
 

 

This is the Testimony of a 17 year old German Girl, Simone Schmitt, whom I met in 1976, when I was a 19 

year old soldier in Mannheim Germany, and a couple of days a week, I’d use my lunch breaks to walk through a 

park across the street from my barracks, and hand out Bible tracts. Over a two week period, during that time, a 

17 year old German girl, whose life had spiraled down into drugs and sex, received Christ. Here is her 

testimony!”  

 

Testimony Of Simone Schmitt Breuninger 

 

So where does one begin? It’s the most difficult thing to do…to just get started.  Thoughts of inadequacy …who 

am I …who cares…what’s the use…and yet, when I woke up one morning, the by now familiar voice said to 

me, “Write it”.   

 

I replied: “Write what? (I attempted to pretend for a moment not to know, because I knew what He meant for 

He had asked me before) My testimony, You mean?  Waste of time.” 

 

He corrects me: “Not your testimony but Our testimony, write it down.  You are a writer.  That’s how you best 

express yourself.  Sit down and write it.” 

 

Whose voice is this? I can hear you thinking.  It is the voice of the One who has been with me since I was 17, 

when He first broke into my life of rejection and hopelessness.  A man who wanted so much to be with me, this 

lost little teenage girl in Germany, that He rather had died than be without me.  But I fear I’m getting ahead of 

myself.  

 

As I am the sitting at my laptop typing away, I am no longer that confused young girl, but a 5’ 8 ½” tall (under 

protest for I used to be 5’9”), grossly overweight (250 lbs as per last doctor visit), struggling to keep my A1C 

under control.  I’m “Oma” to my grandchildren, in America “Nana.”  I have to take blood pressure medications, 

and Metamucil, putting me in the age category of all those old people I used to make fun of.  It’s not a joke. . . 

getting older is not for the faint hearted.  Take a hint, be careful who you joke about — the fluffy Aunt or the 

baldy Uncle.  I digress.  

 

To go a little bit deeper as to where I came from and by whom my early life was shaped, I want to honor my 

parents.  

 

In Honor Of My Parents  
 

I was born in 1959 into a what we in Germany consider…eine Gutburgerliche Familie…a middle class family.  

We were taught good table manners, just in case we would ever dine with the Queen of England, and we had a 

wall full of books in the living room including books about Monet, Picasso, and books by Dostojevski, but 

definitely never a comic book, which was considered trash.  Once my father discovered one such book, having 

mysteriously appeared under my oldest sister’s pillow, he literally through it out the window from our third 

floor flat.   Being middle class also meant we were not blue-color which translated into not being allowed to 

wear jeans or sneakers, nothing to remind my father of his own abusive up-bringing by his factory worker father 

who hated anything artistic in his son.  An example of this was that when my father came home from the WWII, 

an eighteen-year-old but seasoned soldier, and told his parents that he wanted to become a technical drafts 

person and not follow his father into the factory.  “You think you are better than me”, my grandfather yelled, 

and gave him a blow so hard it threw him across the kitchen floor.  My grandmother had to step between them 

to stop the beating.   

 



 

 

Nevertheless, my father pursued his dream and trained as a technical drafts person.  He was employed by the 

National Theatre in Mannheim Germany as a backdrop designer and painter.  He further educated himself and 

though it took him many years, he eventually passed the exam to become a licensed interior architect, not just 

interior designer…a very proud moment.  He was a driven self-made successful man, and yet never received 

any praise from his father.  He was charming, funny, the life of the party, generous, smart and creative…so very 

creative.  I am convinced there was nothing he could not figure out, no problem he couldn’t solve.  I admired 

him like any little girl would a larger than life Pappa.  However, he was also authoritative, unpredictably 

explosive, and when he was angry, he was very, very angry…and frightening.   I tried to stay under his radar.  

He suddenly died of a massive heart attack at age 52 on December 26, 1980, at the height of his success.  But 

this is not his whole story.  

Two days before his death, during Christmas Eve mass in our perish church, this man, who left all things faith 

up to his wife, responded to the invitation of the priest who had called to those who believe that the Christ of 

Christmas is more important than all the success in the world, to come forward and take communion.  My father 

hadn’t taken communion for years.   I am thankful to have witnessed it.  Heaven knows his journey.   

