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drove a Porsche and had laughed in 

court, "I just can't afford to pay those 

tickets, your Honor." 

Therefore my persecutors, fail•ng on 

their first attempt to remove me from 

office because they couldn't find ade

quate grounds under the city charter 

dreamed up a new definition for official 

misconduct. Despite the fact that the 

interpretation never existed oefore, tney 

used it to force me out. 

After the ordeal \Which culmIna ed In 

my firing by Mayor Federico Pena), I 

received a letter from a retired teacher in 

Salt Lake City She was a treasured 

former neighbor whom I nad known 

while growing up in subu·ban Denver 

"Please remember me to your par

ents," she wrote. "And let them Know that 

I'm very, very proud of you. that your 

integrity cost you your job." 

The letter orought tears to my eyes 

as I remembered the kind woman, 'low 

in her 90s, who had used her spare time 

from teaching English to provide me 

with speech therapy. The training was 
necessary because, at the age of four. I 

had suffered an accident that caused a 

total loss of hearing in one ear and a 

partial ioss in the other. 

As a result, I nad problems commu

nicating. Since I could only hear 40 

percent of what people said, to com

pensate I delivered painfully ;oud 

speech. Even my tatne co I 

bear to listen, un11I that com 

patterns. 

Thus emoowered ,o 1unctIon in 

society , et out io reach my goal: the 

Presidency of ·he United States by age 

40 After graduaung 'rom Wheat Ridge 

rlIgn School.; enrolled ,¼t the University 

o: Jenver First, I earned an account

ing degree then I conunued n through 

law school 

Not long after he oar exam, I se

cured my f"rst poIi11caI appointment 

as Director of the Denver Election 

Commission dun'lg tne 18 months of 

pr para1Ion Ior the 1 7 pr sidential 

election Soon atter, I v need to 

the post of prosecutor wher I served 

for three years at ooth the local and 

federal level Finally, t me age of 

30. I rose to the 'let hts 1 county

Iudge. and was one of t e youngest in

Denver' riIstory.

: seemed t at my timetab1e lor the 

land's highest ff!ce was rignt on 

sched le. 

However, these plans changed 

when. i'l my early days as a prosecu

tor Jesus touched my I1eart. There 

were many factors involved in the 

decision to accept rl1m as my personal 

Saviour, but none were as important 

as the rea11za1Ion of who Jesus •s. 
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lions of earthly law, because he doesn't 

want people to understand what hap
pens when they violate God's Law. 

Such views have put me at an ex

treme with much of society. But now that 

I've lost the opportunity to achieve my 

worldly goals, I find little appeal in 

seeking the world's approval. Degrees, 

wall plaques and other scholarly 

paraphernalia now lie in a box, gather

ing dust along with my former ambitions. 
In the same bin is my former admi

ration for money. Instead of worrying 

about it and wondering why so many of 

God's people don't seem to have much 

of it, I realize that the Lord is trying to tell 

us that His grace isn't dependent on 

material riches. 

When my income dwindled, I started 

examining the monthly cash flow that 

went towards the Lord's work, as com

pared to the amount drained by my 

revolving charge accounts. 

That led to immediate "plastic 

surgery" with American Express, Master : 

Charge and other budgetary habits. In 

the months since, past debts have 

steadily declined, while my post-tithe 

giving has increased. 

With this change came the revela

tion of how easy it is to be bound up by 

the world system. 

Many of the newer translations of 

the Bible have replaced the word 

"mammon" and put in "money," "wealth" 

or "riches," but don't get lost in that trap. 

The word "mammon" in Scripture refers 

to the world system that is designed to 

enslave you. If you look at Proverbs 

22:7, it says the lender rules over the 

borrower. 

Christ used the word for that reason. 
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What He was telling us is that mammon 

and God the Father are complete op

posites. Mammon is the Babylonian 

money system that allows for debt. 

There wasn't a Hebrew word for debt 

because God's law and God's economy 

don't allow for debt with interest. 

I'm now thankful for the trials that 

have taught me these lessons and have 

allowed me to start living a life that is 

centered on my walk with God. This 

new walk has revealed to me the 

three R's of Christianity: receptivity, 

revelation and response. 
I look forward to the next trial, know

ing it will come as certainly as the sun 

rises each morning. But realizing this, I 

admonish those who are called to be 

"lightning rods," that they will always 

face criticism for expressing God's Word 

when it doesn't square with conven

tional wisdom. 

However, because of what I've 

endured, being at odds with God is the 

only condition that could ever alarm 

me. 

As far as I'm concerned, theology 

can be explained in one verse, Philip

pians 1 :21: "For me to live is Christ 

and to die is gain." I'm going to con

tinue to try to do the very best I can 

for Jesus Christ, because it is He 

who saved me, and it is He who gives 

me the courage to go on. D 

Larry Lopez-Alexander lives in a suburb of 
Denver, Colorado with his wife. Gale, and t� 
children. His only source of employment is 
his talk show, broadcast on radio station 
KQXI in Denver. He is a frequent speaker 
at Full Gospel Business Men's Fellow-
ship chapters throughout the Rocky 
Mountain region. 





