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“Christ is risen!” — we mostly hear
this affirmative exclamation on the day
of Easter, which the Christian world
celebrates once a year. Oddly enough,
on this day even unbelieving people say
this exclamation aloud. Mass psychosis
is transmitted from one to another,
and therefore even the most ardent
atheists involuntarily answer: “He has
risen indeed!” when they hear the
exclamation “Christ is risen!”. What
prompts unbelieving hearts on this day
to confirm with their lips, the fact of
the resurrection of Christ? Perhaps this
is just a tradition? This is most likely
the case because after a day and
throughout the year, few people
remember this Easter day or utter this
exclamation. Even those who believe
in the undeniable fact of the
resurrection of Christ affirmatively
pronounce: “Christ is risen!” once a
year for some reason.

I really like what the apostle Paul
said in the Epistle to the Romans
(10:9–11): “That if you confess with
your mouth the Lord Jesus and believe
in your heart that God has raised Him
from the dead, you will be saved. For
with the heart one believes unto
righteousness, and with the mouth
confession is made unto salvation. For
the Scripture says, ‘Whoever believes
on Him will not be put to shame’”.

As it turns out, it is with our lips
that we confess the resurrection of
Christ unto salvation. Moreover,
Scripture clearly tells us that “whoever

Let us carry this Good News everywhere!
salvation through faith of every
penitent sinner. The main point of
the Good News is to reveal and convey
to all nations the fact that Christ
conquered death and rose from the
dead. “Christ is risen!” — this is
precisely the good news for all who
live on earth. There is no greater
joy when you believe and know that
the Lord Jesus Christ opened the
doors to eternal life by His victory
over death, for every sincerely
believing Christian.

For several years now after I get
out of bed, every new morning begins
with the words: “Christ is risen!” The
brothers with whom I live with answer
almost in unison: “He has risen
indeed!” Of course, after such morning
exclamations, the morning becomes
good in itself. In the same way, I greet
other Christians who also like to
affirm this truth exclamatorily not only
once a year. For this is the most
pleasant joy for the heart when you
can say “Christ is risen!” again and
again.

I heartily congratulate, with this
great joy, all those who sincerely love
the Lord. May the Holy Spirit so fill
your inner spiritual being that one day
you yourself will feel how dear and
priceless the words “Christ is risen!”
are.

May we carry this good news
everywhere, without losing heart or
growing weary!

I. GORIK.

believes on Him will not be put
to shame”, that is, to confess
the fact of the resurrection of
Christ from the dead. And here
questions immediately arise:
why then are we so stingy with
the affirmative and constant
confession of the resurrection
of Christ? Why only once a year
do we make the devil tremble
with a mass exclamation of
“Christ is risen!”? Surely
believing people are well aware
that the devil is terribly afraid
when a Christian confesses the
great event — the resurrection
of Christ from the dead.

The fact is that we all live
in the information field, where
all of our words, spoken from
our lips, have a huge uplifting
and destructive power. Scrip-
ture says: “Day unto day utters
speech, And night unto night reveals
knowledge. There is no speech nor
language, Where their voice is not
heard. Their line has gone out
through all the earth, And their
words to the end of the world”
(Psalms 19:2–4).

Knowing these biblical truths let’s
just imagine what would happen to the
devil if all believing Christians daily
said aloud to each other: “Christ is
risen!” — “He has risen indeed!”
instead of the usual greeting. Such
daily exclamations would become not
only our most striking greeting to each

other, but also our never-ending
confession that Christ really lives. And
of course, these words would carry
destructive power against all demonic
evil spirits. For there is a huge
difference to exclaim in mass about
the resurrection of Christ once a year
or to affirm this indisputable fact every
day, thereby destroying the devil. As
stated in the Book of James (4:7),
“Resist the devil and he will flee from
you”.

The good news carries that endless
joy, for all tribes and peoples, that
Christ died for our sins and on the
third day rose from the dead for the
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Despite horrendous
persecution, house

churches
in Afghanistan

continue to grow
Many courageous followers

of Christ have chosen to
remain in Afghanistan in
order to continue preaching
about Christ secretly at the
risk of their lives. Thanks to
their selfless service, the
number of Christians is
growing in spite of per-
secution.

The Voice of the Martyrs
organization, in its annual
Global Prayer Guide, calls
Afghanistan a restricted
country. Open Doors ranked
Afghanistan at the top of its
list of countries where
Christians are most per-
secuted.

Since the Taliban came to
power in the country, the
country’s government has

been extremely hostile towards
Christians. The followers of
Jesus are increasingly being
targeted by violent extremist
groups.

However, despite large
numbers of Christians moving
to neighboring countries to

The Afghan
home church net-
work and the US-
based Interna-
tional Christian
Concern estimate
that there are
between ten and
twelve thousand
new Christians
across the coun-
try.

The total popu-
lation of the

Muslim-majority country is
about thirty-nine million
people.

Afghan Christians cannot
pray openly, they are forced to
hide their faith or interest in
Christianity, especially after a
recent spate of arrests.

Bibles are only available
underground or in digital
format. There are practically no
paper Bibles, and it is extremely
dangerous to own them.

Beatings, torture and
kidnappings are common
among Christians in Af-
ghanistan. But even this does
not stop the courageous
followers of Jesus. They
remain in the country, and the
number of Christians is
growing due to their selfless
service.

The Christian Post.

have the freedom to pray openly,
Afghan home churches con-
tinue to grow. At the same time,
the number of Christians who
were martyred in Afghanistan
for their faith in Christ is
growing every month. But their
deaths are usually hidden from
the public.

“Perhaps a year ago, after the
fall of Kabul, you heard that all
the followers of Christ in
Afghanistan fled the country,
were killed, or hid trying to
cross the border. It’s just not
true”, Voice of the Martyrs
radio host Todd Nettleton told
The Christian Post. “The brave
believers in Christ deliberately
chose to stay in the country,
knowing full well that their
lives were in danger, they
stayed to serve their coun-
trymen and continue to share
the gospel”, Nettleton added.

The Lord has blessed me
and so I want to bless

those around me.
Woman anonymously
pays for customers’

products
Dollar General customers

were unexpectedly blessed by a
stranger who paid for their
goods.

At first, the store employees
thought Pearl was just a regular
customer who filled her cart
with a lot of products for
herself. But then a worker
named Lavigne began to observe
the woman’s actions and noticed
that she was doing something
special.

What a sur-
prise when
she realized
that Pearl was
not buying
products for
herself, but
for other peo-
ple who came
to the store.
Lavigne asked
if she could
take a photo

of the benefactor. Pearl agreed,
but asked for one unusual
thing:

“Don’t tell customers I’m
buying this. Just tell them it’s
a gift from the store. I don’t
want them to recognize me. I feel
uncomfortable when they thank
me. The Lord has blessed me,
and therefore I want to bless
those around me”.

This story influenced Lavigne
so much that, despite Pearl’s
request, she could not restrain
herself and shared the photo on
the Internet.

The amazing kindness of this
woman touched the hearts of
many people and set a wonderful
example of how we should share
blessings with others.

sobor.com.ua
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Christ is risen! — He is risen indeed!
These are the words we have heard
for many years, but today I would
like to place a special emphasis on
them. The fact of the matter is that
very often we hear in churches of the
forgiveness of sins, thanks to what
Christ did on the cross, but
unfortunately, we rarely hear about
His resurrection from the dead. But,
the resurrection of Christ is just as
important as His death on the cross
of Calvary.

The Apostle Peter writes: Blessed
be the God and Father of our Lord
Jesus Christ, who according to His
abundant mercy has begotten us again
to a living hope through the
resurrection of Jesus Christ from the
dead (1 Peter 1:3).

And, the first thing Peter points
out is that our God is good. He is
blessed and therefore He gives what
He Himself possesses. He blesses
because it is His essence. God has an
abundance of everything: holiness, and
love, and faith, and health, and
prosperity, and strength, and so on.
He is full of an abundance of every
kind and is interested to attend to our
daily needs.

Peter goes on to write that it is
because of God’s mercy that each of
us can expect from Him something
good for his life. As one friend whom
we met on the plane once said about
Easter: this is when everything was
bad at first, and then everything
became good.

The only thing that needs to be
understood is that it becomes good for
us not according to our merits, but by
His great mercy. Friends, there is no
need for us to try to appease God, all
our good deeds, everything is still not
perfect. God is good to us because of
His love and not because of our merit
or good deeds.

Should we strive to do the right thing?
Yes, certainly. Should we do good and
avoid evil? Undoubtedly! But, all this is
part of all of us, this is the essence of
the born again child of God. By doing
what’s right, we express who we really
are and should be. Scripture says: Behold
what manner of love the Father has
bestowed on us, that we should be called
children of God (1 John 3:1).

And finally, the main thought of
the day: He gives us a new birth
through the resurrection of Jesus
Christ. Our human, sinful nature was
thoroughly saturated with death. Sorry
for the following expression, we
smelled like a corpse. But, thanks to
the resurrection of Christ, a true and
genuine faith was born in us.

And, it is this faith that allows us
to live a life of victory over all sin
and damnation. Peter calls such faith
a living element or substance. In
talking to many people who call
themselves Christians, I have asked
what the resurrection of Christ really
means to them.

In response, I heard about various
traditions, foundations, rituals,
occasions from life and so on, and only
a few have said that the resurrection
of Christ is the Passover that overcomes
death. Only a small number of
Christians focuses on the resurrection
of Christ and the triumphal victory over
any manifestation of death.

