Dear Friends and Family,

How sweet it is for me to call you all “Friends and
Family.” Over the years lots of our supporters have
become our personal friends and who are just like
family. What does that mean, Donna? It means that
you all have shared the Refuge’s day-to-day experiences
when we went through joyful times, hard times and sad
times. Some of you were with us when we
moved the little yellow house over from
6™ Ave. at midnight, and you were with us
when we cleaned the lot and filled over 10
dump trucks with the trash. You prayed
for us and supported us when we built
Bethel, the residential building; and
Gilead, the transition house. You cried
with us when our beloved Board member,
Kathy, died. You attended the many
graduations of the women who went
through the program. You shared the
sorrow with us when you read the testi-
monies of so many women who had gone
through such shocking childhoods and
marriages. Those of you who live out of town have
heard these stories and have faithfully rallied with us to
see us through the next challenge. You believed that
God was leading us all the way. Yes, there is a bond
there among believers. We want to make a difference in
people’s lives with the love, truth and power of God, so
that they can go back to their homes, communities and
churches better equipped to face the challenges of this

present world.

There have always been challenges in our lives and they

will continue because we live in a fallen world.

I remember way back in the “70s when my late husband
and I ran a teen home in South Carolina and a young
girl came to stay with us from the state mental hospital.
She told us that her parents didn’t love her because
“they wrapped the sheet around me after I wet the bed,
but worse than that, they never cried with me.”

In our counseling sessions with the women who come
into our residential program or with the
couples and families who come to our
non-residential counseling we hear various
comments like these: “My marriage is
one-sided, because he never listens to me.”
“T got into trouble, but my parents don't
care. They are never at home.” “I'm too
depressed to have friends.”  Friends?
Family? Where are they for a young
mother whose husband becomes an
addict? Where are they when the parents
of a teenager can’t connect with him or
her? Where are they when someone is
diagnosed with cancer? Relationships are
so important to us as humans. God
created the world with families and




