
Floyd Schimp’s
 Testimony

At age 18 I married my high school
sweetheart, I was 19 when my son was
born.  At 21, my wife left me.  At age 23,
my ex-wife married my own brother.  It was
during the time the devil had filled me with
anger.  I was like a puppet, controlled by its
master.  There’s a Bible verse that calls
people like that a “slave to sin”.  A slave to
sin, a puppet and its master that was me.

My anger turned me into a hateful,
raging, very bitter person.  It is strange how
so much anger can affect a person; all of a
sudden, I was drinking two fifths of scotch
whiskey a day.  I thought it would help me
deal with all the anger in me.  It did not
help; all it did was make me drink even
more.  My anger did not go away; instead, it
grew even worse deep inside of me.  I also
began to use and abuse drugs.  Then,
something I never thought could happen; I
grabbed my girl friend and began to choke
her, then continued to threaten her.  I ended
up in jail.

While sitting in jail the alcohol and
the drugs wore off.  I found myself sober
for the first time in a long time.  I was
alone, scared and for the first time in years I
cried out to God. I was horrified at what I
had done, I was sorry for what I had done.  I
did not like what I had done.  I begged God
to forgive me.  I believe God did forgive
me, but I also believe God wanted my
brother and I to forgive each other so I
called my brother collect, he accepted the

call, we talked for over an hour, he thanked
me for calling!

Gone: Gone was the anger, the
hatred, the need for alcohol and drugs, it
was all eventually gone.  I was no longer a
slave to sin, I now knew God was at work
in me, I knew I had a choice; I did not have
to sit in sin!  I now had a new Master, Jesus
Christ, My Lord., My Savior, and My
Master.  Jesus had paid for my sins at the
cross and now I knew it was real.
My brother and his wife have three
beautiful children that I accept and love.
My son is now 19 years old, he often invites
his three half siblings to join him in Bible
studies.  My son is also training to be a
Pastor.

I’d like everyone who reads my
testimony to think about the things that
went on in my life.  At one time, the devil
was my master and I am now in prison
because of that mistake.  Since I turned to
God and made Christ Jesus my Master, My
Lord, my Savior, I’ve been forgiven of my
sins, I’ve been released from the powers of
hatred, alcohol, drugs and other destructive
things.  I now have peace, joy and the Love
of God in me.  Yes, right now, I am still in a
prison surrounded by barbed wire, fences
and guards with rifles, but I am freer than I
have ever been.  

If God got you to read this
testimony, it is because He wants you to
turn to Him and make Him Master of your
life.  A Master that fills you with peace, joy,
love and an eternity of good things.  God
Bless you.
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I hope this testimony has been a blessing to
you.  If you would like to read how others
in similar situations have experienced the
life transforming power of God please write
to me at the address below.  We now have
over 60 testimonies of those whose lives
have been transformed by God’s amazing
Grace.  Please send us your testimony as
well. We also would like artwork and
poetry to share with others.   
         
                            Bro. Otto Ball C/o

Crossroads Ministry
P.O. Box 363  

Hyde, PA  16843



THE TOUCH OF THE
MASTER’S HAND

Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer
Thought it scarcely worth his while to waste
much time on the old violin, but held it up with
a smile "What am I bidden, good folks," he
cried, "Who'll start the bidding for me?"
"A dollar, a dollar"; then two!" "Only two?
Two dollars, and who'll make it three?  Three
dollars, once; three dollars twice; going for
three.."  But no, from the room, far back, a
gray-haired man came forward and picked up
t h e b o w ;
Then, wiping the dust from the old violin, and
tightening the loose strings, he played a melody
pure and sweet as caroling angel sings.

The music ceased, and the auctioneer, with a
voice that was quiet and low, said; "What am I
b i d f o r t h e o l d v i o l i n ? "
And he held it up with the bow. A thousand
dollars, and who'll make it two? Two thousand!
And who'll make it three?  Three thousand,
once, three thousand, twice, and going and
gone," said he, the people cheered, but some of
them cried, "We do not quite understand what
changed its worth."  Swift came the reply:  "The
t o u c h o f a m a s t e r ' s h a n d . "

And many a man with life out of tune, and
battered and scarred with sin, Is auctioned
cheap to the thoughtless crowd, much like the
old violin, A "mess of pottage," a glass of wine,
a game - and he travels on. "He is going" once,
and "going twice, He's going and almost gone."
But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd
never can quite understand the worth of a soul
and the change that's wrought by the touch of
the Master's hand. Taken from:Turning Points (Devotinal)

PO Box 3838 ,San Diego, CA  92163

In My Master’s
Hands
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