 

My mother was born into a good catholic family, a true middle class, with her mother being the daughter of a 

restaurant owner, and her father being a legal adviser.  She had three older brothers, of which two died in their 

early 20s, the first in a vehicle accident, the second as a Luftwaffe navigator in WWII.  The third brother, an 

officer in the Wehrmacht (Army), had been missing in action in Russia for several years.  After the war he 

appeared emaciated at their back doorstep.  He had been a prisoner of war in Russia.  It was a miracle he 

survived.  The tragic loss of two sons and the worries about the whereabouts of the third had shaped the family 

bond.  They were each other’s all and all.  Nothing external really mattered, just love and faith.  My mother was 

through and through a catholic girl, a virgin till her wedding night.  She faithfully went to mass every Sunday of 

her life, as long as she was physically able, and wouldn’t marry my father unless he converted from being a 

Lutheran to being Catholic.  He wasn’t a practicing Lutheran anyway, so it was not a difficult choice for him to 

make.  He loved her.   

 

 
My parents on their wedding day.  

 



 

 

 

My mother was a remarkable woman.  She was kind and more patient then I ever was with my children.  She 

persevered and held on to her faith despite experiencing deep loss and intense grieve.  Not just had she lost two 

of her siblings as a teenager, the family had lost everything in the bombing of Mannheim.  She became a widow 

when she was only 54, younger than I am now.  In her mid-sixties she began suffering from heart disease due to 

an enlarged heart, which eventually made her housebound.  This was very difficult for her since she had always 

been very active and independent, and loved to travel.  She was 76 when she was diagnosed with esophageal 

cancer.  When she called me to give me the news she said: “I am ready to go home now like the long lost son in 

the Bible and I know my Heavenly Father is waiting for me with outstretched arms. ” She said she had cleared it 

with God that she would not die on Easter so not to dampen the celebration.  She died two weeks before Easter 

in March 2005.   

 

One little side note to mention here is that my catholic grandfather had taught his children that …”Yes, you will 

always hear the Pope, and no, you don’t always have to listen to him. ” So even though in those days Catholics 

would not dare to darken the doors of a protestant church, my mother worked very hard to practice tolerance 

toward other faiths, and while she never lost the notion that God is somewhat partial to Catholics, she knew that 

heaven wasn’t just filled with Catholics.   

 

And Then There Were Three 

 

 
From left to right Madeleine, Simone, Michèle 

 

My parents had three girls, Madeleine, Michèle, and finally me, Simone.   

 

My father had high hopes that I would be a boy.  Letters between my parents while my father was convalescing 

at a clinic due to a back injury, tell of plans for finally building a train set for his son.  My mother apologized to 

him after I was born, for not having produced the expected boy.  My father seemed to have taken the news in 

stride though, and replied, “All forgiven.  Don’t worry.  I will just build a doll house instead.  Now we have our 

own ‘Three Girls’ House. ’”  “The House of Three Girls was a 1958 Austrian-West German musical film, a 

popular movie in those days.  I was born with my Fathers dark complexion, so much so that the midwifery nun 



 

 

who delivered me, and who had also delivered my two older sisters, accused my mother of smoking too much 

during pregnancy.  That notion was too funny for words.   My mother’s nick name for me was “Little Hazelnut. 

”  

 

My mother made sure we were brought up in the Catholic Church, Catholic kindergarten, first Holy 

Communion, Confirmation, Catholic youth, and praying grace at the dinner table, and of course eating fish on 

Friday.  Fish to this day is not my favorite.  As in many Catholic families, while we owned a Bible, we were not 

inclined or encouraged to read it.  

 

Growing Up 

 

I was the largest baby and grew to be the largest and tallest of the family, even taller than my dad.   In first 

grade I began to feel how different I was.  My parents had enrolled me earlier than most because a test showed 

that I was more than capable of doing the work.  What no one understood though is that I was not ready 

socially.  I could not focus for as long a duration as other classmates; was easily distracted, and daydreamed a 

lot.  The bad grades started rolling in, and I became frightened to come home with them because of my father’s 

angry reactions.  I began to comfort eat, eat and eat.  

 

In second grade my parents were told I was dyslexic.  In those days repetitive writing was recommended to fix 

the problem of dyslexia.  My mother copied every wrongly spelled word in my writing assignments and spelling 

tests neatly on top of a page and then I had to copy them down the page.  It was rows and rows of words.  It was 

torturous and felt like punishment.  Since I loved writing stories, I would produce longer stories than any of the 

other kids in the class.  It would earn me an “A+” for content, but an “F” for spelling which would translate into 

a total “C”.  I soon realized that the more effort I put into the contents of my stories, and the more I wrote my 

little heart out, the more repetitive writing I had to do once I got home.  I stopped writing my beautiful stories.  

