
of the church, that some people don’t know about.
One problem with all the celebrating of our 250 anniversary 

is that God has not been given the credit for it.  Our weapons and 
technology has.  “Have you been thinking all along that we have 
been defending ourselves to you?  We have been speaking in the 
sight of God as those in Christ; and everything we do, dear 
friends, is for your strengthening.  For I am afraid that when I 
come I may not find you as I want you to be, and you may not find 
me as you want me to be.  I fear that there may be quarreling, 
jealousy, outbursts of anger, factions, slander, gossip, arrogance 
and disorder” (2 Corinthians 12:19-20 NIV).

The church calls it the Rapture.  But we look forward to 
Jesus coming again for His Redeemed in Christ (Matthew 24:30- 
31, Mark 13:26-27, 1 Corinthians 15:51-52, 1 Thessalonians 
4:16-17).  It’s not the second coming.  That’s when Jesus comes 

for those left.  The Rapture is given in 2 Thessalonians 
4:16.  As Paul wrote, “For I am afraid that when 

I come I may not find you as I want you to be, 
and you may not find me as you want me to be.  
I fear that there may be quarreling, jealousy, 
outbursts of anger, factions, slander, gossip, 

arrogance and disorder.  I am afraid that when 
I come again my God will humble me before 
you, and I will be grieved over many who have 
sinned earlier and have not repented of the 
impurity, sexual sin and debauchery in which 
they have indulged” (2 Corinthians 12:20-21 

NIV).
As I type this, the headache is excruciating.  

But it is important that the United Stated recognizes 
that it is our Holy God that has brought us to what we are 

today, the most powerful, the most brilliant country in the world.  
But it is not our weapons or might that brought us to where 
we are in the world.  It has been our faith and love for Jesus 
Christ!  That is fading fast, and love for God has been replaced 
by an indifferent kind of worship.  God is not getting the kind of 
respect and worship He should be getting.  It has been replaced 
by Islamic teaching in colleges and the media.  It has been in- 
doctrinated into voters who are mostly too young to remember 
that it doesn’t work.  This country was strong when the churches 
were full and songs of praise could be heard from a block away.  
Anne was born in England.  She remembers how much the coun- 
try loved the Lord in the 1950’s and 1960’s and how much closer 
to God it was in those days.  You can tell that from the old tele- 
vision shows.  Anne’s cousin Paula, says that Christian churches 
in England are falling apart while Moslem mosques are popping 
up everywhere.

Till next time, everyone, in God’s love we remain,

We hope that you are enjoying your summer and that the 
weather is good wherever you are.  As we write this message to 
you, it is humid here on Long Island.  In fact, it is very hot right 
now and feels like it’s over 100 degrees.  And the country is pre-
paring for a big anniversary celebration in Washington DC. for 
the nation’s founding.  Many states are promoting the thing from 
their state that they are most proud of.  There’s lots of food, sports, 
and entertainment to make it memorable, including fire works 
and colorful drone displays at night.  There’s even a scary roller 
coaster for those who like to test their endurance.  But most of 
all, there are reminders of what made America a great Christian 
country and how we thank God, who sustains us.

The Roman Empire lasted 503 years, from 27 BC to 476 AD.  
The Ottoman Empire lasted from the 14th  century to the 20th. 
The British Empire lasted from 1607 to 1997.  The Greek Empire, 
ruled by Alexander the Great, lasted from 323 BC to 321 AD.  
There were many great empires in this world.  But the United 
States Empire has not come yet.  And, despite its 
power, will probably never come if we take Bible 
prophecy as a measurement.  Jesus will return 
before mankind can get any more powerful.

Christianity will be spread around the world 
(see Mathew 24:14).  Then the rapture of the 
church will come (1 Thessalonians 4:16-17).  
If you refuse to believe the Word of God, you 
will be left behind.  And you will be part of the 
Great Tribulation.  When He comes back, Jesus 
will become King of kings and Lord of lords (Rev- 
elation 17:14).  The demonic rulers of this world (see 
Revelation 19:20) will be defeated.  Jesus will rule the 
world with a rod of iron (Revelation 2:27).  This world 
will return to what it would be if sin had not entered the world.  
We will have a new Heaven and a new earth (Revelation 21:1).