Last week my wife and I celebrated
Jewish Passover with friends. And,
they explained to us the meaning of
Passover through the prism of the New
Testament. As far as you probably
remember, the first Passover happened
in the days of Moses. In short, I want
to remind you that the Jewish people
were for a long time in slavery to the
Egyptians and after nine plagues, the
tenth was to come. Pharaoh did not
want to let the Jews go, and God no
longer wanted to endure the stubborn
pharaoh.

That night, the Lord ordered
everyone to take a one-year-old lamb,
kill it and bake it at home, and then
eat it, but before that to smear the
doorposts with its blood. The following
is written about it: And thus you shall
eat it: with a belt on your waist, your
sandals on your feet, and your staff
in your hand. So you shall eat it in

of victory over slavery and death,
where in every house a lamb without
blemish was killed and its blood turned
away the wrath of God. These lambs
were as a prototype or typified by the
Lamb of God — Jesus.

John the Baptist said of Him (Jesus):
Behold! The Lamb of God who takes
away the sin of the world! (John 1:29).

Jesus, like a lamb, was sacrificed
in order to conquer not only power of
sin, but also death itself in all its
manifestations. Jesus said: I am the
resurrection and the life; He who
believes in Me, though he may die, he
shall live (John 11:25).

Death has always been an invincible
enemy. If you notice that people are
afraid of death, they worry that they
will suddenly fall ill and die. Many
are afraid they won’t be able to find
the right medicine or treatment, others
worry about a short-term demise or
catastrophe, and so on.

Death is the absence of any
manifestation of life; therefore, it
gives rise to fear, it excludes faith
and leads to destruction. But what is
the root cause of death? Where did it
come from? The Bible talks about it
this way: And the Lord God
commanded the man, saying, “Of every
tree of the garden you may freely eat;
but of the tree of the knowledge of
good and evil you shall not eat, for in
the day that you eat of it, you shall
surely die” (Genesis 2:16–17).

We see here God’s first mention of
death. The Lord allows Adam to make
his own choice. But, as you and I
know, Adam made a conscious decision
to do it his own way: So when the
woman saw that the tree was good for
food, that it was pleasant to the eyes,
and a tree desirable to make one wise,
she took of its fruit and ate. She also
gave to her husband with her, and he
ate (Genesis 3:6).

Some people blame everything on
women. Even here they say the evil
came from Eve.

heeded to the voice of your wife, and
have eaten from the tree of which I
commanded you, saying: “you shall not
eat of it”: cursed is the ground for
your sake; in toil you shall eat of it all
the days of your life. Both thorns and
thistles it shall bring forth for you,
and you shall eat the herb of the field.
In the sweat of your face you shall eat
bread till you return to the ground,
for out of it you were taken; for dust
you are, and to dust you shall return
(Genesis 3:17–19).

Damnation in the earth, sorrow and
pain, backbreaking and thankless
work, and in the end death. This went
on for centuries, until the moment
when Christ took upon Himself all the
curses of the world and died on the
cross as the sacrificial Lamb.

He was not killed by the arbitrariness
of the Roman and Jewish authorities,
He was crucified for the sins of all
mankind to redeem us from eternal
death. He rose from the dead to shame
death in all its manifestations.

Let me read a few passages in the
Bible about this:

 ...Who (Jesus) was delivered up
because of our offenses, and was raised
because of our justification (Romans
4:25).

 ...Knowing that Christ, having been
raised from the dead, dies no more.
Death no longer has dominion over
Him (Romans 6:9).

But if the Spirit of Him who raised
Jesus from the dead dwells in you, He
who raised Christ from the dead will
also give life to your mortal bodies
through His Spirit who dwells in you
(Romans 8:11).

 ...Knowing that He who raised up
the Lord Jesus will also raise up with
Jesus and will present us with you
(2 Corinthians 4:14).

 ...Whom He raised from the dead,
even Jesus who delivers us from the
wrath to come (1 Thessalonians 1:10).

For if we believe that Jesus died
and rose again, even so God will bring

with Him those who sleep in Jesus
(1 Thessalonians 4:14).

So, the resurrection of Christ is a
victory over death in all its mani-
festations. For example, if relations
between spouses have died or
dissipated we have hope for the
resurrection of these relations. If the
hope for a happy future has died, then
God is able to resurrect it again. If
death crept up in the form of sickness,
remember: Christ is our Passover Lamb
who heals any disease. If death comes
as a business failure, remember that
the resurrection of Christ is also a
victory in the financial sphere.
Wherever you look: relationships or
health, the future or career, your
future or eternity — anywhere and
everywhere the resurrection of Christ
gives us faith in victory.

Scripture says: O Death, where is
your sting? O Hades, where is your
victory? But thanks be to God, who
gives us the victory through our Lord
Jesus Christ (1 Corinthians 15:55, 57).

Everyone who truly believes in the
resurrection of Christ has been granted
a great victory over death. And, not
to use it would be a huge folly.
Friends, learn how to use Jesus’
victory over death.

Apply knowledge from the Bible to
resurrect or restore what is broken and
destroyed by the devil. God did this
for us because He is good. He dreams
that every person could live the
resurrection of Christ. The Bible says:
...to know Him, and the power of His
resurrection... (Philippians 3:10). In
fact, this is the purpose of our life.

Resurrection is life, giving its
surging energy to everything around.
Proclaim the victory of Christ over
your mind, by renewing it. Proclaim
the victory of Christ over your life by
changing it. Proclaim the victory of
Christ over your family by trans-
forming it. And, proclaim the victory
of Christ over your country, in an act
of a blessing.

The Resurrection of Christ is the
music of glory, it is the song of victory
and triumph. This is the power to the
rebirth of mortal and fallen man. This
is power over evil and the devil.
Celebrate the resurrection of Christ
every day as well as several times a
day.

Scripture tells us: ...knowing that you
were not redeemed with corruptible
things, like silver or gold, from your
aimless conduct received by tradition
from your fathers, but with the precious
blood of Christ, as of a Lamb without
blemish and without spot. He indeed
was, foreordained before the foun-
dation of the world, but was manifest
in these last times for you, who through
Him believe in God, who raised Him
from the dead and gave Him glory, so
that your faith and hope are in God
(1 Peter 1:18–21).

I want to end on a happy note. The
resurrection of Christ should be
celebrated not once a year, but every
day. God’s dream is that every person
not only hears or even knows about
resurrection of Christ but, would also
experience it in the daily life.

The Passover (Easter) holiday is
meant to remind us that Christ rose
from the dead. He did not remain
hanging on the cross, He did not
remain in the grave, He rose again
for our faith and hope. He gave us a
chance to live a life of victory.

The resurrection of Christ is the
manifesto of His coming glory. He will
come to take His people to heaven and
condemn those who did not believe in
Him. That is why I want to invite you
today to prayer based on the following
Bible verses: ...that if you confess with
your mouth the Lord Jesus and believe
in your heart that God has raised Him
from the dead, you will be saved. For
with the heart one believes unto
righteousness, and with the mouth
confession is made unto salvation
(Romans 10:9–10).

To confess is to say what God has
already said before. Our verbal consent
establishes faith in God’s salvation in
our hearts and makes us His children
forever.

https://kifaplus.com

haste. It is the Lord’s Passover. For I
will pass through the land of Egypt
on that night, and will strike all the
firstborn in the land of Egypt, both
man and beast; and against all the
gods of Egypt I will execute judgment:
I am the Lord. Now the blood shall be
a sign for you on the houses where
you are. And when I see the blood, I
will pass over you; and the plague shall
not be on you to destroy you when I
strike the land of Egypt. So this day
shall be to you a memorial; and you
shall keep it as a feast to the Lord
throughout your generations. You shall
keep it as a feast by an everlasting
ordinance (Exodus 12:11–14).

The first Passover was a celebration

But, note: Eve was seduced by the
serpent, but Adam was not, he made
a rational decision. Since the husband
is the head of the family, the
responsibility for decisions in the house
was entrusted to him.

What’s strange is that Adam and
Eve didn’t die after eating the
forbidden fruit physically but death
spread much further. It penetrated into
the earth, into nature, into human life
and so on. Curses and diseases, wars
and famines, debauchery and murders
filled the whole earth.

Scripture tells us that God ultimately
delivered judgment, and rendered a
verdict on all mankind:

And, he said to Adam: Because you

RESURRECTION OF CHRIST!
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  




       
      
     
      
     


  

      


      
     

      

     
  
     
  


      


 



  
       
     

      
    
     


    
    
       
     
   



     

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


    
        




  
      



   

      

      

 


  
 
    


      


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

      










     






 
       



 

    
     

      
     

        
      


      
      




      
 
      

   
      
    


       




    

      



        
    
       
    
     
     

       


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     


        

 
      
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      

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      






    
     
        




 
    


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THE PURPOSE OF HUMAN LIFE




 


     
      



 

     
 

 

      
     
      
       



     
   


   
     

      
   

    
      

       
     


  

     


     
 
  


   







    
      

   

         

  

    
    
   
    
  
     


  
   


       
      
      







 

 

      



     


         

        
      
       


      


      


       


     
     
    

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      
     
      
     


 
       

      

      


     
      
     
     
      
  
 


      

 




     
     
  
       


     

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
 

 
 
        

       

 



  
      

        

  


       

      



      
     





PASTOR’S WORD
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One time at the age of five or
six, I had a dream where a struggle
was occurring for my life between
the forces of good and evil. My
grandmother, who attended a
Baptist church, said:

Granddaughter, you need to go
to God. Satan will have great
power in your life, but God will
help you.

Time passed, fears subsided, the
dream was forgotten, and I did not
go to church. Everything was going
well so why would I need God?  I
grew up, entered medical school,
then got married, and gave birth
to a daughter. Life was good. I
didn’t know when trouble would
creep in. When our girl was four
years old, my husband and I
separated. Shortly after, my life
spun and whirled: restaurants,
wine, cigarettes, new friends. Not
a life, but pure fun.