It made me sad, but I really hated the repetitive exercises, which by the way does not change dyslexia.   By the 

time I completed 12th grade I had been held back twice.  I had begun my schooling as the youngest of the class 

and finished as one of the oldest.  Plus, I was expecting a child, which is another page in my journey.  

 

Socially, I don’t remember having any friends at school until middle school.  I do, however, remember the 

school bully noticing me on my way home one day in elementary school; getting of his bike; walking over to 

me; calling me a stupid something, and slapping me in the face.  Then, just like that, he turned around; got back 

on his bike and rode off, while I stood there dumbfounded with my cheek burning.  I did not tell my parents 

because I felt so stupid.  After that, walking home from school became a very treacherous journey, being always 

on the lookout for him.  I also would only play outside when my older sisters were outside.  Being outside 

meant being vulnerable.  However, since my sisters had friends to go and play with, they didn’t always want me 

to tag along, so I spent a lot of time inside playing by myself.  Playing with Legos was my favorite!  

 

So, in addition to the difficulty at school, I also developed a real complex because of my weight, due to the 

before mentioned eating, eating and more eating.  To solve the “problem” of me being “fluffy” my mother and I 

would go on diets together — not that she needed it.  I think she just didn’t want me to have to diet alone, 

especially since I started when I was around 10 years old.  I remember a milk diet consisting of drinking liters 

of milk and staying in bed for 3 days, a Hollywood diet…no salt…lots of fish…yikes!  Then there was the 

Brigitte Diet with portion control seemingly sized for the stomachs of three-year-old kids!  They all left me 

terribly hungry, and resentful for missing out on all the good food that everyone around me was able to 

consume, seemingly without a problem.   I began to binge eat, sneaking food and gorging myself, yet at the 

same time living in fear of being discovered, and feeling guilty for not having enough self-control, and the 

shame of “letting myself go like that”…according to my father.   

 



 

 

I dreaded appearing negative in my fathers eyes.  My father tried to correct any non-lady-likeness in me.  

“Don’t laugh like that,” he shouted and threw a shoe at me one day when I broke out into one of my gut-

wrenching laughs.  Another time when I was singing, as many young girls do, he shouted, “Don’t sing, you 

have a voice like a brick-layer!”   

 

The fear of my father grew more and more because his angry outbursts intimidated me.  They overshadowed 

my admiration for him.  My mom would try to reassure me that “Pappa loves you.  Don’t you see how hard he 

works to provide for us. ” 

 

… But I stopped believing he liked me at all.  

 

Secret Grief 

 

The one real light besides my mother, was one person who I clung to, my Opa (Grandfather) on my mother’s 

side.  He was a tall, very round and fluffy, and very, very calm.  My Oma (Grandmother) had passed away 

when I was about seven, and he, living just around the corner from our apartment, would come over and eat 

dinner with us.  Afterwards he would sometimes take us for walks in the park, or he would sit and tell us stories, 

with my sisters on the right and left of him, and me on his lap.  I loved listening to his stories with his calm 

voice.  I felt so safe with him.  No outbursts to fear here.  Sometimes I would go visit him, and he would give 

me some money to buy some chocolate.  He never said I shouldn’t eat it or needed to share it.  Also, sometimes 

after school on my way home, I quickly could go into the restaurant in which he ate his lunch.  He positioned 

himself in such a way that I could see  through the big window his white haired head with a distinct little bald 

spot.  Then I would run in, and he would buy me a little cup of ice cream.  I would kiss him, and leave and eat it 

before I got home.  We understood each other.  I would tell no one…it was our secret.   

 

 
My Opa and me 

 

One day he was taken to the hospital, “and just like that,” my mother said, when she came home crying; “he 

was gone”.  I didn’t believe it.  I went to the funeral, but the casket was closed.  Since I didn’t see him in the 

casket, I still didn’t believe it.  I thought he was hiding from everyone, because I knew he would never leave 

me.  Everyone cried except me.  In my mind, they all just didn’t know that he was still somewhere hiding.  It 

was our secret.  Day after day I looked for his head in the window of the restaurant.  And then one day…there it 

was!  I ran in crying, “Opa!” …but it wasn’t Opa.  It was some other old man with grey hair and a bald spot 

sitting in Opa’s spot.  It was then I knew he really was gone.  I ran and hid in a favorite secret hiding place 

under another building’s external stairwell, and cried and cried and cried.  How could he have left me? After a 



 

 

while I went home.  I told no one, not even my mom how I felt.  How could I?  Mentioning him might only 

make her cry again.  It hurt me to see her cry.  She had cried so much.  I felt stupid not having believed that he 

died even though she had told us.   