This newsletter is going out late because of health reasons.  
For some reason we don’t know, every time Anne sat down at 
her computer to work on this article, she would get a piercing 
headache and shoulder pain.  She had to stop working on it after 
a while.  She has other physical problems too, but the headaches 
and shoulder pain were the worst.  We don’t know why it gets 
worse when she works on the newsletter, but for some reason it 
seems that there is something about it that you are not supposed 
to see.  It would seem Satan doesn’t want you to hear about the 
Word God.  Anne would wince with pain as soon as she began 
working on it, and Eric would come over each time and pray for 
her.

We wish we knew specifically what the reason for this extra 
pain is.  Perhaps one person can be helped by what we are saying.  
Perhaps it’s more people.  But we do request that you keep us in 
your prayers.  Perhaps it has something to do with the Rapture Eric and Anne Kaestner
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Backsliding

My American grandma was the only one that was “religious” in 
our family.  She hadn’t had an easy life.  But that kind of thing seems to 
motivate people to reach out for God.  For example, people whose life 
ends up in a difficult direction, and they want to make changes.  They 
want to make changes to get a closer walk with God.  She was born 
the daughter of legal Italian immigrants.  They had a hard time ad- 
justing to the American way or life.  They were poor financially.  They 
hoped life would be better in America than it had been in Calabria.  
They named their young daughter Anna.  When she was nineteen she 
married a young man who was a friend of the family.  It was an ar- 
ranged marriage.  He was also from Italy.  His name was Angelo 
Riccio.  The marriage was off to a good start.  Angelo had owned a 
farm in Calabria.  He left it with a friend when he traveled to America.  
Once he got to New York City he found out that there were not any 
jobs in farm work.  So he learned how to become a machinist.  Life 
was good and Anna had three sons, Eddie, Vincent, and unborn baby 
Angelo.

Suddenly life began to change directions.  Spanish influenza had 
become an epidemic.  It affected about one third of the world’s popu- 
lation.  Angelo tried to work, but it only got worse.  My Grandfather 
succumbed to it.  He was only about 30 years 
old when he died.  Grandma was in a panic.  
With two children to raise, and one on the 
way (my Dad), it was a scary time.  That led 
into the Great Depression, where many men 
were unemployed in America.  And most 
women didn’t do any outside work in those 
days.  Grandma was glad she was able to get 
some work from a nearby factory.

She told her uncle that she was in a des- 
perate state with three children to support 
during the Great Depression and with no 
husband.  “You have three husbands,” he 
replied.  And he pointed at each one of the 
children, and said, “one, two, three.”  Grand- 
ma decided to take his advice, and she sent 
her children out selling peanuts before school 
and newspapers after.  They didn’t have any 
luxuries, but there was always fresh fruit in the house.  After his birth, 
one job that little Angelo was given when he was old enough, had a 
long walk away.  So his boss decided to pay for his bus ride.  When 
Anna found out about this she said to him, “We need that money for 
groceries.  You can walk.”  And so he did.

Anna was Catholic and sent her sons to the Catholic Church reg- 
ularly.  At that time the church was selling raffle tickets.  One of the 
nuns wanted Eddie, the oldest, to help sell them.  When Eddie told 
his mother what she said, Anna responded, “you don’t have any time 
to sell raffle tickets for the church.  You have to go to school.  You 
have two jobs.  You can tell the Sister that.”  Eddie told her, and the 
nun replied, “Tell your mother, if you’re too busy to let you help the 
church raise money, she can’t afford to be Catholic anymore.  Can 
you imagine how she felt when Anna heard that?  She was in a posi- 
tion where she felt that her church was turning against her.  At least, 
that’s the way it seemed to Anna.  Naturally, she was upset about it.  
Was God turning against her too?  Her neighbor was a member of 
the local Salvation Army.  She asked if she would like to attend a 
meeting with her, and Anna started attending meetings at the Salva- 
tion Army.  That’s where Anna accepted Christ as her personal Savior, 
Lord and Master.  Eventually Anna started attending services at the 
Ridgewood Pentecostal church, where she received the Baptism in 
the Holy Spirit (Acts 19:4-5).  Anna made friends at the church and 

the Salvation Army.  When she got sick they would come around and 
visit her.