At that time, I had many acqua-
intances who were addicted to drugs.
As a health care worker, I helped them
by administering blood IV. Then one
day I also decided to try the effects of
drugs. I liked it and I started using
them, first occasionally, then more and
more often. I sank into depression which
only large doses of drugs temporarily
took me out of. I thought I would never
become addicted. The doses were
increasing, I already needed the drugs
several times a day.

Life soon ceased to be fun, and I
began to look for a way out. There
was an opportunity to go to the sea, to
get rid of my drug addiction. But even
there I met people who constantly

I was born and raised in
Ordzhonikidze (now Pokrov) in
a normal Soviet family. My
parents were good people and
respected by others, especially my
mother who believed in God. At
that time, they could not even
imagine that their son would
become a drug addict. Since
childhood my parents paid a lot
of attention to me and taught
me to distinguish between good
and evil. In school I studied well,
you can say, but my attitude
wasn’t good.

After graduating from the
eighth grade, I entered a
technical school in another city.
Life in the student dormitory
gave me new, interesting friends.
It was at the age of sixteen that
I tried the opium drug for the
first time. At that time it was
even prestigious, fashionable, in-
teresting and romantic to use drugs and
without much financial cost you could
buy what your soul desired. Poppy and
cannabis grew in accessible places, and
the problem of drug addiction did not
exist then.

Ten years flew by in which I
periodically indulged in drugs, slowing
myself down a little, but I was not going
to give it up forever. I didn’t even know
that everything could go so far.

The next fifteen years became a real
nightmare, just hell on earth. Everything
that was dear to me fell apart: family,
work, and my friends. Everyone had
enough of me. My relationship with my
parents became strained. My life was
heading into the abyss, I began to sink
lower and lower. A lot of money was
already spent on buying this drug. I
could no longer earn money in an honest
way, and this led to theft, to deceiving
people and, as a result, to repeated
convictions. In prison, I continued to
use drugs, for which I received another
sentence before even being released.



      



  













    
   

    

 




      










  





    




     



   



     


       




 
    



       




   

 


    



   












 



        
     





PASTOR’S WORD

THE PURPOSE
OF HUMAN LIFE

JESUS HAS RISEN INDEED IN MY LIFE

supplied me with drugs. When I got
home, I quit my job as it was hard for
me to work at the hospital anymore,
and life began to go downhill: I started
making the drugs and selling them.

And then for the first time in my
life, I faced the authorities. I re-
membered a saying my Christian
relatives would say: When in trouble,
then you seek God.  I repented of my
sins but was in no hurry to say goodbye
to drugs, for which I received a three-
year suspended sentence. But that didn’t
stop me.

Thank the Lord my daughter came
to God. She was fifteen at the time
and she started praying for me. She
constantly talked about God’s love and
how many people at the church found

freedom from drug addiction. I
listened and even believed, but I
continued to use drugs. Then I had
another run in with the law which
made me run to church. Once again,
God helped me: I was miraculously
cleared of a criminal case for the
distribution of narcotic substances.
I began to frequently go to church
services thinking that in this way I
would be protected from the
authorities and other evil. I did a
lot of things as a ritual, even when
praying. Six months later I went
back to my old ways of using drugs.
This time it was worse than ever. I
was stuck- there was nowhere else
to go! Due to lack of finances, I
ended up in the drug business. But
one day, a serious raid affected my
whole life. I suddenly realized what
a swamp I was in and that I
couldn’t make it out on my own. I

fell to my knees, praying to God to
lead me out of this impasse, promising
to leave my addiction to drugs.

Thank God that He is so long-
suffering and merciful: He intervened
in my life with His love and freed me
from the bondage of sin. It was my day
of sorrow on which I cried out to Him,
and He heard me.

I am eternally grateful to my Lord
and Savior for His faithfulness, for the
fact that everything is in His hands,
including me.

I have a wonderful spiritual family.
I serve my Lord by glorifying His great
name. I love to sing to Him. He truly
resurrected me.

Oksana RUDENKO,
Ukraine, gazetasp.net

GOD CHANGED MY MINDSET

My health was getting worse and
worse. The doctors said that with such
a liver I would not last long, and the
di sease in my legs progressed.
Everyone around me wanted nothing
to do with me.

Fortunately, I knew people of faith
whose lives were once no different from
mine. But now they lived a very
different life: they sincerely believed in
the mercy of God and said that the
Lord is able to do a miracle in my life.
I was faced with a choice: go to prison
once again or go to a rehabilitation
center.

With God’s and Christian acqua-
intances help, I found myself in the
rehabilitation center Ark of Salvation
in the city of Alexandria, where the
parable is written in large letters: Deliver
those who are drawn toward death, And
hold back those stumbling to the
slaughter (Prov. 24:11). There I
repented of all my sins and accepted
the Lord Jesus Christ into my heart.
After that, big changes began to happen
in my life. God began to change my

mindset, my eyes opened, both physical
and spiritual. I looked at life differently,
the world began to open to me with His
mercy and love.

The Lord worked on my character,
changed my hardened heart to a loving
and compassionate one. I had a great
desire to help people who are caught
in the quagmire of drugs that tries
harder and harder to destroy a soul
that’s dear to God. In the Holy Gospel
of John, it is written that the thief,
that is, the devil, comes only to steal,
to kill, and to destroy, and Jesus came
to give you life abundantly. I learned
that addiction is a real slavery, from
which only Jesus Christ can give
freedom, because only He voluntarily
went to the cross to save people from
their sins and became the Intercessor
for wrongdoers (Is. 53:12).

While serving in the rehabilitation
center Manger in Dnepropetrovsk (now
Dnipro), I helped people know the living,
loving, and merciful God by personal
example of what the Lord can do to a
drug addict and a criminal. The cross
that people once put on me turned into
the cross of the Lord Jesus Christ, who
saved me, justified, cleansed and
instilled hope in my heart.

I currently live in my hometown of
Ordzhonikidze, I am a minister of the
Church Word of Awakening and I see
God’s hand and His favor in my life.

I want to appeal to all people:
whatever state you are in, put your life
in the hands of God, trust Him, as I
once did, which I do not regret at all.
And if the Lord was able to change and
heal me in this way, then I am sure
that Almighty God will help you if you
allow Him to do so.

I thank God for every person He
sends into my life to help them meet a
true Friend, Helper, and Comforter.
Now I rejoice in every day given to me
by the Lord, His presence in my life,
His power, His grace. To Him all glory,
He alone is worthy of all praise.

Volodymyr YAKOVLEV,
Ukraine, gazetasp.net
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MEAN?

I grew up in a safe environment,
which my father created for me. He
held a managerial position; made good
money and I could live well without
denying myself anything. I didn’t have
to work hard and achieve something.
I had everything just because I had a
loving father who could always come
to my aid.

I was an average student at school
but I didn’t have a special desire for
education. I went to college and at
the age of nineteen I got into a car
accident. I was hit by a car, breaking
my entire right side...

I was in a coma for two days and
when I came to myself, for a very long
time I was tormented by severe pains
all over my body. After the operation,
I was injected intramuscularly with
strong painkillers, but after some time
they stopped the injections, and,
feeling the same severe pain I realized
that I simply could not live without
such drugs and I could only save myself
from them with alcohol. So, alcohol
became at that time my lifesaver.

So, during two months in the
hospital and a few more months after
being discharged, I became so addicted
to alcohol that after six months it
became quite natural for me to drink
it every day.

I recovered; life again sparkled with
all its colors... And the addiction, in
turn, began to strengthen. From my
youth, I got used to getting everything
easily, without effort, and after this
addiction I became a person without a
goal, without plans, without striving
to achieve something in my life. My
father still provided me with money.
I, as before, did not need daily bread
and it is quite understandable that,
like any guy at my age, I liked to take
a walk more than look for a job or
something like that. So, without
straining in life, I, as they say, slowly
descended. I was only twenty-three...

Earlier, my mother having divorced
my father, went abroad to work and
my father married a believing woman.
He tried with all his might to bring
me to God, trying in every possible
way to introduce me to life in the
church, which he himself attended. I
financially dependent on him, in turn,
tried to do at least something good to
thank my father. I tried not to miss
meetings on Saturdays. At every
service I was in the house of God,
attended a prayer group. At that time
for all his prayers and petitions his
patience and sacrifice for me, there
were people who told him, sym-
pathizing, that I was a lost person
and there was simply no point in
fighting for me already...

Now, years later, I am infinitely
grateful to both the Lord and my
father for not stopping halfway then.
Perhaps without understanding his
choice, he did everything with his faith
and patience for my awakening,
salvation and rebirth.

It can be said that I was directly
related to the church, visiting it,
approaching the youth, communicating
with them but at the same time I
remained blind and deaf too much. I
couldn’t consciously understand why
I came there and what it can give me
in life, how my life can change thanks
to a real meeting with God, I did not
imagine and could not imagine. Until
when it happened...

While my father was praying for
me all this time, while attending
church, I continued to lead the way
of life to which I had become
accustomed: I drank, smoked...
accepted, I still could not overcome it
in myself. People in the church saw
and understood my problems, at the
request of my father and on their own
initiative they prayed and for a long
time continued to accept me as I am, I
felt their disposition towards me.

My peers from the church also
received me well, although I then and
now perfectly understand that there
was so little in common between them
and me!

