
“Pinch me — this can’t be me editing a 
magazine with an international circulation 
or a Wisconsin newspaper with several 
thousand readers.” … To be a success on 
a newspaper or magazine staff, “you have 
to be tough, aggressive, and extrovertive” 
a high school counselor told me, advising 
against my plan to study journalism. I had 
none of these qualities.

“Pinch me — this can’t be me speaking 
to thousands at an international LWML 
convention.” … Ten years ago, I lacked the 
courage to speak up on any issue at our 
district LWML convention, even though I 
was a delegate.

“Pinch me — this can’t be me, appearing 
on television with the President of the 
Missouri Synod and the President of the 
International LWML.” … In high school and 
college, I was so self-conscious and shy that 
I avoided every speech class possible.

“Pinch me — that can’t be my name listed in 
Who’s Who Among American Women.” … I 
can still see myself as a frightened child in 
an old South Dakota farmhouse. Dustbowl 
winds came through every crack in the 
walls and floorboards, blowing with such 
violence that there was dirt everywhere, and 
the linoleum, like a flying carpet, was lifted 
as much as a foot off the floor. Unable to 
make a living from the parched fields, my 
parents moved to Wisconsin, where we lived 
with relatives and later in a series of one or 
two-room apartments. Money was scarce 
in those depression days. I grew up, never 
quite able to shed the feeling that I was a 
nobody from the wrong side of the tracks — 
someone not quite as good as other people.

Today I know that I’m somebody — but 
not because of the “pinch me” honors or 
positions. I am somebody because I’m 

God’s creation, His workmanship. God has 
placed me here to do good works which He 
had in mind for me, even before I was born 
(Ephesians 2:10). God loves me so much 
that He sent His only Son to die for me, to 
assure eternal life for me and all believers.

I grew up believing in Jesus as the Savior 
who would take me to heaven. But 
somehow knowing that I am a sinner 
blurred the fact that God can and does 
work through us now. The circumstances of 
my childhood led me to think that true joy 
in serving God cannot be experienced on 
this earth, especially by someone like me. 

When my faith matured, the true meaning 
of who we are and what we are to be 
as Christians in this world became clear. 
Only through adult Bible study, prayer, 
and the blessings of the Holy Spirit did 
I come to understand what it means to  
be free in Christ: free to serve, free to 
be what He wanted me to be … because 
His righteousness covers my sins and 
imperfections. Only then did I have the 
courage — or the desire — to pray, “Use me, 
Lord.” Surely that’s one of the most exciting 
prayers a believer can offer. It’s also risky, 
for no one can predict how God will answer 
it. But answer He will

—  Perhaps with opportunities to share 
the Gospel.

—  Perhaps with occasions for ministry to 
church, family, community, or world.

—  Perhaps by developing talents you didn’t 
know you had or opening doors you 
didn’t know existed.

It’s a prayer that can lead each of us to say, 
“Pinch me — I can’t believe such freedom, 
such peace, such joy is possible.” And the 
pinch won’t change a thing! Q

Pinch Me The “pinch me” years — that’s how I’ll always think of the 
early 1970s. So often during this period I’ve wanted to say 
to someone nearby, “Pinch me — I must be dreaming!”
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