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Dear Friends, I hope your holiday and celebration of Christ’s resurrection was meaningful to you and your 

families. Mine was quiet and contemplative as I spent time giving thanks for all God has done. The rest of month of 

April remained full.  

The second book on the Pounce cat is at the publisher, praise God. Now pray with me that many will purchase 

this children’s moral story. Lord willing, this will help both the ministry and me. 

I’m working on a number of projects and my schedule is full of study, prayer, and local and overseas ministry. 

Right now, we are raising funds for Pastor Leon in Togo, West Africa. He had a motorcycle but it was taken. Now 

we are closing in on the goal of purchasing him a new one. The cost is twelve hundred dollars. If you can help, write 

motorcycle, on your donation check. In another area in Togo, lots of Bibles were purchased and Pastor Bello gave 

them to new converts after he showed the Jesus film.  

 

In-house news. Our dear friend, Woody turned 81 years old. His low country sounding voice thrilled many as he 

sang gospel songs in our meetings over the years. I treasure Woody as I did his wife before she left for heaven 

several months ago  

Once, on a trip home from a meeting, my van held seven of us. While I drove, I asked Woody to read some 

passages from the book of Isaiah. As he read we rejoiced over the Word of God, and without our knowing it, we 

were physically translated. We found ourselves, van and all, near an exit we had to take. God knows how to bless his 

children. He lifted us from crossing a steep mountain, placed us near our exit and gave us something to really shout 

about. A couple riding with us had another long drive to take later and God shortened our entire experience that 

night. Is anything too hard for the Lord?  

Steve and Lorraine Ream and I helped Woody celebrate with lunch and lots of laughter. He is healthy and loving 

Jesus. Steve will be on his way to the Philippines, right after you read this. He prays to seal the Lord’s work there by 

raising up another local leader to oversee food and clothing distribution to the poor.  

Jim Coumbs’ mother, at 103, broke her hip. The doctors repaired it but found no arthritis in her. What a 

testimony and we are all praising God. May God give her many fulfilling years yet. 

My son, David, went to Africa in March to help build the second story for the ministry he and his wife serve. 

This is for a school. All went well and God blessed the work. 

The Lord provided a Christian CPA to finalize our legal filings for the year. I’m spending more time in the office 

right now to sort and spring clean a year’s worth of activity. I should use a shovel, ha! 

Every time I go on business or personal errands, which is at least several times a week, the Lord gives me a soul 

to speak to, to pray with, to encourage, etc. What an amazing Father is our God. He is not willing that any should 

perish and he fills our hearts and mouths with life for others. 

We enter spring and summer with prayer that the support coming to BMI will increase. There is no limit to his 

love for souls and so many doors are open to us both here and overseas. Your loving prayers and gifts are carefully 

tended and every dollar you share is invested in the home fires or in those burning where God sends his word. Thank 

you and God bless your sacrifice. It becomes a sweet perfume in heaven. Your love for spreading the gospel is 

spoken of there. Here, I thank God for you, pray for you, and expect many miracles to overtake us all. Have a great 

month in Christ, dear ones.  

Nita G Berquist 

 

Home Front: Spackle was caught growling at his toy ring. This is the ring from a mayo jar. I have a couple of 

friends who mail them to me. He throws them in the air and wrestles with them. I throw and he brings them back. 

It’s exhausting play for him and for me. But growling? I keep his rings on a bookshelf. He stands on his hind legs to 

get one down for play. One morning the ring did not act right, from a cat’s viewpoint, and he kept growling and 

batting at it. Then he carried it about and threw it himself. Don’t ask me how, for who knows how a feline juggler 

with a flexible spine does what. Not me. Cats! Sigh… 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Truth and Angels  

Children and old men are very much alike. They both want to know truth. Children are excited about truth 

because everything is new to them. Old men are disappointed because everything is old but they still want to know if 

they have believed correctly. Children hate deception. They are shocked when they discover that the people they 

trust have lied. Old men are long past the time of being shocked. Now they simply sigh because they usually don’t 

expect anything but lies. God wants us to have childlike faith and not try and interpret all experiences down to the 

smallest detail.  