But why did I keep attending
meetings? Looking back, I now
remember how, despite my outward
rebelliousness to the Christian way of
life, I still really wanted to change my
way of life inside myself. And I was
increasingly drawn to the youth in the
church. But at the same time, thoughts
came to me that the moment would
suddenly come when I would cease to
suit them, my presence would become
something superfluous for them, a
burden. Fortunately, this was only my
fear, and in reality, this did not
happen, which supported me a lot.

A few years later I visited one of
the evangelistic programs in Poltava,
and after it I was offered
to be baptized. I agreed.
But I didn’t have a
conscious understanding
of what I was doing and
why I was doing it, and
most importantly, what
would happen after.
Then I believed that after
my conversion, that is,
the solemn moment of
baptism, the Lord would
immediately begin to do
something in my life.
And on my part, all that
is needed is this consent
and a signature under
the baptismal docu-
ment...

How deeply I was mistaken, my life
later showed.

Six months passed after the baptism,
and my father had to leave Ukraine
for several months for work. And this
meant that I had to remain unattended
by him, which my father, knowing my
weaknesses and understanding the
risks associated with them, tried to
prevent.

At that moment, despite my already
full membership in the church, I still
could not overcome myself and leave
my former way of life. I continued to
smoke and drink just as before... This
only aggravated my situation, bringing
me to a state of complete helplessness
in front of any life circumstances where
responsibility was necessary, at least
for myself.

At that time, I was so chemically
addicted that with even a slight
abstinence from alcohol, I had bouts
of alcoholic epilepsy. The body
constantly demanded its doping and
no matter how hard I tried; I could
not do anything with myself.

My misfortune was seen, of course,
by those around me. They prayed for
me, worried, communicated with me,
supported me in every possible way,
but, unfortunately, they could not do
anything about it. Father also prayed
for my condition, which, at that time,
was simply unviable in the full and
spiritual sense of the word.

My condition at that time was
deteriorating more and more, there was
no relief, and my father saw the
inevitability of my imminent end.

...And just before that very planned
two-month trip, after much hesitation
and reflection, my father shared with
me his thoughts that he did not know
what to do and how to act, because he
was afraid that when he returned
home, he would no longer find me
alive.

Seeing my increasingly deteriorating
condition, which was the same before
and after baptism, he was simply
afraid for me. For the fact that at the
next moment, when I don’t get drunk
and an attack of alcoholic epilepsy
occurs, no one will be next to me and
no one will be able to help.

After long worries and questions in

communion with God, my father
decided the following: while he was
on a business trip, he would place me...
in a place of deprivation of liberty.

Before that, I had repeatedly taken
a course of detoxification in various
hospitals and without success. I was
uncontrollable and could leave the place
at any moment, because, apart from
strength I did not recognize anything.
Therefore, probably at that time the
only possible way out of the situation
was to place me in a place where the
prisoners were and thereby provide me
with complete, and most importantly,
strict supervision.

When my father told me about his
decision, I took it normally — his
authority was so significant to me and
I trusted him. Although, of course,
not every parent will find the strength
to go for something like that.

So, I ended up in a kind of medical-
labor dispensary, a medical cor-
rectional institution intended for those
who, by a court decision, were sent
for compulsory treatment for drug
addiction and alcoholism.

The first days were the most
difficult for me, as I found myself in
conditions that I was not ready for
and had no idea about. There was
nowhere to go. Nearby was not a dear
loving father who was always ready
to support and help. Strangers and
an unpleasant environment, where
behind a high fence there was freedom
and the former, such a familiar life.
And the church, to which I had time
to get used to.

A few days later, I learned that my
brothers in the faith were engaged in
missionary service in this dispensary.
My joy knew no bounds! I began to
look for meetings with them, to ask
questions. From them, I learned what
I need to change my life, how I can
change myself and free myself from
painful addiction.

Communicating with them not just
for a long time, as in freedom, but at
the call of my soul and heart, I began
to hear and understand, I realized how
to truly get to know God, to find a
new life. I learned that it is necessary
to sincerely ask for forgiveness for
the sins committed and receive
sanctification by the Holy Spirit. On
that day, my repentance was as never
before, sincere.

After a few days, I felt a unique
sense of freedom. And I perked up
because someone appeared in this
closed and alien institution for me,
who understood and loved me. It is
difficult to convey in words the feeling
of freedom that visited me there, in
prison, far from the outside world and
my relatives, I felt freer and felt the
taste of real life — more real than
before being at large. It’s hard to put
into words, but I felt it very well.

I had no doubts that the Lord
Himself heard me, that He forgave
me, that I was born again and that I
am now His child, I had no doubts.

As a sign of truly making a
covenant with the Lord, I suddenly
had an amazing ability to write poetry.

Before that, I didn’t like to read or
write.

After two months of being in this
dispensary, when I returned home to
Poltava, I found myself a completely
different person. If earlier I came to
services just to come, to be noted or
to pay tribute to my father, now I just
ran to the same meetings!

I was eager to tell everyone, to
whom it was possible, about how the
Lord saved me, how he led me to a
new life, how I want to share the Good
News with the whole world, and how
I want to serve Him now...

The drastic change in me surprised
everyone, although I was baptized in
full and was a member of the church.
But I didn’t have a real dedication
and a full-fledged Christian life until
that time, until I found myself on the
other side of the high fences with
which I was protected from the outside
world, the influence of friends and
the street and most importantly, alcohol
and tobacco...

Returning back to my native
community after my release, I was
literally in seventh heaven with
happiness. Many brothers and sisters
even said that I seemed to glow. And
this was despite the fact that at that
moment I actually had nothing: no job,
no family, no confidence in the
future... I believed and lived only in
the Lord!

In addition, thanks to the revival
somehow, I have improved relations
with those people with whom I had
previously been in conflict... I have no
enemies now; I try to treat everyone
the way the Lord treats each person —
as His own creation. And I understand
that no matter how fallen and hopeless
a person is in people’s opinion, God
looks at them completely differently
than we, people, and He is ready at
any moment to lend a helping hand to
pull them out, to wrest them out of
any webs and break any chains of
slavery!

Remarkably, I did not have any
methods of treatment as such in the
institution where I stayed for two
months. Haloperidol and some other
medicine for spasms, spasmodic attacks
I didn’t accept. I managed to secretly
throw them away, despite the fact that
I was chemically addicted and could
not live without drugs and alcohol.

During these two months, I
completely freed myself from alcohol
addiction.

In the lives of many people, the Lord
manifested Himself and did some kind
of miracles, but I don’t know of
examples of such a drug-free cardinal
change, as what happened with me.

In the course of my further
ministry, having direct contact with
former drug addicts and alcohol
addicts who were undergoing treat-
ment in rehabilitation centers, I was
interested in their experience of
liberation. Today in Ukraine there are
various programs, methods that are
used in rehabilitation centers to get
rid of addiction, and people really get
freed of this with the help of the same
addicted people, with the help of
group leaders, with the help of
trainers, various methods... And I
became free only thanks to the Lord
without any methods or anything else!
Heavenly Father Himself set me free!
Praise the Lord for everything!

When I consumed alcohol, it seemed
to me that I knew how to live and
enjoy life. I used to see pleasure in
this, and I didn’t want to know
anything else, and I couldn’t even
imagine that without it one could be
happy and contented. But today I really
truly live and enjoy life. Only God
Himself does this!

Written by Natella MOSINA,
www.asd.in.ua

Volodymyr GAVRILENKO: I WENT TO JAIL PER MY FATHERS’ REQUEST

TES T IMON I E S  O F  BORN - AGA IN  CHR I S T I ANS



PRISONER  ¹2(40), 20236

Ever had someone tell you, You’re
missing the whole point! The purpose
of Genesis is to teach that God is our
Creator. We should not be divisive over
the small details. Genesis teaches the
theological truth of “Who?” and
“Why?” not about the “How?” and
“When?”. Or else they say that the Bible
is a book for faith and morality, not
history.

An obvious answer is, why should
we trust Genesis when it says God
created if we can’t trust it on the
details? After all, Jesus told
Nicodemus, I have spoken to you of
earthly things and you do not believe;
how then will you believe if I speak of
heavenly things? (John 3:12). So if
Genesis can’t be trusted on an earthly
thing, such as Earth’s age, the
sequence of creative acts upon it, or
the Flood that covered it, then why trust
it on a heavenly thing such as who the
Creator was? Also, if Genesis 1 were
merely meant to tell us that God is
creator, then why simply not stop at
verse 1, all that’s necessary to state
this?

However, the critic has overlooked
something even more important —
Genesis is written as real history. This
is why the rest of the Bible treats the
events, people, and time sequences as
real history — not parables, poetry,
or allegory.

WHAT DOES THE REST
OF SCRIPTURE SAY?

The age and unique creation of
Adam and Eve mattered to Jesus

When teaching about marriage,
Jesus said: But at the beginning of
creation God “made them male and
female. ... For this reason a man will
leave his father and mother and be
united to his wife, and the two will
become one flesh”. So they are no longer
two, but one (Mark 10:6–8).

Here, Jesus quoted Genesis 1:27 and
Genesis 2:24 about a real first man
and first woman who became the first
couple, and this was the basis for
marriage between one man and one
woman today. Not a man and a man,
or a woman and a woman, or more
than two people. Evolution teaches
instead that a whole population of
humans evolved from a population of
ape-like creatures.

Also, in the context of what Jesus
quoted, the two become one flesh
because Eve was taken from Adam’s
flesh, and a man leaves his parents
because Adam had none. Furthermore,
Jesus said that Adam and Eve were
there from the beginning of creation,
not billions of years later.

Far too few Christians defend the
foundation of marriage — the recent
creation of Adam and Eve as Jesus
taught. Then they wonder why sinful
deviant acts such as adultery, for-
nication and homosexual behaviour are
increasing, even within the church.