World War 2 eventually came around and all three of Anna’s 
children were drafted into the army.  Eddie was made a front line 
soldier.  All three of her sons survived, and by that time they were 
able to buy a two-family house on the money they had saved pinch- 
ing pennies over the years.  Eddie never married, but took care of 
his mother the rest of her life.  Vinnie left home and went to live in 
Florida.  He never returned to his family.  But Angelo changed his 
name to Eugene.  After that, everyone called him Gene.  Gene was 
the only one of his three brothers to fall in love and get married.  He 
married an English woman in 1948, after the war.  Her name was 
Winnie.  They stayed in New York for a year after their wedding, 
living in the house with Grandmother.  But by then, the new bride, 
who was my mother, didn’t want to work in a shoe factory anymore.  
She felt it was beneath her dignitary.  “In England I could get a job 
working in an office.  Here I could only get a job working in a facto- 
ry.”  She was saying goodbye to someone one day at the shoe factory, 
and she used an expression they used a lot in England.  She waved 
at the women and said “Cheerio.” It was so unusual to hear some- 

one say Cheerio that everyone there started 
laughing.  This upset my mother.  She was 
very proud.  So after a year she told every-  
one she was going back to England for a 
short visit.  But once she got there she would 
not return to America.  My Dad tried to get 
her to return.  But she was around her mother 
and her birth family, and she would not do 
it.  After several years, my Dad missed her 
so much that he decided to go back to Eng- 
land and be with her.  He took a clerical job 
and stayed in England nine years.  They lived 
in a third floor flat (apartment) owned by the 
county.  Anna stayed at home in New York.  
She had lost her husband, Angelo, and two 
of her sons.  My English grandmother liked 
to be called Nanny.  She was a widow too.  
Nanny had 16 grandchildren and 5 children 

other than my mother.  After two years of a tug of war through air 
mail letters, Gene gave in and my Dad decided to go back to Eng- 
land to live with my mother.  Then, one day, my Dad got a letter from 
his brother Eddie, in America.  It said my grandmother had lung can- 
cer and if he wanted to see her again before she died, he would have 
to go home right away.  The doctors said she didn’t have more than 
six months to live.

In the nine years that he was back in England, he and Winnie had 
three children.  I was the oldest of the three.  Grandma yearned for 
a grandchild.  When I was born, she came to see me, and prayed for 
me.  And she continued to do so, even though she was an American 
and couldn’t stay in England very long.  Eventually she had to return 
home.  But grandmother continued to live way past the six months 
the doctors had given her.  Still separated, my Dad finally saw a law- 
yer who said that he could probably get custody of his children back.  
When he wrote to my mother, saying that, she changed her mind and 
decided to return to New York and take her three children and herself 
back to New York.  It was so nice to see my American grandmother.  
The first thing I noticed about America was that everything was so 
much bigger than England.  Cars were bigger.  Houses were bigger.  
My Dad didn’t have enough money to buy a car.  So we took a taxi 
home to meet Grandma.  My Dad told the taxi driver, “I’m an Amer- 
ican.  I know the way.”  I assume that he thought that the taxi driver 
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would take advantage of him, thinking we were all immigrants.  One 
difference that I noticed right away was that Grandma had a lot of 
visitors from her church and the Salvation Army.  Nanny’s visitors 
were always like family members.  Grandma’s visitors always had 
personal Bibles.  And they would talk about the Bible when they 
were with her.  I was surprised at that.  Nanny’s visitors only talked 
about family matters.

