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Personal testimony - Sunday, 21st May - 6.30pm 

 
Readings: Psalm 103 
                 Isaiah 43: 1-4 
                 Luke 7: 36-50 

 

 

 I tell you, there is rejoicing in the presence of the angels of God 
over one sinner who repents.”(Luke) 
 

Well, this sinner stands before you now - so how did I get 

here? 

 

I grew up in the former East Germany, known to its devo-

tees affectionately as the GDR …  

There I was brought up in the household of an excommu-

nicated Catholic who had lost his faith in the trenches of 

WW1, my grandad, the other, my grandma, a practising 

Christian with an amazing faith,.  

She took me under her wing from an early age, read to 

me from the Bible and told me about this amazing chap 

called Jesus. In her gentle way, she tried to imbue me with 

those basic Christian values by which she had lived all her 

life and to which she held fast through the numerous trag-

edies she endured. 

And she took me to church. This was an old church in 

which the reformer Martin Luther had preached back in 

the 16th century. It was a dark, cold and silent place where 

only a few hardy old folks went. 

I dimply remember going to Sunday school and hearing 

stories about Jesus’ life. Oddly, enough, very few children 

attended, this being a communist anti-faith zone. 

I am ashamed to say I remember very little about those 

encounters with faith other than the Lord’s prayer. 

Growing up in a Communist country, any interest in faith 

was actively discouraged. Pictures of our varies leaders 

adorned the  walls of our school and it was to them we 

were expected to pay homage. Revolution and fighting 

those imperialists in the west was our goal. 

God did not stand a chance. 

As a result  my school based education was very much at 

odds with the Christian teaching which I received at home 

from grandma.. 

instead of becoming a gentle Christian, I became rather 

more politically aware. 

 

At home, there were always discussions instigated by 

grandpa once he had listened in secret to the BBC world 

service and acquainted himself with the real facts of what 

was going on in the world.  
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 Living under a totalitarian system was difficult, and the 

Christian faith became one of its victims. It is therefore ut-

terly astonishing that when the wall and its brutal regime 

fell in 1989, people had gathered in Bach’s church not far 

from where I had grown up  to mount their peaceful pro-

test. In a country that had for 40 years maintained that 

God was dead?  

 

The Communist state had  an official, politically focused 

ceremony where a young person was confirmed by 

swearing allegiance to the state and to Marxist/Leninist 

ideology, blah, blah…Luckily, I missed this nonsense by a 

whisker as I went to England. I may not have had faith in 

God but I certainly had no faith in this oppressive regime 

either. 

 

In November 1965 and any fragments  of grandma’s 

teaching had disappeared into the English fog… 

 I came into a household of dedicated agnostics: my 

mother and stepfather.  

I had not been baptised as a tiny child as my mother 

(again, because of WW2 this time) had lost the faith in 

which she was raised and therefore did not want to be 

hypocritical by having her children baptised. 

 And so I drifted through life, never quite embracing athe-

ism but just erring on the side of doubt.  

There were some rather dark places to navigate but as I 

had never acquired a faith, I got on with life as best I could. 

 

As a teenager in Southampton my friendship group dis-

covered a youth club in Bitterne, run by a Methodist min-

ister and his wife. 

I had no idea what a Methodist was nor did I care.  

A couple of years later some of us decamped to the local 

Catholic church youth club run by a jolly priest as it was 

closer to home. I do not remember his references to the 

good Lord making any impression on me.  

 

This state of affairs did not really change once I went to 

university. There, I acquired a boyfriend who invited me to 

church. Although I went along a couple of times, I was 

more interested in worshipping him rather than the Lord. 

 

When I was 30, my sister suggested we get baptised. And 

so we were one Sunday at our nearest CoE church and 

that was that. She subsequently converted to Catholicism 

and I drifted on, in a spiritual no man’s land.  

But all that was about to change. 



 

Page 3 of 4 

 The year: 1981, a new school year (by that time I had 

become a teacher) and a new person came to the school 

to take over the running of the English department. This 

chap was skinny with a dodgy beard, an enthusiastic 

teacher. His name was Peter. 

 To cut this story short, something about him impressed 

me  big time. But instead of whisking me away on a ro-

mantic date he announced one day: 

’On Sundays I go to church, you can come if you like..”  

 

And so I trailed after him to a church.  

I had not darkened a church door for a long time.A feeling 

of unworthiness and huge guilt overcame me. 

I had not lead a blameless existence, therefore I rea-

soned, had no business among all those godly folk. So 

what was I doing in such a sacred place? I did not belong.. 

Little did I know that my life from then on would take a 

completely new direction and that the Holy Spirit would be 

working overtime in my life.This is said with hindsight as 

at that time I did not know who or what the Holy Spirit was!  

 

Once we found a church nearer our home, Peter being  so 

keen and sociable, we joined a house group. Church, 

house group, where , when would it end? I got noticed by 

asking questions….it was obvious that I did not know 

much about the Christian faith. 

 Later, I was invited to think about confirmation by a nice 

lady curate Jane Hedges, now to be found as Dean of 

Norfolk Cathedral.  

At that time, I got to know Peter’s mother, such a lovely 

person, but she was a committed Christian, too, who also 

attended church every week. What was happening? All 

these churchy people…It was a take over bid. 

 

 One day I was pushed headlong into faith when I heard 

the words of the hymn, ‘And can it be’ When pondering 

these it dawned on me that God was in the business of 

looking out for just for such lost souls as me. I had not 

read Luke 7 and the story of how Jesus reacted to the 

sinful woman but the words of ‘And can it be ‘ could have 

been written with me in mind. 

 

After a steep faith/learning curve I was confirmed in 1984, 

married in 1985 and had our first child in 1986 and the 

second  in 1987. 

 Pondering each tiny child, I knew that they were God’s 

gift, that I had been redeemed but above all, forgiven.  By 
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being  entrusted with not one but 2 new lives was the be-

ginning of a long healing process. This was surely a faith 

worthy of my deeper, spiritual involvement. 

 

Wow! I had been rescued by a man who brought me to 

faith in the most unobtrusive manner, who encouraged me 

gently in all things, yes, he’s your churchwarden! Poor 

chap, it’s all been a bit much for him no wonder he’s 

grumpy sometimes. 

 

But God had not finished with me yet. 

We moved to Warsash in December 1991 and the 

church was just around the corner - no escape!! and by 

early 1992 Peter had been head hunted by Josephine for 

the choir.  

By the mid-nineties I was asked to deliver a talk or two 

(you’re a teacher so you should be good at it) and by 2004 

I had been persuaded by vicar, Father Son and Holy Spirit 

to enrol for Reader training. 

This proved a huge challenge as it turned out to be a de-

gree course and I was still working full time. Peter and the 

children were incredibly  supportive, so I couldn't back out.  

I was licensed by the late Bishop Kenneth in September 

2008 and here I am, queen of Evensong. 

 

God, no doubt, despairs of me all the time. and yet I hang 

on to Him even in thin faith times, but without Him and 

Peter, I would not be standing  here.  

I am constantly amazed at what God has done in my life. 

It has been a long and gradual awakening to a faith that 

has changed me profoundly. 

 

Heavenly Father, you are an amazing and faithful God, 

whose mercy and grace is for all. The greatest honour 

we can give you is to live gladly because of the 

knowledge of your love. 

Amen 

 

 

 
  