 

Who understands the grief of a child? 

 

Lost Sister 

 

Madeleine, my oldest sister, ran away from home when she was 16 to live with her boyfriend, who was a 22 

year old college student.  My father hadn’t approved of them getting married until after he would graduate from 

college, even my parents had known him well for several years.  Madeleine always butted heads with my father.  

She was not afraid of him.  My sister didn’t want to wait.  There was a terrible fight when she left, and she 

would not speak to my parents for three years.  I hated her for abandoning us.  She cut off all communication, 

and refused letters sent to her, even Christmas packages.  My mother was devastated.  She escaped to the tennis 

club every day to divert herself.  Initially I would go with her, but I didn’t fit in there.  It was a posh club with 

preppie teenage girls.  I was definitely not preppy.  I was large.  I stayed home alone.  I preferred it.  However, 

my father didn’t like my staying at home.  He called me lethargic or lazy.  So, I did go to the club often enough 

to appease him.  I would practice at a tennis wall by myself, playing against an imaginary, “undefeatable” giant.  

How long could I keep that ball going? Pretty long, but the giant always won!   

 

Forbidden Crush 

 

The only positive socialization was with the Catholic church youth group, in which I found some acceptance.  

My sisters had a good reputation in that group, and I profited from this.  “Oh, you are so and so’s little sister.”  

It felt good being accepted, even if it wasn’t on my own merits.  Then came the summer of 1972.  The youth 

were going to a monastery in Cologne Germany to help with some renovation.  At the time I sincerely was 

considering becoming a nun in a contemplative order.  My mother laughed.  It surprised me that she didn’t take 

me seriously.  I thought she would approve, be proud even.  Thinking back, my mother was Catholic and took 

her faith seriously, but being a nun is taking it to a whole other level.  Either way, it would have been escapism 

on my part, and maybe she saw that.  So I went to serve in this monastery instead, and there I met a teenage boy 

named Andy.  The monks in the monastery had taken him in like a foster child.   

 

When the youth group had a bonfire night, Andy sat next to me.  He seemed to be genuinely interested in me 

and asked if he could work with me by the brick cleaning pile the next day.  I shrug my shoulders…why not?  I 

remember us ending up sitting on top of the pile of bricks we had cleaned together, talking about the book “the 

Little Prince” by Antoine de Saint-Exupery, and him reaching out for my hand and holding it.  I was delighted!  

I was 13, he was 16 or 17.  I had the guts to tell him that I was determined to remain pure like my mother until I 

was married, and he didn’t make any move to violate that.  I was in love with being loved.  Then it was time to 

go home.  He would write, he said, and when he did, it was another sign to me that he was seriously in love with 

me, and of course I wrote back.   

 

I told my parents about him because I felt sure they would trust me.  He planned to hitch-hike to meet my 

parents in the fall and they were somewhat agreeable.  It was a long-distance relationship anyway since he lived 

in Cologne, and we lived in Mannheim, and he had no means of transportation.  I tried harder in school now 

since I didn’t want my father angry at bad grades and find that as a reason to restrict Andy from coming to visit.  

My teenage life began to look up.   Then one day I came home from school and found the youth priest, who had 

accompanied us to the monastery, visiting my parents.  When I entered, he made a quick excuse and left.  My 

father closed the door behind him, and without missing a beat, forbade me to continue my relationship with this 

boy, who according to the priest was a social misfit.  He certainly would not be welcome in our home!  Once 

my father said what he said, there was not argument.  I looked at my mother.  She said nothing in my defense, 



 

 

nothing to support me.  I had always thought my mother understood and trusted me.  There wasn’t even a “Let’s 

sit down and talk about it.” I felt betrayed and alone.  It was right then and there that I no longer believed that it 

was love that compelled my dad, but his need for control.  I felt betrayed by my mother for not standing up for 

me, and betrayed by the church I was brought up to honor.  No one wanted to hear me, or give me a chance to 

talk.  I had to get out of there…that’s all I knew!  I suddenly understood Madeleine, and hoped for my own 

escape.  With this my life of deceit began.  I was not bold enough to stand up to my father outright as she had, 

but I began to hide my relationship with Andy.  We kept writing and making plans using a friend’s address.  He 

complained about the priests controlling him, and I complained about my parents.  Before, I used to defend 

them.  Now we joined together in our fight against all authority!   