Nanny liked to knit Penny and me cardigans.  Near Christmas 
every year in England, a big box would come from America.  It was 
from Grandma and Uncle Eddie.  It had all kinds of beautiful chil- 
dren’s clothes in it for Penny and me.  The clothes were much nicer 
than those my mother picked out for me to wear.  She even admitted 
that.  She blamed it on the war, where clothes were rationed.  When 
we first came to America, Gene took us into Manhattan to see some 
tourist attractions.  I was treated well by my father and family back 
then.  When we moved into our own part of the two-family house, I 
was given my own bedroom because I was the favorite.  That didn’t 
last long.  I began to find out that when you’re a real Christian and 
you take your faith seriously, you want to be respected by those who 
don’t feel that way.  I used to wonder why my grandmother in Amer- 
ica was always treated with so much disrespect by my mother, and 
especially Nanny.

I didn’t know why when Nanny and my mother would mention 
Grandma, after getting a letter from my Dad, 
when they were separated, as if she were a 
horrible person.  I used to ask them why 
they didn’t like her, and Nanny would just 
say, “She’s very religious.”  I didn’t know 
why that made her unlikable in their eyes.  
Religion was a good thing, I had always 
been taught.  I wondered why my Grand- 
mother was so badly treated, especially 
when she had cancer and was so sick.  But 
I still felt loved by my family, at least at 
that time.  After a few weeks my mother 
took us to be registered at the local school.  
She told the principle, which was equal to 
the Head Mistress in England, that she had 
heard that English schools were better than 
American schools.  So they put me in a class 
for the smartest kids and I had not been 
taught many of the things they had been taught, and so I had to catch 
up the best I could.  Like writing script.  The American kids knew 
how to write in script.  I had to keep up the best I could.  That’s why 
my handwriting is so bad these days.  

One day we had a knock on our door.  We answered from the vest- 
ibule.  It was about 20 kids our age.  They came to visit grandma.  
They probably were there to sing Christian songs for her and cheer 
her up.  One of the teachers was Sister Sarah.  The other one was 
Sister Gerta.  They were a part of a group from grandma’s church.  
The group was called Release Time.  Sister Sarah ran it.  She said 
that since there is no religion in public school, kids are allowed to 
attend their church or temple one day a week to attend religious in- 
struction at their house of worship.  My mother asked me if I wanted 
to go.  I said that anything that kept me out of school for an hour a 
week was alright with me.  So the church sent my parents a card in 
the mail, and I was taken to the Release Time school by someone 
who came to park outside by our house for that purpose.  They drove 
Penny and me to Release Time.  So the church would send a car 
around to our house to take us to church, and then home.

The people there were different.  When my mother’s friend Kay 
would drive us somewhere and someone would beep their horn be- 
cause she’d do something to annoy them, Kay would roll down 
her window and yell out the window, “So?  What else you get for 

Christmas?”  Kay was my mother’s best friend.  She would take us 
out for a ride in her car at times.  I was usually fairly polite to Kay, 
but her house was full of “souvenirs” as she called them.  So, when 
I pointed that out to her, she developed a dislike for me.  They were 
really glasses and ashtrays that she had stolen from places her and 
her husband, John, had visited.  More and more, as the church had 
an effect on me, I seemed to notice things like that.  And the more I 
did, Kay and I drifted apart.  Kay wasn’t very religious, although 
she said she was Catholic.  My mother liked Kay because she said 
she was English.  The church began to teach me a different kind of 
Christianity I was learning for the first time involving the baptism 
in the Holy Spirit and the speaking in tongues. In England, I had 
learned the basics, what God had done for us.  But I had not learned 
what God expected from us.  It seemed so one-sided.  Jesus, God’s 
Son, died on Calvary, a horrible death on a Cross, to give us eternal 
life.  But didn’t He expect to get something back for it?  I was learn- 
ing at the church that He did!