It is easy for the child, for they have no reference on which to examine details. They simply believe what we say, 

at least at first. If old men are in Christ, then childlike faith has the opportunity to maintain them in God. Men grow 

in understanding and their maturity in Christ helps them live in the child-likeness Jesus admired and encouraged in 

His disciples (Matthew 18:2-5). 

As adults, if we think ourselves wise, we are fools (1 Corinthians 3:19-20). But in Christ, we may become as we 

were when young; that is, childlike. Being childlike does not mean remaining ignorant. It means to remain simple 

and to grow in God’s ways by acknowledging the truth. What is that truth? It is Jesus. He is called the way, the truth, 

and the life (John 14:6). Children believe what an adult promises them. Adults in Christ should do the same when 

promised something. Grownups would shake the world if they believed what Jesus said (Mark 11:22-24), (Mark 

9:23).  

Through our faith in Jesus, God has come to live with us by his spirit. Thus, we need to welcome him including 

the visits of angels if he sends them. In the kingdom of God, it is common knowledge that many children have seen 

angels. Have you ever asked yourself why children see angels and why many learned ministers and lay persons alike 

are dull to the presence of these wonderful beings?  

See the simple faith of a child. They believe what they are told. If you tell them an angel watches them sleep to 

keep them safe, they will believe you. This is based on truth. If they are given ghost and monster stories to think on, 

they will be frightened to sleep alone or in a dark room. Why is this so hard to understand? Why program a child to 

have encounters with demons? This is why it is sad when grownups tell jokes to a child, especially when the child is 

the target. What is a joke to an adult is truth to a child. They don’t take it as a joke. Their first simple response and 

speech reveals this. When we laugh at their response, many are deeply wounded because they discover they have 

been fooled, have believed a lie, have been the target of a prank.  

Though they may be discouraged, they will try to grin and laugh too. Why? They want to please us and to be like 

us. Yet, are we not teaching them that it is fun to lie and how it is it funny to tell untruths too. So why do adults 

persist in abusing their role? Why fill hungry little minds with half-truths and fables when the truth is more 

wonderful than can be imagined? Was this how we were raised too? So, did you or do you ever lie to your children? 

Do your children lie now? Are any of their actions today based on some of your actions yesterday and those of your 

parents earlier? Is it all we know, all we know how to do? Teasing a child with untruth is not funny, even if they 

learn to giggle about it at first. It is unkind for it may leave scars to interfere with their acceptance of the truth of the 

gospel. 

The Bible is filled with instruction on how to inform young minds. Our stories to little ones should be as when 

Jesus talked to his disciples. Whether we are telling Bible stories, prophecies to be fulfilled, or parables, all should 

be truth or based on truth. Have you ever wondered why in civilized Christian societies, stories for children used to 

carry moral content, refer to Biblical principles and practices? Every pretend story should be plainly labeled as such 

and used to be.  

Today, we should be careful to teach a child what is make-believe and what is truth. Why tell children about 

dogs that fly when you can show them that there are angels around God’s throne who have wings? Why tell them 

about super heroes who walk on air when you can teach them how Jesus walked on water, how God walks on the 

wind? Our relationship with small children may prepare them to have amazing experiences with God. When we tell 

them the truth about a world we cannot see yet, a realm we enter only by faith, and a heaven from which God 

reaches out to save us, fill us, heal us, keep us, and use us, we prepare a child to walk supernaturally with their 

Creator. 

Children who are taught lies early in life often become cynical as teenagers and disbelieving as adults. That is 

how they protect themselves from being hurt again. How do we go from fables in our homes to truth from our 

pulpits? How do youngsters or adults, for that matter, sort it all out? Most of them are under the instruction of a 

secular society. How do we teach children, or adults, to believe in the unseen world of heaven when they are filled 

with the lies about trolls, alien spacemen, and tooth fairies? Then they attend our public schools and universities and 

are told that there is no God, no eternity, no creation, and therefore, no accountability, etc. 