 

My Sister Returns 

 

Then one day, my sister Madeline called my parents.  I remember my dad on the phone with tears running down 

his cheeks.  He could be so soft.  It was confusing.  Madeleine wanted to come back home.  Of course, he would 

go and get her.  I was so glad for my mom, but didn’t know what to make of it all.  I had hated my sister for the 

pain she had caused my mother.  Once my sister came home, no one ever talked about why she left.  It was all 

her, by then, husband’s fault.  He only was to blame.  She came home with my little toddler niece.   

 

Below the Steeple 

 

 
St.  Bonifacius Church in Mannheim, Germany 

 

Across the street from the church in our perish was what we affectionately called “Der Kleine Park” (Little 

Park).  We called it the Kleine Park because there was a much larger park two blocks down the street which 

everyone commonly called The Big Park.  In winter, as kids we would go to the Kleine Park with it’s one and 

only hill for “rodeln” (sledding).  But our grandparents would take us to the Big Park for “spazieren” (strolling) 

which we could not do by ourselves, since it was too far away.  And so one day I took my little niece, a toddler, 

to play at the Kleine Park.  I was fifteen and a half.  That half was very important to me, because at 16 I knew I 

would be finished with middle school, could learn a trade; earn money, and get away from my father.  I wanted 

to be a gravestone mason…morbid but true.  Half a year and then freedom and Andy.  It couldn’t come soon 

enough.   

 

There I was with my little niece at the Little Park, her playing in the sandbox, me sitting at the park bench 

watching her, when an American soldier, a GI, walked over, sat at the other end of the bench and said ‘Hallo’.  

He wore earth shoes, blue jeans, a flannel shirt, and well, he had a GI haircut, not something a German boy 

would sport.  I had seen him and three of his buddies sitting on a wall near the playground, but I really didn’t 



 

 

pay them any attention.  You just wouldn’t do that as a proper German girl.  “Hi, You speak English?” I could 

not believe he would come up and talk to a girl just like that.  “Yes”, I replied, grabbed my niece, put her in the 

stroller and started leaving.  But he didn’t seem to get the message because he walked beside me.  “I am (I don’t 

remember his name) what’s yours?” I don’t know why I even answered, but maybe I enjoyed the attention.  

“Simone”, I replied and kept on walking.  At this he stopped and called after me, “Simone, you have pretty 

green eyes!  Come back tomorrow?”  I shrugged my shoulders, and scurried away with my niece, and yet I 

already knew I was going to come back, …and I would not tell my parents.  Here was a young man, not a boy 

like Andy, who paid attention to me.  A man who didn’t seem to notice that I wore a size 14 dress, with size 10 

shoes, at a time when Twiggy was the size to be.  Someone who noticed my pretty green eyes instead.  A 

soldier, someone who may just have the wherewithal to take me away from the lonely house I lived in with so 

much angst and fear.  I went home and wrote Andy that it was over.  This is how it started, my life as a GI girl, 

in the Kleine Park, in view of the church steeple.  

 

Fast forward 2 years.  I was now 17 ½ years old.  I had not been supported by my parents to leave for a trade 

after middle school, instead they had put a lot of pressure on me to continue in a college prep school to prepare 

for university.  I was held back twice in that all-girls school.  I had lived a double life for the past two years.  

The first GI that had introduced himself to me and noticed my green eyes, who’s name I can’t remember, had 

also been the one to whom I had given my virginity.  It didn’t take him long, just after my 16th birthday. (Now I 

know, he had only waited till he couldn’t get in trouble for having sex with a minor.)  After he had scored, he 

dropped me like a hot potato, literally, he wouldn’t even talk to me the day after.  I was shocked, such rejection, 

so much hurt and shame!  I felt so dirty and used.  And no-one to talk to about this.  I quickly became fair game 

for other GIs.  Most of my non-school time was spent at the Kleine Park, hanging out with GI’s, getting high 

with them, and having sex with them in the bushes, or wherever else we could find a bed.  I knew I had ruined 

my chances of any of them marrying me because I had a reputation for being easy.  Who wanted to marry that?  