It’s something the church stressed.  We had to admit to God that 
we are sinners and that Christ paid for our sins.  We asked the Lord 
to come into our hearts and save us from the penalties of sin.  That’s 
what mother didn’t like about the church as much.  She accepted what 
Jesus did for us, but she felt all she needed to do for Him were good 
works.  So I never really sensed the Holy Spirit in her.  My Dad knew 

the truth.  It was the six-day war with Israel 
that eventually brought him to repentance 
years later.  But he did a lot of backsliding.  
One day before he came to the Lord, I was 
looking for something.  I thought it might be 
in my parent’s room.  I used a chair to look 
on top of my parent’s chest of draws.  I was 
shocked at what I found.  It was a bunch of 
Playboy magazines!  What I was learning at 
church differed from what I found and that 
disgusted me.  I had gone to bed, as usual.  
What I didn’t know until I awoke, was that 
Grandma had died during the night.  She 
finally made it to Heaven!  It’s what she 
wanted so much!  We were all so happy for 
her.  Mother told me before I got out of bed.  
Uncle Eddie had asked mother to help him.

My Dad had taken a job as a postal clerk.  
So he was at work.  Kay worked for the park department as a Recre- 
ation Leader.  My parents found out that Kay wasn’t qualified for 
the job.  It needed a college degree.  But mother concluded that Kay 
probably lied about her education in order to get the job.  Her hus- 
band, John, was a postal clerk.  So that’s how Gene finally got his job.  
They encouraged him to get a job with the government because he 
didn’t like the job he had with a private company.  Grandma left some 
money for me when she died.  I wanted to go to Pilgrim Camp, which 
was owned by the church.  So Gene made the arrangements.  He used 
some of the money Grandma had left me.  He had to be at work very 
early.  So he went to bed very early.  As a result, any noise we made 
kept him awake.  He was always yelling at us.  He thought that we 
were deliberately trying to keep him awake to deprive him of sleep.  
At least, that’s the way he sounded.  We were just playing outside, 
about seven or eight o’clock.
     I basically enjoyed Pilgrim Camp.  I was only there about a 
week or ten days.  But, instead of watching television at night, we 
would all go off to the adult building for a prayer meeting.  I was 
almost twelve at the time.  There wasn’t a service.  We all just sat 
there and worshiped God.  Every once in awhile someone would stand 
up and give a testimony.  I was nervous at first.  Sister Gerta was in 
charge of the young woman in my cabin.  So I said to her, “I don’t 
know what to say.  Everyone will be  (Continued on Page 4)



praising God there.”  She replied, “Just say, I love you Jesus.  Praise 
the Lord.”  And so that’s what I did.  After awhile I enjoyed being 
there.  There was such a spirit of tranquility there.  It was joyful in 
the peace of the Holy Spirit.

To my delight, I discovered that the Holy Sprit had blessed me 
with the gift of tongues (Isaiah 66:18-19) like most of the others at 
the camp had.  After the bus left me off in Manhattan, my parents 
picked me up.  They were so happy and contented.  They both told 
me that they were looking for a house on Long Island, probably be- 
cause Kay had taken my mother and us kids for a drive on Long 
Island in her Plymouth.  She called it “the country.”  Long Island 
was very rural in those days.  One day a couple of men came around 
from a local church on Long Island, to invite us to go to church.  I 
answered the door.  I asked them if they had the Holy Spirit at their 
church.  Mother came around and heard me.  She made a face as if 
I had said something dumb.  And she took over.

My Dad arranged for Penny and me to take the bus to the school 
because it was a long walk.  I adjusted to the school I had attended 
in New York City.  This one was nicer.  It had a lot of Jewish kids in 
it.  I didn’t dress as expensively as they did.  My father wasn’t a law- 
yer or a stockbroker, like most of them were at the school on Long 
Island.  I was taken out of one church and 
put in another church that my parents liked.  
A man named Mr. Larson would come a- 
round and drive us to church.  I was 13 when 
we moved in.  There was a young man at 
the church that I got a crush on.  He collect- 
ed donations.  I took one of my friends to 
the church one night for an informal meet- 
ing and to clear the air.  I wanted to see how 
things would work out socially.  He liked 
Loraine, my friend.  They had a beach date.  
She asked him what he thought of me.  He 
stated that I was too religious.  That began a 
period of back sliding for me.  I had thought 
he would be more Christian himself, like 
the boys at the Ridgewood church were.  It 
was a church that my parents liked.  So how 
was I too religious?

