
 

 

 

 

 

Take Time to Be Holy 
	
	
January settled in, bitter cold with frequent snows. I was working the graveyard shift at 
the hospital as an R.N. Duties complete, I clocked out on this particular Sunday morning 
wondering how I would make it through another day. But there was no time to think 
about me. 
Arriving	home,	Susan,	age	six,	and	Sandy,	age	three,	greeted	me	with	hugs	and	
happy	chatter,	ready	for	breakfast.	I	automatically	dressed	my	daughters	and	myself	
for	the	8:30	a.m.	service	and	left	for	church.	My	husband	Bill	never	went	with	us,	not	
even	on	Easter	or	Christmas.	

I	moved	to	my	usual	pew	in	the	right	front	portion	of	the	sanctuary	and	sank	
listlessly	into	my	seat.	In	the	ensuing	quiet	I	evaluated	my	situation.	Our	income	had	
been	insufficient	for	our	bills	for	some	time.	It	had	been	one	year	since	the	death	of	
Bill’s	dad—I	wondered	if	he	had	been	sober	since.	And	I	had	spent	the	last	year	on	a	
destructive	course	of	my	own,	searching	for	meaning	for	my	life.	

Despite	my	exhaustion	and	distraction,	the	sermon	caught	my	attention	from	the	
start.	I	listened	intently	as	the	minister	preached	on	holiness	from	I	Peter	1:15-16.	
He	explained	that	holiness	is	one	of	the	essential	elements	of	God's	nature	and	He	
requires	it	of	His	children.	God	is	holy	and	we	are	to	be	holy,	which	is	our	
righteousness.	Thankfully,	he	concluded	with	a	practical	plan	to	discover	the	
components	of	holiness:	

	

• Set aside a place and time to meet with God for fifteen minutes each day. 
• Sing or read through a hymn. 



• Read a portion of the Bible. 
• Pray. He talked of prayer as a conversation with a friend. He encouraged us to pour 

out all our troubles to our Father in Heaven and then spend time listening. He 
explained that God speaks in different ways, but we would learn to recognize His 
voice as we spent time with Him. 

	
As I absorbed this message, I was consumed by the desire for holiness. I remember 
thinking that if I could choose between holiness and anything else—even a large amount 
of money or Bill's freedom from alcoholism—I would choose holiness. I was excited. 
Here was something I could do!  
I	started	my	quest	the	very	next	morning.	I	picked	our	bedroom	for	my	specific	place	
and	10	a.m.	as	my	appointed	time,	then	completed	all	the	steps	faithfully	every	day.	
How	could	I	know	I	was	being	prepared	for	a	personal	encounter	with	my	God?	

	
At the end of April, my hometown Danville, Virginia, publicized a citywide revival. 
Churches of different denominations from all over town were cosponsoring this event. 
My mother-in-law called on Sunday afternoon to see if we were going to the opening 
night. I didn’t know much about it, since my church was not participating, but I had a 
long list of mental excuses for refusing. Without explanation I countered, “No, we’re not 
going.” She encouraged that the services would continue all week. Perhaps we could go 
another night. 
Monday	morning	I	opened	the	newspaper	to	a	huge	article	on	the	revival	with	a	
picture	that	covered	both	sides	of	the	first	spread.	As	I	was	reading,	Bill	came	up	
behind	me.	After	studying	the	picture	and	article,	he	questioned,	“Do	you	want	to	
go?”	I	was	thrilled	at	the	thought	of	going,	but	answered	simply	and	evenly,	“Yes,	
let's	go.”		
That	evening	Bill's	sister	Mary	Abbott	kept	our	girls	while	we	went	to	the	revival.	It	
was	the	first	time	I	had	ever	been	to	anything	like	it.	The	crowd	had	been	estimated	
at	1,000	the	night	before,	and	Neal’s	Warehouse	was	packed	again	for	the	second	
night.	The	singing	was	heartfelt,	the	prayers	earnest	and	meaningful,	the	sermon	
interesting.	When	it	was	over,	I	didn’t	want	to	leave.	
The	next	day	Bill	said	he	didn’t	want	to	go	back,	but	he	was	happy	for	me	to	go.	I	
didn’t	hesitate.	Off	I	went	every	night	without	a	backward	glance.			

On	Wednesday	evening	the	evangelist	gave	his	testimony.	He	had	been	an	alcoholic	
and	God	had	healed	him.	I	sat	there	in	shocked	wonder.	I	didn’t	know	God	could	heal	
anyone	from	anything,	much	less	alcoholism.	His	written	testimony	was	for	sale,	so	I	
bought	it,	took	it	home,	and	read	it	before	going	to	bed.	