I pretended to be tough, and acted like I didn’t care.  I could cuss like the worst of them, and liked getting drunk 

on cheap wine, and high on Hashish.  I knew I had lost control of my life when even my sister, Michèle, would 

not believe me when I told her that I was date-raped by someone she knew.  She had rather believed him than 

me, and I didn’t blame her, since she had to drag me home from my bench in the park completely wasted.  

 

Church No More  
 

One night I had snuck away from our house to wait for a GI, who didn’t show up.  When I wanted to sneak back 

inside and slip into my room, I noticed the door was locked.  Peeking through the glass doors into the living 

room, I could see my parents were waiting by candlelight in the dark for me.  I was so scared of my father.  I 

snuck back away, and ran to the parish and rang the doorbell.  It was the middle of the night, and I was by 

myself in the city.  The head priest opened the window from the second floor and yelled down at me: “Go home 

Simone, go home!” He recognized me, and yet he didn’t open the door, he didn’t even ask if I needed help.  He 

sent me away.  With nowhere else to go I had to go home and face the wrath of my father alone.  I made up my 

mind that if the church was done with me, I was done with the church.  

 

Intervention 1976 

 

Having to give up on learning a trade, I had begun to think that becoming a prostitute would not be a bad idea to 

make my own money.  Being a registered prostitute is legal in Germany.  I even walked to the Lupine Strasse, 

the red-light district street, in the city, just to check it out.  Since I already was given myself away for free, I felt, 

“I may as well earn money with it, so I could buy my own drugs and get away from home.”  One day I sat on a 

bench in the Kleine Park waiting for GIs to come out of the barracks nearby, and a young black GI passed by 

my bench.  Mentioning that this GI was black is important, since there was a real separation in the park’s 

“culture” between the blacks and whites.  You had German girls hanging out with the white GI’s, which was 



 

 

bad enough.  Once you hung out with blacks, the whites wouldn’t what nothing to do with you.  Suddenly he 

turned around and looked at me and said: “Do you know that Jesus loves you?”  

 

You must realize that in Germany you didn’t find billboards with Jesus loves you, and John 3:16 written on 

them, or people holding such signs up at soccer games the way you see people do at Football games in America.  

Even though I was brought up in the Catholic church, where the emphasis was on obedience to moral laws and 

the church, I never heard of this “Jesus’ love.”   Matter of fact thinking of Jesus at all made me angry, because I 

knew I had violated the rules of the church.  As far as I was concerned, Jesus was dead and buried.  I shot back, 

“If Jesus was alive, He would not want anything to do with a whore like me!” At this, the black GI walked 

away.  

 

Two weeks later, things had gotten worse.  I had sat with a group of GIs and a German “Dealer”, who had put 

something in my can of beer.  I had gotten completely wasted and crashed on that same bench, so that my sister 

had to drag me home.  Back to reality I knew for certain I was no longer in control.  Sitting at “my” bench, the 

before mentioned black GI was about to walk by me, but suddenly stopped, sat down next to me and without 

any introduction said, “I was a whore just like you, but Jesus found me and took me in.  Why wouldn’t he take 

you in? By the way my name is Earl.” 

 

This got my attention.  Here was a guy who called himself “a whore.”  He got my attention because in society 

men score while women whore, and even though I had previously waived him off, he had the guts to sit down 

next to me.  He was different.  We began to talk.  Somehow the conversation went to child rearing.  He said the 

Bible talked about disciplining your children, or one would spoil them.  I totally agreed, because I knew that 

was true.  I was not disciplined, yelled at…yes; ordered…yes; given the silent treatment…yes, but not 

disciplined.  I asked: “What else does the Bible has to say?”   

 

He said, the Bible said that Jesus was truly alive, not just someone good and inspiring who lived a long time 

ago, but alive now…even now.  Jesus had said so himself that he would rise again.  Was Jesus a liar?”  

 

I thought for a moment.  I could tell that Earl believed it, and somehow, if the Bible was right about disciplining 

children, it also was right about Jesus being alive.  I said, “No…Jesus was not a liar.”  Earl continued to say 

with confidence that this Jesus who is truly alive, also truly loves me.   