Today most educated Christian adults think it silly to forbid the popular entertainment that features supernatural 

beings. And yet, how many teach their children the truth that God is a Spirit and angels and demons are real? How 



many churches teach more than basics? Do we know how many adults and children go to church and then go view 

the latest movie on witchcraft? We live in a world today where young people spend more time playing dark games 

on their gaming devices than learning how they can overcome the real evil beings in life with God’s Spirit, the 

knowledge of the word of God, and the name of Jesus.  

 

When I was a child I was taught that God sent angels to watch over little children. I was shown paintings of 

beautiful winged beings guarding sleeping or playing children. This is considered too old fashioned today, but it 

impacted me as a small child as truth does any child. Another thing I was taught was to leave a little room on my 

chair for my “guardian” angel to sit in case he wanted to sit down with me. In this way, I became aware of larger 

truths found in the Bible that my young mind could not grasp. It worked. The truth was written into my heart that I 

was not alone, that God was with me, and that his angels were close by to watch over me.  

Many adults today were taught some of the same things but they chose to cast off the beliefs of childhood when 

they reach adulthood. That’s fine, if the castoffs are the fables about tooth fairies and the Easter bunny. But it is not 

fine when the beliefs are based on truths found in the word of God. 

 

Here is a story about an old man who learned truths as a child and then rediscovered and applied them many 

years later. My father-in-law, Carl, had been widowed and found himself raising two boys by himself, my husband 

and his brother. About twelve years passed before he remarried a lovely lady and then went on to have four more 

children. Carl was a Lutheran and his family attended a small local Lutheran church. During those early years before 

he remarried, God gave Carl the same dream a number of times. He did not know that the dream was from God, but 

it puzzled him and upset him for many years. When my husband was on a trip to North Dakota to visit one summer, 

his dad told him the dream about his mother. Later, on one of our visits to see him, my husband asked him to tell me 

his dream. This is what he told me. 

In his dream, he saw his first wife, Hannah. He knew that she was in heaven. She sat on a bench in what seemed 

to be a green and beautiful park, talking with another woman. Carl attempted to approach her but he ran into 

something that seemed like a glass wall. He called out but Hannah did not respond, nor did she see him. He tried to 

walk around the wall but could not. He sat in his wheelchair telling us this dream that he had held in his heart for 

over forty-five years. His shoulders were slumped and his head and voice low. Clearly, the sadness of losing his 

young wife and being left with two young boys to rear alone had never fully healed. 

My husband and I began to comfort him with words about the glory of heaven and the peace awaiting those who 

go there. Then we talked about why we cannot communicate with souls who have gone on to be with God in heaven. 

Lastly, we talked about what it means to know Jesus personally. Even though my father-in-law was in good standing 

with his church, he did not have God’s witness; that is, God’s assurance in his heart that he had eternal life now. I 

felt love for Carl but also a boldness from the Lord that the best way to comfort him was to show him how to receive 

the comfort of the Lord. 

I spoke and told him that if he did not know God in this life, he would not get to know him in the next. I shared 

kindly but firmly with him that he would never be able to see the wife of his youth again if he were not a true 

Christian in this life. The old man’s eyes filled with tears as I spoke. He looked at his son for confirmation and my 

husband nodded to him. I ached for his pain when talking to him, but I also knew that something far more important 

than temporal pain was at stake here. 

As a child, my father-in-law was taught basic Christian doctrine, and he believed that Jesus, God’s son, came to 

die for every man’s sins. Nevertheless, he did not have the assurance that his life was hid with Christ in God and that 

heaven awaited him. He did not know for sure about his eternal destiny when we asked him about it.  

He was also taught many fables from his first culture, and was an immigrant from Sweden to the United States. 

The truth and the fables were mixed up in him. Yet there was a visible change in his countenance as he understood 

that God sent the dream so he could follow the truth and not the fables. We told him how it was possible to know not 

just about God, but that he could know God himself because of faith in Jesus. Finally, we shared that the Holy Spirit 

would witness to him that he was truly a child of God. 

He nodded when we asked him if he wanted to ask Jesus to give him eternal assurance with God. For the next 

few minutes we shared with him the simple gospel and how we all need to call on the name of Jesus to be saved. 