The timeframe of Creation Week
matters to God

God Himself wrote the Ten Com-
mandments with His finger. The 4th
one is: Remember the Sabbath day by

keeping it holy. Six days you shall
labour and do all your work, but the
seventh day is a Sabbath to the Lord
your God.

The reason he gave is: For in six
days the Lord made the heavens and
the earth, the sea, and all that is in
them, but he rested on the seventh day.

Clearly the timeframe is important,
otherwise this Commandment is
meaningless. And if the creation days
were really long periods of time, then
logically the days of the working week
would have to be as well. But Work
for 6 billion years and rest for one
billion years doesn’t quite have the
same ring to it...

Adam’s sin bringing death mattered
to Paul’s preaching of the gospel

In 1 Corinthians 15, Paul explains
the Gospel he had taught these people,
and how central Jesus’ Resurrection
is. And he explains why Jesus came
to die: For since death came through
a man, the resurrection of the dead
comes also through a man. For as in
Adam all die, so in Christ all will be
made alive. ... So it is written: “The
first man Adam became a living
being”; the last Adam, a life-giving
spirit (1 Corinthians 15:21–22, 45).

Paul explains that the Gospel (good
news) is necessary because of the bad
news that our ancestor Adam sinned
and brought death to all people
(Romans 5:12–19). Thus, the last
Adam, Jesus, cured this by living a
sinless life, dying for our sin, and
rising from the dead. Also, Jesus rose
physically from the dead [rising from
an empty tomb with flesh and bones
(Luke 24:39)]. So the death Adam
brought must also have a physical
component, as shown by his return to
the dust from which he was made
(Genesis 3:19).

All compromise views place death
before Adam’s sin, thus undermine the
Gospel.

Jesus’ ancestry mattered to Luke
In chapter 3 of his Gospel, Luke

traces Jesus’ lineage from Mary all
the way back up to Adam. There is
not the slightest hint of a break
showing where historical characters
end and mythical figures begin —
all are treated as equally historical;
none are mythical. This includes
Adam himself, who was created
directly by God, not through a long
line of ape-like ancestors or pond
scum (Luke 3:38).

This is important for Paul’s
teaching in the above section. It is also
vital for the Atonement. The prophet
Isaiah spoke of the coming Messiah as
literally the Kinsman-Redeemer, i.e.
one who is related by blood to those
he redeems (Isaiah 59:20, which uses
the same Hebrew word          as is
used to describe Boaz in relation to
Naomi in Ruth 2:20; 3:1 — 4:17).
The book of Hebrews also explains how
Jesus took upon Himself the nature
of a man to save mankind, but not
angels (Hebrews 2:11–18). So only
Adam’s descendants can be saved,
because only thus can they be related

GENESIS: BIBLE AUTHORS BELIEVED IT TO BE HISTORY

Next  verse,  Pau l teaches that
Genesis 3 is also real history, And
Adam was not deceived, but the
woman being deceived was in the
transgression.

Noah, the Flood and Ark mattered
to Jesus and Peter

Jesus taught about the sudden
reality of His future judgment by
comparing it to the time of Noah: Just
as it was in the days of Noah, so also
will it be in the days of the Son of
Man. People were eating, drinking,
marrying and being given in marriage
up to the day Noah entered the Ark.
Then the Flood came and destroyed
them all (Luke 17:26–27). Here, Jesus
treats Noah as a real person, the Ark
as a real ship and the Flood as a real
event that destroyed all people outside
the Ark.

Peter likewise warned of a coming
Judgment by comparing it with the
Flood. He even said that one
characteristic of scoffers was a willful
ignorance of two things: the reality
of special creation of the world out
of water, and its destruction by water
(2 Peter 3:3–7).

But if we deny that the Flood was
a real event, then logically the future
Judgment must be denied as well. And
if the Flood was merely a local
Mesopotamian flood, then people could
have escaped simply by emigrating.
Logically, sinners could escape the
future wrath of the Son of Man just
by keeping out of Iraq!

SUMMARY
These are only a few examples of

where other Bible writers take Genesis
as history. Indeed, the inspired
writers treat the people, events and
times as real, not merely literary or
theological devices. And the reality
of the history is foundational to
crucial teachings about faith and
morality.

Jonathan SARFATI, creation.com

P. S. Jonathan Sarfati obtained a
B.Sc. (Hons.) in Chemistry with two
physics papers substituted (nuclear
and condensed matter physics) in
Victoria University of Wellington in
New Zealand. He is the author of a
number of popular books: “Refuting
Evolution”, “Refuting Evolution 2”,
“Refuting Compromise”. Former New
Zealand chess champion, now he
devotes all his time to work for the
Creation Ministries International in
Brisbane (Australia).

by blood to the Last
Adam.

So if anyone thinks
that Genesis history
doesn’t matter, then ask
how they should preach
to the Australian Abori-
gines. If they have really
been here for 40,000
years (according to
carbon-14 dating that
old-earthers accept), then
how could they come
from Adam, and how
could they be related to Christ, so
how can they be saved? Indeed, a
compromising clergyman of Darwin’s
day claimed that Aborigines had not
evolved enough to preach the Gospel
to them!

Cain and Abel’s reality mattered
to John

The Apostle John taught: Do not
be like Cain, who belonged to the evil
one and murdered his brother. And
why did he murder him? Because his
own actions were evil and his brother’s
were righteous (1 John 3:12). Thus,
in teaching the church about good and
evil, John accepted the real history of
Cain murdering Abel, as an example
of real evil.

Jesus also believed that Abel was
the first man whose blood was shed.
And He taught that Abel’s blood would
come upon that unbelieving generation
as surely as that of the other martyred
prophets throughout Scripture
(Matthew 23:35).

Also, Hebrews 11 lists Abel, Enoch
and Noah as heroes of the faith,
without any hint that they were less
real than any of the others listed.

The order of creation mattered to
Paul

Paul taught much about the role of
men and women in church. Paul
justified it by citing the real history
of Genesis. He wrote: For man did
not come from woman, but woman from
man; neither was man created for
woman, but woman for man (1 Corin-
thians 11:8–9). Thus, Paul accepts
the Genesis history that God created
first Adam, who then named all the
land vertebrate animals that God
had previously created, then God
made Eve from Adam’s rib — she
was not an evolved apewoman!
However, later on Paul points out:
In the Lord, however, woman is not
independent of man, nor is man
independent of woman. For as woman
came from man, so also man is born
of woman. But everything comes from
God (1 Corinthians 11:11–12 ) .
Here, Paul is following Genesis as
well, for Adam named his wife Eve
because she would become the
mother of all the living (Genesis
3:20) .

Jesus taught about the sudden
reality of His future judgment by
comparing it to the time of Noah.

Pau l  repeats thi s  even more
directly in his instructions to his
pupil Timothy, For Adam was first
formed, then Eve (1 Timothy 2:13).
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HAPPINESS
AND GOOD

There lived a king. Both
his people and neighboring
kings considered him very
greedy. He levied huge taxes
from his subjects, he was
ready to take the last piece
of bread from the poor. But
somehow the king decided
that he needed to learn how
to do good, so that his
neighbor kings would respect
him. But I have no desire to
do good, he thought. Perhaps
those who do it have some-

thing that I don’t have yet.
He summoned his wise
advisors and asked them:

Who does the most good for
people?

The happy one does the
most good, the wise men
unanimously answered. Hap-

piness overwhelms him, and he
cannot but share it with
people.

But I am unhappy, the
king thought, because I lack
something... I lack wealth.
When I accumulate enough, I
will become happy and start
doing good.

And increased taxes to his
subjects. True, after that he
did not become happier,
although he became even
richer.

It turns out that a happy
person does good, but
someone else’s good cannot
make a person happy.

BUCKET
OF APPLES

A man bought himself a
new, big, beautiful house, and
a garden with fruit trees —
everything was perfect.

Nearby, in a crooked old
house, lived an envious
neighbor who constantly tried
to spoil his mood: either he
would throw garbage under
the gate, or he would do some
other nasty things.

And one day the man woke
up in a good mood, went out
onto the porch, and there was
a bucket of slop.

The man
took the buc-
ket, poured
out the slop,
cleaned the
bucket to a
shine, collec-

ted the largest, most ripe and
delicious apples and went to his
neighbor. The neighbor,
hearing a knock on the door,
gloatingly thought: Finally, I
got Him! He opens the door in
the hope of a scandal and the
man hands him a bucket of
apples and says: Whoever is rich
with what he has shares it!

www.smisl-zhizni.ru/pritchi
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TESTIMONIES OF BORN-AGAIN CHRISTIANS

The gang member, who people
feared to come across, gained

faith through a fearless chaplain
Gang member Isaiah Blancas, nicknamed Stabber (who

kills with a knife), dreamed of becoming the most terrible
and stoic member of the gang in his city, and achieved his
goal. Coming across him was terrifying, but one Christian
woman was not afraid to catch his glance.

His street life began in El Paso, Texas, in 1991, just
weeks after Isaiah’s father ran away with another woman,
abandoning his family.

I loved my father very much. And to me, he was everything,
so when he left, it broke me, Isaiah says.

Soon, his mother threw him out into the street, where he
had to find his way alone in gang-infested neighborhoods.
Isaiah was only nine years old at the time.

I was terrified. I was filled with anger, but somewhere
inside I didn’t care, my heart became cold, Isaiah recalls.

To survive, he slept wherever he had to and ate from
garbage cans. For a time, Isaiah avoided meeting street

gangs, but one night
they caught him, beat
him with a bat, and
threw him in a pool of
blood.