What is it like to lose a child? 

Jack Perry's initial reaction to his 

child's death was one of despair, 

confusion and rage against God. How 

could he ever serve a God who kills 

babies? 

Jack Perry 

Broken Arrow, 

Oklahoma DID 
GOD 

Kill 

"J ack, there's been an acci

dent," I heard my neigh

bor's voice over my office phone. 

"You've got to come home right away!" 

A friend agreed to drive me home. I 

can't remember how fast we drove as we 

careened toward the navy housing 

where I lived with my wife and two sons. 

The car screeched to a halt at the end of 

the common driveway we shared with 

several other navy families. Just a few 

feet away a gathering of neighbors 

peered across tape barriers, past an 

ambulance and two fire trucks. 

Lying on the concrete, shrouded 
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in a white sheet, lay the still form of 

my two-year-old son. 

Friends ushered me into the house 

where my wife paced tearfully. Sarah 

had tried to run into the driveway as the 
first fire truck arrived and she realized 

something terrible had happened. But 

friends pulled her back inside, assuring 

her that everything possible was being 

done for James. They didn't want her to 

hear the truth until I was by her side. 

Sarah still didn't know that our baby 

was dead. 

I couldn't tell her, either. After they 

lifted my son's body into the ambulance 
and took off for the hospital, Sarah and I 

followed in our car. Sarah still hoped for 

the best. I let the doctor tell her James 

was killed instantly when a moving 

company van which was moving our 

neighbors, backed over him. 

I'd never been much of a religious 

man. But now, the death of my son 

created a hatred for God, where before 

I'd felt only apathy. I didn't want any

thing to do with a God who killed 

babies. In fact, I figured I'd rather go 

to hell and be with the devil than go to 

heaven and be with a baby-killing God. 

I convinced the navy doctors that 

my wife needed valium to get through 

the funeral - but I don't think she ever 

took a pill. I, on the other hand, ate them 

like popcorn and washed them down 

with the whiskey that I lived for. 

A few nights after we buried James, I 

remember sitting on my bed, my grief 

and anger overwhelming. "Why did You 

kill my son?" I shouted through the 

ceiling to a God I vowed I'd never serve. 

"Come down here and tell me why You 

killed my son!" 
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She told me later that before doing 
so, she prayed and asked God to give 
my family an indication of His will for 
me. When she opened the Bible, it 
opened on the page with Psalm 30, 
which in the Catholic Bible carries 
the heading "Prayer of Thanksgiving 
for Deliverance from Death." She read 
the Psalm aloud. Let me give you a few 
verses from it.: 

"I praise you, Lord, because 
you have saved me 

and kept my enemies from 
gloating over me. 

"I cried to you for help, 0 Lord 
my God, 

and you healed me; 
you kept me from the grave. 

"I was on my way to the 
depth below, 

but you restored my life. 
"I called to you, Lord; 

I begged for your help: 
"What will you gain from my death? 

"What profit from my going to the grave? 
"Are dead people able to praise you? 

"Can they proclaim your 
unfailing goodness? 

"You have changed my sadness 
into a joyful dance; 

"You have taken away my sorrow 
and surrounded me with joy, 

"So I will not be silent; 
I will sing praise to you. 
"Lord, you are my God; 

I will give you thanks forever." 

Y u can imagine the effect of these 
words on my family. Literally, their sad
ness was hanged to ioy: they knew God 
was telling them that I would survive. 
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When they told me of this incident 
later, during my convalescence, I kept 
reading and re-reading Psalm 30. And 
each time I read it, the last verses would 
seem to jump at me: 

"So I will not be silent; 
I will sing praise to you; 

I will give you thanks forever." 

I read it until I felt I had discerned 
the Lord's will: that I should retire from 
the public service and spend the rest of 
my years proclaiming His goodness, as I 
am proclaiming it to you now, and help in 
building His kingdom on earth, in the 
hearts of men. 

After two months of convalescence, 
I returned to the National Assembly of 
which I was then a member. I took the 
floor and announced that I would not run 
for reelection, but would devote the rest 
of my years to the service of God. My 
colleagues politely applauded me at the 
end of my speech -but I knew from their 
looks that they thought I was crazy. 

I then set about to put my life in the 
Lord's service. But before I could do this, 
He tested me whether or not I could 
accept Him into my life on His terms. 
Strangely enough, the first test that He 
gave me was whether or not I really 

understood the meaning of the "Our 
Father." 

As I came to in my hospital room 
after the operation, I prayed the "Our 
Father," almost automatically, as I had 
done in the past. It was then that I 
realized that I had said this prayer 
countless times with my lips rather 
than with my heart. 

As I ca�e to that part which said, 
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