Then we prayed together. As my father-in-law prayed and asked Jesus for the assurance of eternal life, his tears of 

sorrow gave way to tears of joy. He was eighty-five years old at the time. My husband and I rejoiced with great joy 

over the privilege of those holy moments we had alone with this dear old man when he gained such eternal peace.  

 

Five years passed. I was given a dream from the Lord. I saw two men standing in my father-in-law’s bedroom. 

They told him to get up and follow them. So, the dear old man sat up in bed, threw the covers aside and stood up on 



two good legs. This was stunning, as in the latter part of his life he had one leg surgically removed. Then the two 

men and my father-in-law began to walk up a beautiful green hill. 

In the morning, I told my husband that God had showed me two angels talking to his father. They were coming 

soon to take him to heaven. We immediately began to made arrangements for a special trip from Alaska to North 

Dakota to see him one more time. When we arrived at his home, I asked my husband’s stepmother, a sweet Christian 

lady, how Carl was doing.  

She replied, “He keeps talking about two men who visit with him, but no one has come to see him. I think he’s 

lost his mind.”   

With a pounding heart, I quickly arose to my feet and left my husband in the kitchen talking with his stepmother. 

I hurried to my father-in-law’s bedroom. After greetings, we talked and I asked him if he was having any visitors. 

He brightened and then told me that he had out lived all his friends and that only two men came to see him now. I 

had chills as he spoke. 

I asked him who they were. He said that he didn’t know them, but he thought they came from town. Then I asked 

him what they talked about. At this, his eyes misted and he looked away. Softly his answer came. “When they come, 

they tell me about heaven and about Hannah.”  

I caught my breath and asked more questions. He told me a few more things but all were in reference to heaven 

and seeing my husband’s mother again. 

As I listened, I felt the Lord did not want me to tell him my dream about the angels coming soon to take him to 

heaven. That was the angels’ job, and apparently, they were doing exactly as God willed. Nevertheless, my 

pounding heart and joyful spirit knew. Finally, I asked him how often the men came to visit with him.  

At this, he looked away again and very quietly said, “As often as I need them.”  

A wonderful presence of God washed over me and inwardly I wept, but outwardly I said, “That is wonderful. 

What a blessing for you they are.” 

He nodded and was very peaceful.  

 

A few months later, I was preaching in the deep south when my husband called to say that his father had passed 

away. Carl lived to be ninety years old. My husband asked me not to cancel my meetings but to continue them. He 

said the family was rejoicing and the funeral would be one of great joy. He told me that I could serve the Lord better 

by continuing to preach the gospel to those who still needed God’s heavenly assurance. Maybe another senior 

needing assurance would find it if I remained where I was. 

Children need Jesus and so do old men. Truths taught in youth may bear fruit in old age as it did in the life of my 

father-in-law. The debris of fables, the lies told a small boy, fell away. God loved Carl because the heavenly Father 

is faithful to his own nature. The angelic dream to the young man had been fulfilled in the old man. Now, I look 

forward to meeting him again in heaven along with his other beloved family members. 

  

Angels are real and God sends them to people to do many things for them. It is always right to tell children and 

old men the truth. It is never too late in this life to believe. Now, here are a few scriptures for you to consider as you 

ask God to grant you the simple faith of a child. 

  

“The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear him and delivereth them” (Psalm 34:7).  

“The chariots of God are twenty thousand, even thousands of angels. The Lord is among them” (Psalm 68:17). 

“Because you have made the Lord ... your habitation, there shall no evil befall you, neither shall any plague 

come nigh your dwelling. For he shall give his angels charge over you, to keep you in all your ways” (Psalm 91:9-

11).  

“Take heed that you despise not one of these little ones. For I say unto you, that in heaven their angels do always 

behold the face of My Father, which is in heaven. For the Son of man is come to save that which was lost” (Matthew 

18:10-11). 

 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, help me to tell the truth to the young and to the old. Let me also be free from past 

fables or teaching that may hinder my faith in you today. Glorify your name in me and let me know you in this life 

until I see you in the next. And Lord, thank you for sending your angels to children and to old men. In Jesus’ name, 

amen. 

 

© 2018 Nita G Berquist  

 

 