That’s when I deci-
ded I was going to be
one of the most violent
gang members El Paso
had ever seen, Isaiah
recalls.

Five years later,
when he was fourteen,
he joined a gang
whose members nearly
killed him.

His new life turned into a vicious circle of violence, fights,
robberies and substance abuse.

We were all like family. Even though there was betrayal
and, you know, even your friends could stab you in the back
and all that, we still thought of each other as family and
were ready to die for each other, Isaiah says.

The next five years were a series of crimes and violence,
Isaiah became one of the most evil members of the gang,
for which he received the nickname Stabber.

Then I became who I really wanted to be, that is, a gang
member that everyone feared, someone who was really
respected, Blancas recalls.

By the age of nineteen, after serving time for stabbing
six members of another gang, Isaiah felt that he had fallen
into a trap from which he would never escape.

Then my hope disappeared. I have already resigned myself
to the fact that I will die in prison or on the street, the
former criminal recalls.

When he was once again imprisoned in 2001, his anger
literally destroyed everyone who came his way.

I beat people, broke their ribs, incited them to fights, riots
and did many even more terrible things than this, Isaiah
says. For this, I was sent to solitary confinement for a year.
They allowed me to go out one hour a day, and I had to
spend the other twenty-three hours in my cell. I found myself
alone again.

The only extra time he could leave his cell was to attend
religious services every two weeks. Isaiah decided not to
miss this opportunity to get out of the cell.

I didn’t believe in God then. If there was a loving God,
how could He allow all of this to happen to my life? Isaiah
recalls.

But what he met at the worship service surprised him.
There was a female chaplain named Gina, also hardened in
the fires of gang life. She addressed him with the word
vedo, a street nickname for a man with fair skin.

I remember Gina coming face to face with me, so close,
and she started screaming, “You’re ready to die for what
you believe in, vedo? I want to die too, but for God’s gang”.
That day I left thinking, “She’s somehow different”.

A few weeks later, one of the inmates overdosed in his
cell. As the guards began to carry the body, Gina appeared.

She hugged this guy, cried, prayed for him, and it really
shocked me because I’d never seen such love for a man with
an “overdose”, he recalls.

When Isaiah returned to solitary confinement, his
thoughts raced: What kind of person have I become? I was
a terrible man, someone who did not deserve grace after all
the evil I had done. Can this God really use someone like me
who was broken?

At the next service, Isaiah asked Gina the same question,
and she replied: Yes, he can. He will use you for His glory.
He came for people like you, for the worst of the worst.

Then, at that very moment, I opened my hands and said
that if this God she is talking about really loves me, then here
I am giving my life to Him. And I gave Him my life that day.

Isaiah the Stabber became Isaiah a transformed, forgiven
child of God.

As he grew in his faith, he was able to forgive his parents.
Now, more than twenty years later, Isaiah is married, has
four children and leads a ministry that helps those caught
in a vicious cycle of anger, addiction and violence find a
better life through faith in Jesus Christ.

Isaiah explains why his ministry is so important to him:
I want them to know how great my God is and that there

is hope for them in Jesus Christ.
CBN NEWS.
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      
  
     
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       


 



      
    

 

     
    



  
      

    






     





    
     






 





    
    


    



    
   

    





My Easter





   

    


    

     
  
     

    



      


  

    




      









    


     
     
   




   

 


  
    

       



   















    
    




  
     

    


   
   

     

    







 





U. S. Christians now are able to send
prayers, encouragement to mi lli ons of
believers suffering for their faith via a new
app. A new mobile prayer app developed by
Christian persecution watchdog, Open Doors

our persecuted family living in the most
dangerous countrie s in the world for
Christians.

The app highlights real stories of Christians
in countries where persecution is most intense
and information i s ordinarily limited,
including Afghanistan, North Korea, Nigeria
and others. Users can watch videos, scroll
through prayer requests and click pray to let
persecuted Christians know fellow believers
are supporting them. A prayer wall gives users
the opportunity to write out their prayer, seeing
other prayers in real time. Prayer requests
can be shared via social media, email or text
with one click.

Those who download the app can also access
Open Doors’ highly cited World Watch List, an
annual ranking of the 50 countries where it is
most difficult and dangerous to be a Christian.
Users can explore country profiles to find
information, stories and prayer requests for each
of the countries listed, along with ways to
support persecuted Christians.

More than 360 million Christians live in
places where they experience high levels of
persecution and discrimination for their faith.
Operating in more than 60 countries, Open
Doors supplies Bibles, training for church
leaders, emergency relief and support to
followers of Jesus facing persecution.

Open Doors USA, christiannewswire.com

C H R I S T I A N  N E W S

New Open Doors prayer app connects american believers
with persecuted christians around the world

USA, gives users the ability to connect with
persecuted Christians suffering for their
faith. Available for free in the Apple App
Store and Google Play Store, the Open Doors
Prayer App was created to help strengthen
and support Christian communities facing
high levels of persecution with prayer and
encouragement.

Prayer is the most powerful way to support
our brothers and sisters worldwide who are
suffering for the sake of the gospel, said David
Curry, Open Doors USA CEO. Through this
app, we are excited to provide a simple and
accessible way to pray for urgent requests from
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T O P I C  F O R  R E F L E C T I O N

WHO IS JESUS CHRIST
   

       





      
     







   

  














   







       







     


 








 


    













     

     


 




     









      


   
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



  
    


   

 

      

  




       




        

 








     







 






   

     

         

 



     

     

      
 
 

      







    


      
   





   




 



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


       

         






   







FREQUENTLY ASKED QUESTIONS What does the Bible say about interracial marriage?

   
















              












What does the Bible say about Christian tithing?
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
Michael Franzese, a former

mob boss, preached the sermon
on Sunday at Pastor Greg
Laurie’s Harvest Christian
Fellowship, insisting Christians
should have a fear of hell and
eternal damnation, but should
also share the good news of Jesus
to nonbelievers in a gentle way.

Franzese, 71, a one-time
member of the Colombo Italian-
American Mafia crime family in
New York, is now a Christian
author and speaker.

The son of former mob
underboss Sonny Franzese, he
was arrested 18 different times
for various criminal activities.

At the age of 29, he was
named to the rank of capo-
regime, overseeing a crew of 300
mob soldiers. His influence in
the family continued to grow,
and in 1986, Fortune Magazine
listed Franzese as number 18 on
its list of the Fifty Most Wealthy
and Powerful Mafia Bosses.

Franzese was released from
prison in 1994. It was while he
was in prison that he discovered
the gospel of Jesus Christ when
a guard gave him a copy of the
Bible while he was in solitary
confinement.

He told Laurie’s Harvest
Christian Fellowship in River-
side, California, he developed a
healthy fear of hell during the
time he spent behind bars.

When I was in prison, I spent
29 months and seven days in
solitary confinement in a six-by-
eight cell, 24/7. Me and God. ...
That’s not easy. We weren’t
meant to be solo creatures. We
were meant to be social. When
those lights went out at night, a
lot of guys did not do well; a lot
of moaning and groaning,
Franzese recalled.

I dove into my Bible. I prayed
every day. It was my closest time
with the Lord because I had no
choice. That was it. ... And thank
God, I turned to Him and
nowhere else. ... But you know
what happened in that hole? I
developed a healthy fear of Hell,
he admitted.

Franzese reassured the
Harvest audience that hell was
a real place that would last
through eternity.

I want you to stop for a
minute and think of the worst
thing that you’ve ever
encountered in your life and
realize that that worst thing will
never go away. ... This is your
constant thorn in your side
forever. And now put yourself in
Hell, which is a million times
worse and will never end. That’s
Hell, he said.

(The) Bible is very des-
criptive. I’m not bringing you
bad news. I’m just telling you
the truth. The good news is we

don’t have to go there. There is
a Heaven, and there is a Hell,
Franzese noted.

Continuing his message titled
How to be a Man’s Man in 2022,
the former Mafia boss
emphasized that believers
should look to Jesus as an
example when dealing with
people.

Jesus was direct when He had
to be, but He had a knack for
communicating with gentleness,
Franzese noted. Today, our
culture seems to celebrate men
who speak their mind and pull
no punches as if being a bully is
an admirable trait. On the
contrary, Jesus himself said,

“Blessed are the peacemakers, for
they shall be called sons of God”.

He also explained Christians
should use gentleness when
approaching non-believers about
their salvation.

Gentleness, Franzese said.
Every time I {share} my
testimony, I always go into the
back room and I pray and I say:
“Lord... give me the right words.
Let me be effective. Let me be
passionate enough in delivering
this message so that You can
reach out and touch the hearts
that You want to touch in this
room”.

Gentleness, he continued,
because we’re not here to impose
our faith on anybody. We’re not
here to turn you into a Christian.
We can’t do that. None of us can
do that. That’s God’s deal. We
want to be effective in delivering
the message. We want to be
gentle in delivering the message,
because it’s our obligation as
Christians to share, not impose.
And not direct. Share what the
Lord has done in our life.

Franzese also reminded the
congregation about the impor-
tance of prayer.

One of my favorite traits of
Jesus is his commitment to
prayer, he said. Before anything
major was about to take place,
Jesus spent time alone in
prayerful conversation with the

father. He would withdraw to
desolate places and pray, Luke
5:16.

We need to pray. Jesus told
us that he prayed all the time,
Franzese added.  And that was
God the Son praying to God the
Father. How much more do we
need prayer in our life? It’s our
way to communicate with the
Lord. That’s it.

The former Mafia prince also
reflected on the way his life
turned out.