The	next	morning	I	told	Bill	about	the	testimony	and	the	book.	He	did	read	the	book	
but	made	no	comment.			
As	the	week	progressed	and	I	gathered	spiritual	steam,	I	came	to	a	strong	
realization—Bill	needed	to	be	saved!	So	I	thought	up	a	plan	to	move	him	in	that	
direction.	On	Saturday	night	I	would	somehow	convince	Bill	to	go	back	to	the	revival	



with	me	and	when	the	invitation	was	given,	I	would	go	to	the	altar	and	rededicate	
my	life.	I	believed	if	I	did	that,	he	would	follow	and	be	saved.	
Saturday	came.	My	mother-in-law	was	pleased	with	my	plan	and	agreed	to	baby-sit	
for	us.	And	to	my	surprise	Bill	agreed	to	go.	As	an	extra	bonus,	Bill’s	sister	Mary	was	
going	with	us.	Piling	into	the	front	seat,	laughing	and	talking,	we	lit	up	our	cigarettes	
and	headed	to	the	service.	

	
I have no idea what the sermon was about that night—I was waiting for the altar call. As 
soon as it was given, I jumped up and was the first to reach the front of the room. I 
stopped before the platform and bowed my head. As I stood there, wondering how to 
rededicate my life, I was confronted with the person of Jesus Christ. My eyes were 
closed, but I somehow knew Jesus was standing in front of me. I heard Him say, “You 
are a sinner.” That was a shock! I was a faithful church member after all. I had always 
thought of myself as a good person. But standing transparently before Him, my whole life 
exposed to His gaze, I knew He was right. Thankfully, I had learned that week how to 
confess sins. Immediately, I did that and then asked Him to save me. At once I was 
bathed in warm love from the top of my head to the soles of my feet. I was washed and 
washed.   
When	this	wonderful	cleansing	experience	ended,	I	knew	my	sins	were	gone	and	I	
was	white	as	snow.	I	was	bursting	with	love,	peace,	and	joy.	To	my	mind	came	the	
words,	“They	went	jumping	and	leaping	and	praising	the	Lord!”	(Acts	3:8)	At	that	time	
I	didn’t	know	those	words	were	in	the	Bible.	But	of	course,	it	was	an	unacceptable	
thing	to	do,	so	I	constrained	myself.		

When	I	looked	around,	I	was	startled	to	see	so	many	people	at	the	altar—and	Bill	
was	standing	behind	me!			

After	the	service	those	who	had	responded	to	the	altar	call	were	escorted	to	another	
room	for	personal	counseling.	We	were	asked	a	series	of	questions	to	clarify	our	
decision.	I	readily	proclaimed	that	I	was	a	sinner	and	knew	Jesus	had	saved	me.	Bill	
too	confessed	that	he	knew	he	was	a	sinner,	but	he	could	not	believe	that	God	was	
personal	or	cared	anything	about	him.	During	the	forty-five	minute	discussion	that	
followed,	the	persistent	counselors	assigned	to	him	could	not	convince	him	
otherwise.		
Back	in	the	car	Bill	and	Mary	lit	up	their	cigarettes,	but	I	had	no	desire	for	one.	

As	we	entered	the	house	together	fifteen	minutes	later,	I	joyfully	announced,	“I’m	
born	again!”	(John	3)	Bill’s	mother	didn’t	even	try	to	mask	her	frustration	that	it	was	
I—not	Bill—	who	had	been	saved.	The	plan	had	certainly	unfolded	outside	our	
predetermined	plan.	But	I	was	so	changed	and	filled	with	God’s	Spirit	her	
disappointment	didn’t	hurt	me.	Blissfully,	expectantly,	I	began	my	new	life	in	Jesus.	
It	was	May	6,	1967.	

	
	

	



____________________	

	
	
I have learned the importance of pursuing a relationship with the Lord by spending time 
with Him daily, reading my Bible, praising Him in song, and conversing with Him 
through prayer. But these disciplines do not make us holy; they add substance to our 
search for holiness. Only Jesus’ death on the cross makes us holy.   
When	I	met	Jesus	at	the	altar	during	the	revival	I	experienced	the	One	who	is	Holy	
and	entered	into	Him.	After	that	encounter	the	Holy	Spirit	in	me	continued	to	teach	
me	about	a	life	of	holiness	as	I	obeyed	His	Word.			

Jesus	is	an	extremely	personal	God.	He	loves	us	so	much.	

	 	
But as He who called you is holy,  

you also be holy in all your conduct.  
Because it is written,  

“Be holy for I am holy.” 
I Peter 1:15-16 

	


