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In college, two friends and I travelled to Abilene, Texas to 

sing at a weekend retreat. With very little financial 

resources, we relied on a friend who we thought could help us.  She assured us she would 

find a room at the college she attended. 

When we arrived at the college, she led us to a room.  We arrived tired from the travelling, so 

happy thinking God had provided.  She opened the door to a two bedroom dorm room that was 

literally filled with dust from what seemed to be broken drywall.  A layer of thick dust covered 

every inch of the room.  She also told us the heat didn’t work even though it was winter. We did 

not want to seem ungrateful so we thanked her. She said it was the best she could do on short 

notice.  She left us and we never saw her again. 

We had no towels to clean the room - it would have taken hours - and we were rushing to get 

to the service. Everything had to wait.  I began sneezing and whizzing from my asthma.  

Needless to say, all of us started to feel sick.  Beside the physical sickness, we felt degraded that 

someone would offer us a room in this condition, plus with no bedding and no pillows.  We kept 

silent; and without saying much we went to our event in very low spirits. 

We tried to be optimistic and began to think that perhaps the room would be cleaned and 

everything would be okay.  Upon returning after the service, nothing had changed.  But there 

was a note on the dresser. 

The note read:  “Please knock on our door when you get back. We have something for you.” 

We knocked on the door adjacent to our room and when the door opened it was an 

unbelievable sight.  There were three beds made with the loveliest patch quilts and a large tray 

of fruit and snacks.  Most important, there was heat. The three of us wept.   



Two sisters had been moved to help us out. One of the girls spoke and said, “We don’t know 

why you were given that room.  No one has been in it for months.  You deserve better.  You can 

have our room for the next few days.  Whatever you need we will get it for you.” 

I remember saying amidst the tears that it reminded me of the movie The Little Princess.  She 

went asleep in a cold attic with nothing to eat and awoke with all the lovely things that made 

her feel special. 

This story happened about 40 years ago and I still remember the lessons we learned that 

evening.  God will never leave us nor forsake us.  Those two girls were used by God to take care 

of us that time.  They were our angels in Abilene.   