As I stand here today, I’m
probably the most blessed, most
fortunate person that’s ever
going to walk up on this stage
and talk to you about anything.
The reason I say that is that, had
I been left up to my own to do
what I wanted to do with my life,
I’d either be dead or in prison
for the rest of my life. And quite
honestly, that’s what I deserved.
That’s what I earned for myself
having spent over 20 years on
the street, every day in violation
of both God’s laws and the laws
of man, Franzese said.

And I realized, God made it
crystal clear for me, that if he
didn’t have a different plan and
purpose for my life, I wouldn’t
be here today, he continued.
You know what, he’s got a plan
and a purpose for every one of
your lives.

CBN News.

Sentenced to death for a crime he
did not commit, Anthony Ray Hinton
spent thirty years in an Alabama jail
awaiting execution. He went from
despair and bitterness to hope and
forgiveness.

Death row is designed to mentally
destroy you. This statement is made
not by a researcher or activist, but by
a man who has spent most of his
lifelocked in a tiny cell, awaiting
death.

An ordained Christian, Anthony Ray
Hinton, is not one to use the word hell
flippantly, yet this is what three decades
of solitary confinement at the Holman
Correctional Facility in Alabama have
looked like.

At the age of twenty-nine, Hinton
was found guilty of the murder of
two managers of fast food restaurants
and sentenced to death. There were
no fingerprints or testimony to convict
him, and the guy’s boss testified in
court that at the time of those
murders, Hinton was working in a
warehouse fifteen miles from the crime
scene.

He also had no history of violent
crimes, and a polygraph test indicated
his innocence. So how could such a
serious miscarriage of justice have
occurred?

Once locked up, Hinton threw what
he calls a three-year party of pity, but
then he found a new purpose, managing
to revive his Christian faith in the face
of unimaginable pressure.

While in detention, he witnessed
fifty-four of his cellmates being led to
the electric chair. Hinton could smell
burning flesh, the stench of death
coming to him down the hallway. He
knew he might be following, but he
decided to believe that the God I loved

The police told me, There are five
things that are going to convict you of.
You’re black. A white person will say
you shot him. You’re going to have a
white prosecutor. You’re going to have
a white judge. And you’re going to have
a completely white jury.

The system can come and pick you
up at any time, and it came and picked
me up at twenty-nine.

My mother was devastated and I
worried about her more than anyone
else. I didn’t know if she fully
understood that they had just sentenced
her little boy to death.

I think my whole family was shocked
because I was raised to believe that if
you haven’t done anything wrong, then
you have no reason to be afraid of the
police. I told the truth that day, and
that truth cost me thirty years. And if
it were not for the grace and mercy of
God, it was worth it for me and all my
life.

After so many years of being raised
in a religious family, after steadfastly
believing that only God can rain, only
God can make the sunshine, I believed
God’s Word and knew that God would
have the last word. So when I was
arrested and found guilty, I was
angry with God. I couldn’t under-
stand it.

When I was on death row, the only
book I was allowed to carry was the
King James Bible. I remember throwing
her on the bed in despair. I wasn’t going
to read it. For three years, I refused to
talk about God or even mention His
name.

That’s when I truly realized that God
doesn’t need me, but I need Him. I
realized that no matter what, God loved
me. And God is going to protect me.
So, I overcame my party of pity, came

to my senses, and began to pray. I asked
God to forgive me, and I began to say,
Lord, if it is Your will, please free me
from this place.

My faith grew stronger and made
me realize that if you believe in God,
what are you worried about? Just wait
for God, He will come and deliver you.

I truly believe that God brought me
on death row to meet people who needed
to see that love has no color.

Today, I truly believe that many of
my interlocutors are seated in Heaven.

Over time, I stopped thinking about
myself and realized that God had chosen
me to fulfill a mission. I am proud that
He took me to meet these people and
show them what true love is.

You must sincerely believe that God
has taken you out of point A and He is
not going to abandon you. He’s going
to walk you through it.

I’m dealing with post-traumatic stress
syndrome right now. No one treated
me. But I often tell people that I have
the best psychiatry in the world — my
heavenly Father, who guides me and
guides me every day and who continues
to give me strength”.

After thirty years of support from
family and friends and a decade of
the Equal Justice Initiative campaign,
the U.S. Supreme Court unanimously
overturned Hinton’s conviction in
2015.

After not seeing daylight for years,
his first words when he came out of
prison were: The sun is shining!  This
phrase became the title of his best-selling
memoirs, which received the approval
of Oprah Winfrey, Desmond Tutu and
Sir Richard Branson.

Based on Premier.Christianity,
https://inlight.news




would never let me die for something I
didn’t do.

“I had the privilege of a wonderful
life. I loved to play sports and was
looking forward to one day starting a
family”, said Anthony Ray Hinton.
“And so the police came up to me and
said they had a warrant for my arrest.
I said, What charges? And they said,
We’ll explain it to you later. They

handcuffed me and charged me with
two counts of first-degree murder.

Like most African Americans, I still
had a glimmer of hope that they would
come to their senses and realize they
had taken the wrong person.

I honestly answered their questions.
But they were so fixated on getting
someone to pay for the crime...

I didn’t have the money to hire a
decent lawyer, and in the United States,
the justice system is built around
someone you can afford to hire.

In America, you are treated better if
you are guilty but rich than someone
who is innocent but poor. I was poor
and innocent.
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FOOTPRINTS
IN THE SAND
One day, a man had a

dream. He dreamed that he
was walking on a sandy shore,
and next to him was the Lord.
Pictures from his life flashed
in the sky, and after each of
them he noticed two sets of

footprints in the sand: one
from his feet, the other from
the feet of the Lord.

When the last picture of his
life flashed before him, he
looked back at the footprints
in the sand, and he saw that
often there was only one chain
of footprints along his life
path. He also noticed that
these were the most difficult

and unfortunate times in his
life. He was very saddened
and began to ask the Lord:

Didn’t you tell me, If I follow
Your will, You will not forsake
me? But I noticed that during
the most difficult times of my
life, only one chain of footprints
stretched across the sand.

Why did You leave me when
I needed You most?

The Lord answered:
My sweet, sweet child. I love

you and I will never leave you.
When there was grief and trials
in your life, only one chain of
footprints stretched along the
road. Because in those days I
carried you in my arms.

http://www.smisl-zhizni.ru/
pritchi
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    
   

      
     

 
    

     
  
   
 
 

    
     
     
     

      




      


  
      
  

   
   



     

     
   


      
     
    

   
       
     
     
      
   

        
     
    







     
    
    


 
     

    
   

  

   

  

   
      
     



     
     

  
     
    
     
     
      
    

 

    
     



       


     

    
     


 

  
     

  
    
    
   
     


       

    
 
      

    
    


  

      

   
    
    



       
  
     



   


   


     

  

    
    
     
    
     
 



  

    



    



  
     

 
   

DOES FOLLOWING CHRIST GUARANTEE A PROSPEROUS LIFE?
     

   


     
  
    
    



      
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      


     
    


      


   
     







 


HIERARCHY IN MY HEAD
Don’t utter the name of God in vain, or else God

will punish you, anxious grandmothers tell frivolous
children. Where did this come from? Is it true that
the name of God cannot be mentioned? And most
importantly, why?

On the bus across from me sat a guy, a regular
guy. I would have forgotten it right away if it weren’t
for one thing. As we drove past the church, he crossed
himself sedately and with feeling. I am calm about
religious buildings, but I immediately respected the
guy. I remember another young man. He walked
into the university cafeteria, bought lunch, sat down
at the table and... Prayed. No, not out loud. He just
bowed his head and sat like that for a while. Then it
turned out that it was a foreigner.

If an old woman crossed herself in public transport,
it is unlikely that this would surprise anyone. If a
prayer were made in the church refectory before
eating, it would be natural. But these were modern
young people, and their behavior seemed out of the
ordinary to me. I began to wonder why.

We live in a society where it is customary to hide
God somewhere very deep in the soul — so deeply
that His existence is completely forgotten. It is
impossible to discuss questions of faith, of being.
It’s personal. But for some reason, other secrets
are not in a hurry to hide: sometimes it becomes
awkward on the street when couples in love behave
as only family people should be behind closed doors.
The paradox turns out: it is not customary to talk
about God, but sins have become the norm of things
and they are not ashamed.

The Bible teaches that one must be able to
distinguish the holy from the ordinary. People who
have lost the ability to do this are sometimes said to
be without a king in their heads, that there is nothing
sacred to them. And what in general should be holy
for a person? Family, homeland, honor?..

As a believer, I am convinced that God is holy,
like everything connected with Him. The third

commandment of God’s law calls for us to remember
this: You shall not take the name of the Lord your
God in vain, for the Lord will not hold him guiltless
who takes His name in vain (Exodus 20:7).

God’s name is holy, but lately it has increasingly
seemed that the King has abandoned the heads of

the people. When someone visibly expresses their
reverence for God, it can even be shocking — so
rare. But the thoughtless use of the words God,
Lord, does not bother anyone anymore. God has
become the hero of jokes, obscene motivators and
demotivators, frivolous songs...

Why did the guys I talked about at the beginning
become a mute rebuke to me? I saw that they had a
King in their head and that they were not ashamed
of it. They do not impose God on anyone, but they
themselves do not bend under a changing world
where the holy God is not very accepted.

If we talk about Him and mention Him, it is only
meaningful and respectful. Try?

One more thing. This is not just a superstition, as
with a cat: a black animal has crossed the road —
there will be no way, you say the name of God in
vain — God will punish. If I, after reading this
article and remembering the third commandment,
reprimand a friend for saying, God knows, or
exclaimed with exasperation, Lord!  — and if I myself
refrain from such phrases, but at the same time I
will be very far from God both in thoughts and
deeds, then a penny is the price of my attempts.