 

“But I am no longer a virgin, I was a whore.  I had broken all the good catholic rules.  I had thrown myself 

away.  I had nothing left to give.  Would Jesus still want me? The church obviously didn’t. ” I argued.   

 

Earl shook his head.  “Did Jesus not love Mary Magdalene who washed his feet?  Did Jesus not accept me, Earl, 

who had messed around and used women?  Did Jesus not give me, Earl, His peace and love I never knew?  If 

Jesus loves Earl, and Mary Magdalene, why would he not love and want you, Simone?”  

 

I looked at Earl and cried out: “Earl, I want what you have.  How can I have what you have?”  

 

Earl said, “You just need to pray.”  He showed me in the Bible (Earl carried a Bible) where it said: “Behold I 

stand at the door and knock, and whosoever answers the door and opens it, I will come in and sup with him.”    

 

“Pray!” I exclaimed: “What do I have to pray…the Rosary…Hale Mary?”   

 

“Pray from the heart, in your own words. ” Earl said.    

 

“I don’t know how to pray like that.  I never prayed like that. ” I replied.   

 



 

 

After a pause Earl said, “So pray after me, just from your heart, just mean it.”  

 

And so I agreed.  Earl prayed, and I repeated it.  I confessed that I was messed up, that I had sinned, and 

believed that Jesus had died for my sins, so I could be restored.  I confessed that I believe that Jesus 

wholeheartedly forgave me, and that in His eyes I was pure and holy; … in his eyes I was no longer a whore.  

That is all that mattered no matter what anyone else said or thought.”   

 

After the “Amen,” Earl had to leave, but said he would see me again soon.  I said, “Goodbye” and smiled, and 

when he left, I cried and cried until it got dark that evening, at that bench in the Kleine Park, for light had come 

on in my life, in my heart, I was alive …born again in 1976.   

 

 
Picture of Earl and me at the bench in the Kleine Park moments after I gave my life to Jesus 

 

Earl urged me to share my faith and not be ashamed of it.  I thought my mother would be so happy that I had 

become a Christian and no longer would frequent the GI’s.  However, when I came home that night and shared 

my good news with my mother, she was not happy at all.  In her then eyes, I had joined a cult, and she was 

afraid I would end up drinking Cool-Aid in the jungle.  I still wanted to get away from my lonely home…but I 



 

 

had Jesus.  That day in the park is when my AD journey began.  In the forty plus years since then there have 

been many wrong, dangerous, and painful turns made out of my own ignorance, or the ignorance of others, but 

never was I alone again.  He, my Jesus, never left me or forsook me, and I know He always…always listens!  

 

Looking back and to give honor to my parents, I saw my parents only from my point of view as a teenager, 

which led to my reckless behavior.  I didn’t see my father’s own personal struggle with his lost identity through 

the rejection of his father.  I didn’t have my mother’s eyes to see this man who could cry for a daughter to come 

back home.  I never saw what they were going through in life themselves or what I put them through, until I 

became a parent.  I did not have a chance, while he was alive, to ask my father to forgive me for my selfishness 

and what I put him through, since he had died of a sudden heart attack.   I, thankfully, did have a chance to ask 

my mother for her forgiveness which she so very graciously gave me, and which also opened her heart to the 

good news that Jesus loved her so much, that she testified in her own words a few weeks before she passed that 

“He is waiting for me like the father with outstretched arms for his prodigal son.”  

 

Something I wanted to add.  My greatest addiction has always been to self.  It took Jesus many years to love me 

away to the freedom that comes from picking up my cross daily, asking for forgiveness from others, and 

forgiving others, as he so graciously forgives me.  Our daily bread indeed is living in the mercy of His grace, as 

we live graciously and merciful toward others.  He never gives up on us.  

 

 ><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  

 

In 2019, Simone Breuninger was encouraged by her husband, Jon, a US military retiree, to try to find Earl 

Wallace, whom she last knew was living in upstate New York.  An internet search found Pastor Earl Wallace of 

Liberty Christian Fellowship Church.  Jon encouraged her to “listen to a sermon, and close your eyes” to 

determine if that is the voice you remember.  Simone left a message on the church’s answering machine, and a 

couple of months later, she and Jon had a reunion with Pastor Earl at a restaurant near Germantown, NY!   

Simone and Jon were visiting a Teen Challenge Center near there, as they had assisted a young woman 

converted to Christ from prostitution near their home in North Carolina to enter the program in NYS.        

 


