hard to make up for it.  

Later that day, after Paul left for work. I packed whatever clothes and 

personal items I could fit in my car and sought refuge at a friend’s home, with 

the intention of finding an apartment quickly thereafter. 

That night before I went to bed, I called Paul.  

“When you get home, I will not be there, and I will not be coming back. 

Ever.” There was a pregnant pause at the other end of the line. When he 

finally answered, his voice had lost some of its bravado. 

“What are you saying? I don’t understand,” he said. 

“I’ve tried long and hard to keep this marriage together, but it is not 

working. I turned 54 today and I am not going to spend the rest of my life 

being miserable and unhappy. I’ve had enough. Goodnight.” Powering off my 

cell phone, I retired for the evening. 

Although I was tired, sleep refused to come. Tossing and turning, I tried 

to pray but just couldn’t find the words to say to God. Eventually, I decided to 

be honest with the Lord. Although He knew how I felt – because God knows 

everything – He still wanted me to talk to Him because He likes  
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communicating with me and hearing from me. He’s like that with you too – 

with all of us. 

Lord, I began, You know this is not what I want. I do not want to be 

here at my friend’s house. Paul and I have our own home. Lord, I want to be 

at our home, in our bed. I need my husband. I want us to get along; I want us 

to start over; I want our marriage to work. Please God, fix this. . . At some 

point I fell asleep. 

Tuesday and Wednesday of that week were uneventful. I knew Paul 

could be very stubborn, so I wasn’t even expecting to hear from him. I began 

searching for apartments and making plans to move out of my friend’s house. 

Although I started praying again for Paul and our marriage, I didn’t say too 

much to God. The most I said sometimes was, “Lord, please fix this.” Many 

times, when I am weighed down by difficult circumstances, it’s hard to find 

the words to pray and when I do pray, it’s usually the one liner: “Lord you 

gotta fix this!” Or, like I prayed about my marriage, “Lord, please fix this.” 

Sometimes I even say, “Lord help!” or “Mercy, God!” This is my 

perseverance mode of prayer in its simplest form. If it worked for Peter, I 

figure it could work for me, too. 

Around 9:00 a.m. on Thursday, February 25th, my phone lit up, 

displaying Paul’s name. I was at work. I watched the ring signal for a few 

moments before I swiped.  
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“Hello.” 

“Fiona, it’s not the same without you here.” Paul sounded defeated and 

sad. I didn’t respond. “With you not being here, I had a lot of time to think.” I 

still didn’t respond. 

“I keep thinking of you, crying a lot, wishing you would come back. I 

even prayed to God, asking Him to let you come back. After I prayed, I 

remembered what my mother used to say to me when I was a boy. She used to 

say, don’t let me have to search heaven in vain for you. I haven’t thought 

about those words in years but in worrying about us, her words came right 

back to me, and they are still with me . . . Are you still there?” 

“Yes.” 

“I would like to speak with your pastor. Can you make an appointment 

for me to see him? 

“No. If you want to see him, make the appointment yourself.” 

“But I don’t have his number.” 

“Here it is,” I said, repeating the number slowly so he could write it 

down. After getting the number, he thanked me and hung up. 

Ten minutes later my phone rang again. 
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“Can you meet with the pastor and me at the house this Sunday at 10:00 

a.m.?” 

“No. If I’m meeting with you, it can’t be at the house. Call the pastor 

back and ask for the meeting to be held at the church,” I said. 

“Okay,” he replied. Within five minutes he was on the phone again, 

confirming that the meeting would not take place at our home but at the 

church.  

Something about this conversation and how it was going was unusual 

because my husband rarely carried out my wishes without fussing. Sometimes 

he wouldn’t fuss, he simply wouldn’t do what I asked. 

****** 

On the morning of Sunday, February 28, 2016, the Lord woke me up 

and I heard,  

Pack your things.  

I rolled over, sat up, and rubbed my eyes. Looking around, I surveyed 

my environment which, by then, was becoming familiar. Pack your things. I 

literally heard the words and realized that it was the Holy Spirit speaking to 

me. I argued with that still small voice, but eventually allowed the Holy Spirit 

to have His way. I started packing my things, but while I did, I made a mental 

note to park my car far enough away from the church so that Paul wouldn’t  
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see its contents if he happened to pass by. I didn’t want him to prematurely 

discover the instructions the Holy Spirit had given me.  

   Waiting in my car on Unity Street in the Frankford, Philadelphia area, I 

saw the pastor pulling into the church’s parking lot. I got out my car and 

walked towards Pastor Morgan. Paul got there prior to our arrival, and was 

leaning against a fence, diagonally across the street from the church. He 

started walking toward us and I slowed my pace, allowing him to catch up. 

 “Hi, how are you?” I asked.  

 “I’m not even sure,” he replied. 

 “You alright?” he asked after a pause. 

 “I’m okay.”  

When we got to Pastor Morgan’s study, he invited us to sit, and after praying, 

looked across his desk at Paul.  

“Paul, you requested this meeting with your wife and me. What’s on 

your mind?” 

 “Pastor,” my husband began, “I may not be able to say it in the best 

words, but I hope you understand. I need forgiveness, healing, and salvation.” 

 I remember Pastor Morgan and I both staring at Paul, at a loss for 

words. . .  To be continued . . .  