To form the right attitude towards God, it would
be nice to get acquainted with Him first. Think
about it. And find time and an island of silence.
What for? To begin with revealing to the Lord
your pains and joys, doubts and plans, to ask
forgiveness for the bad and guidance in the good.
In their own words, without memorizing correct
phrases. Just come to God for real, as you are.
And build relationships. Reciprocity is guaranteed!
On the other end of the line, they have been waiting
for your call for a long time... Or maybe they called
you for a long time, but you refused to hear...

Build your most important relationship! Do not be
ashamed of God if He is your Friend. And do not
betray the Lord with thoughtless references to His
name. Bear the name of a Christian with dignity! I
sincerely wish everyone the King that’s in my head
and heart!

Aleksandra TRETYAKOVA, https://proekt7d.ru



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
















       
   












   






     



      
     

 

      

      

 


        

    





   


      

     

        









   
      
      

    

      



     


       
      
  

  
     

      



     




     









       





  


    
      



       





      




    



   

 

    
   



     
   

   
   


   

     


      



       




       




     


       

    
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Isaiah 53:5, which is then quoted
in 1 Peter 2:24, is a key verse on
healing, but it is often misun-
derstood  and  misapplied.  But  he
was pierced for our transgressions,
he was crushed for our iniquities;
the punishment that brought us
peace was upon him, and by his
wounds we are healed. The word
translated healed can mean either
spiritual or physical healing.
However, the contexts of Isaiah 53
and 1 Peter 2 make it clear that it
is speaking of spiritual healing.  He

What does
the Bible
say about
healing?

himself bore our sins in his body
on the tree, so that we might die to
sins and live for righteousness; by
his wounds you have been healed
(1 Peter 2:24). The verse is talking
about sin and righteousness, not
sickness and disease. Therefore,
being healed in both these verses is
speaking of being forgiven and
saved, not physically healed.

The Bible does not specifically link
physical healing with spiritual
healing. Sometimes people are
physically healed when they place
their faith in Christ, but this is not
always the case. Sometimes it is God’s
will to heal, but sometimes it is not.
The apostle John gives us the proper
perspective: This is the confidence we
have in approaching God: that if we
ask anything according to His will,
He hears us. And if we know that
He hears us — whatever we ask —
we know that we have what we asked
of Him (1 John 5:14–15). God still
performs miracles. God still heals
people. Sickness, disease, pain, and
death are still realities in this world.
Unless the Lord returns, everyone
who is alive today will die, and the
vast majority of them (Christians
included) will die as the result of a
physical problem (disease, sickness,
injury). It is not always God’s will
to heal us physically.

Ultimately, our full physical
healing awaits us in heaven. In
heaven, there will be no more pain,
sickness, disease, suffering, or death
(Revelation 21). We all need to be
less preoccupied with our physical
condition in this world and a lot
more concerned with our spiritual
condition (Romans 12:1–2). Then
we can focus our hearts on heaven
where we will no longer have to
deal with physical problems.
Revelation 21:4 describes the true
healing we should all be longing
for: He will wipe every tear from
their eyes. There will be no more
death or mourning or crying or pain,
for the old order of things has
passed away.
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The New Testament calls for Christians
to not only support ministers, but also to be
generous to those in need, especially brothers
and sisters in the faith. According to New
Testament teaching, giving is to be voluntary
and generous: 1 Corinthians 16:1–3 — Now
concerning the collection for the saints, as
I have given orders to the churches of
Galatia, so you must do also: On the first
day of the week let each one of you lay
something aside, storing up as he may
prosper, that there be no collections when I
come. And when I come, whomever you
approve by your letters I will send to bear
your gift to Jerusalem.

Details of donations to the saints (that
is, Christians and their churches) are
discussed in 2 Corinthians 8:1 — 9:15. We
advise you to read these two chapters
carefully. We want to draw your attention
to the following verses from these chapters:
2 Corinthians 8:12–15 — For if there is
first a willing mind, it is accepted according
to what one has, and not according to what
he does not have. For I do not mean that
others should be eased and you burdened;
but by an equality, that now at this time
your abundance may supply their lack,
that their abundance also may supply your
lack — that there may be equality. As it is
written, “He who gathered much had nothing
left over, and he who gathered little had no
lack”.

Donating to churches, according to New
Testament teaching, is proof of Christian
love: 2 Corinthians 8:24 — Therefore show
to them, and before the churches, the proof
of your love and of our boasting on your
behalf.

The Word of God calls us to be generous
and kind in our giving: 2 Corinthians
9:6–11 — But this I say: He who sows
sparingly will also reap sparingly, and he
who sows bountifully will also reap
bountifully. So let each one give as he
purposes in his heart, not grudgingly or of
necessity; for God loves a cheerful giver.
And God is able to make all grace abound
toward you, that you, always having all
sufficiency in all things, may have an
abundance for every good work. As it is
written: “He has dispersed abroad, He has
given to the poor; His righteousness endures
forever”. Now may He who supplies seed
to the sower, and bread for food, supply
and multiply the seed you have sown and
increase the fruits of your righteousness,
while you are enriched in everything for
all liberality, which causes thanksgiving
through us to God.

Today, some argue that since the New
Testament has no command to tithe, it
abolishes old testament tithing. But the very
fact that there is no commandment to tithe
in the New Testament should make us wonder
if this is a coincidence. No, not by chance.
The Lord just doesn’t want to limit our
generosity.

A Christian said in this regard: What
matters to God is not the amount we donate,
but the state of the heart with which we do
it. Take the example of the early church,
when people happily sold everything they had!

A TT EN TION !
Dear readers, today the news-

paper “Prisoner” has the status of
the three languages: Russian,
Ukrainian and English. “Prisoner”
is printed in the Ukraine and in
America. However, it is published
and distributed exclusively by
voluntary donations. For all those
wishing to contribute to the success
of “Prisoner” all the requisites are
indicated in the last column of the
newspaper. For those in America
who wish to donate to the
newspaper “Prisoner” and support
the prison ministry, there is a tear
off form, where you can donate and
specify what you want the donation
to go for. God bless you!
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And you know why? Because they had
something more. They were not sorry to part
with their possessions. This was not done
under penalty of punishment. But from the
fulfillment of God’s kingdom within. We, when
we count ten percent of the income, so as not
to accidentally give away more, insult God.

Of course, God personally does not need
tithing. Moreover, He does not need anything
at all, for He has everything: The whole
universe belongs to Him. Tithes, first, are
needed by us ourselves: to test and
strengthen, to cleanse our hearts of greed
and greed (2 Corinthians 9:7 — ...for God
loves the giver kindly).

Secondly, tithes are needed by the church
to maintain ministers. Come to think of it,
couldn’t God have fed the Levites
supernaturally, with food like manna, in Old
Testament times? Nothing is impossible for
the Lord. However, he said that israel would
be their lot. The Levites lived on the tithes
that the Jews brought to the temple.
Similarly, from the New Testament tithes
and donations, there are ministers and
missionaries today.

III. TITHING OUTSIDE THE OLD
AND NEW TESTAMENTS

Tithing is not an innovation of the Old
Testament Law, as many people think and
claim. The practice of giving a tenth of the
income to God existed among many peoples
of the ancient world. This is evidenced by
the fact that Abraham (by nationality
Chaldeans) gave a tenth of his gatherings
to Melchizedek, the king of Salim and the
priest of God the Most High. This is stated
in Genesis 14:17–20:  And the king of Sodom
went out to meet him at the Valley of Shaveh
(that is, the King’s Valley), after his return
from the [a]defeat of Chedorlaomer and the
kings who were with him. Abram and
Melchizedek Then Melchizedek king of Salem
brought out bread and wine; he was the priest
of God Most High. And he blessed him and
said: “Blessed be Abram of God Most High,
Possessor of heaven and earth; And blessed
be God Most High, Who has delivered your
enemies into your hand”. And he gave him a
tithe of all.

Later, Jacob vowed to give God a tithe of
all that he had, if God would be with him
on all days, give him food, and in peace
bring him back to his father’s house: Genesis
28:20–22 — Then Jacob made a vow, saying,
“If God will be with me, and keep me in this
way that I am going, and give me bread to
eat and clothing to put on, so that I come
back to my father’s house in peace, then the
Lord shall be my God. And this stone which
I have set as a pillar shall be God’s house,
and of all that You give me I will surely give
a tenth to You”. Notice that this was long
before the Law that God gave to the people
of Israel through Moses. So we see that the
doctrine of tithing is not limited to the
command of the Old Testament Law. And
therefore the doctrine of tithing cannot be
abolished by the New Testament.

The material for the newspaper
“Prisoner” was kindly provided by

Bible Discussion Club, Montreal, Canada
http://www.cogmtl.net/Articles/112.htm

The publication office
requests that you enclose
your postal address with
your material (testimonies,
sermons, articles, etc.) for
publication in “Prisoner”.
If you enclose photos with
your material, we will be
glad to publish them.

And for those of you
just on the way to God,
it’s time to turn to our
Lord and Savior Jesus
Christ with a short prayer:

“Lord Jesus, I believe
you are God’s Son; You
died for my sins and rose
again for my salvation. I
accept you as my personal
Lord and Savior. Please
forgive all my sins and
grant me eternal life.
Amen!”

INDEPENDENT
CHRISTIAN  NEWSPAPER

Dear readers!
“Prisoner” is distributed free of
charge in America (USA,
Canada), Germany, Iceland,
Czech Republic, Estonia,
Moldova, Belarus, Russia,
Kazakhstan and Ukraine.
Publication of this newspaper
depends on donations. Send
your material and financially
support the publication of this
important newspaper for society.

God bless you all!
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