It was a difficult time in my life.  I was 
not able to find any Christian friends.  And the people at the church 
were not like the people I knew at the church I used to go to.  It was 
frustrating!  So I was in a situation where I had to choose between 
dating and not acting as Christian or being lonely.  Many people prob- 
ably find themselves in this situation.  No one wants to be lonely.  
So it was a hard choice.  It took me years to realize that those I 
wanted to be friends with were not worth trading the closeness I had 
felt with God.  The years went by.  One day I turned on the radio in 
my car to my favorite station and instead worldly music playing, 
Christian music was playing!  And the sermons were nice to hear 
again.  Instead of going to single clubs, I decided to try something 
different.  So I started praying.  I had been able to move into my own 
apartment.  I was 26 by now.  After praying for a while, I decided to 
look at the newspaper that was there, next to me.  In those days com- 
puter dating was very popular and there were lots of advertisements 
for them.  I drove out to Long Island when I got a chance and went 
out on dates with several of them.  Eric was my favorite.  He belonged 
to a van club and had a custom van.  After several dates with me, he 
didn’t want to attend meetings with his van club anymore.  They 
began to complain that he wasn’t spending enough time at their meet- 
ings.  But he told them he’d rather be with me.  We continued to date.  
Then on September 13, 1979, we got engaged and on April 19, 1980, 

we got married.
Our marriage was off to a good start.  Eric often went to church 

with me.  And the more we went to church, I started to want a closer 
walk with God.  I remember how sweet it felt to be around the God 
I once loved.  The more I attended this new church my parents had 
found, the more I wanted to go.  Years went by, and I developed a 
fresher walk with the Lord.  I began to notice the church had devel- 
oped a new love.  My parents and my sister’s friends didn’t notice 
it, but the church started getting more interested in other things, like 
the church’s annual picnic, and baby showers and bridal showers.  I 
was always getting invited to them.  It annoyed me when the pastor’s 
older daughter had a baby out of wedlock.  Not only did they give 
her a baby shower, but they had it in the church’s old sanctuary, where 
so many young people had felt the Holy Spirit of God and received 
Him.

I know how angry Jesus got when He made a whip and chased 
the salesmen out of the temple.  “Jesus entered the temple area and 
drove out all who were buying and selling there.  He overturned the 
tables of the money changers and the benches of those selling doves.  
‘It is written,’ He said to them, ‘My house will be called a house of 
prayer, but you are making it a ‘den of robbers.’’  The blind and the 
lame came to Him at the temple, and He healed them.  But when the 
chief priests and the teachers of the law saw the wonderful things 

He did and the children shouting in the tem- 
ple area, ‘Hosanna to the Son of David,’ 
they were indignant” (Matt. 21:12-15 NIV).

I continued to go to the church with my 
husband but was getting less interested.  The 
years went by and the pastor’s wife had 
more of an influence on the flock then the 
pastor did.  Finally, we discovered even 
Sunday television preachers were not teach- 
ing the Bible correctly, and we started our 
own ministry.  Eric received salvation the 
first year we were married, and he got the 
Baptism in the Holy Ghost on September 
30, 1997, at a Christian crusade on Long 
Island.  We found out from a man we hired 
after a few years, that the married pastor of 
the church, we used to attend, had an affair 
with the church secretary.  As a result, the 
church pastor was expelled and the land 

was purchased by someone else.
So many strong Christians backslide and don’t even realize it.  

Even the Apostle Paul wrote to Timothy saying, “In the presence of 
God and of Christ Jesus, who will judge the living and the dead, and 
in view of His appearing and His kingdom, I give you this charge: 
Preach the Word; be prepared in season and out of season; correct, 
rebuke and encourage—with great patience and careful instruction.  
For the time will come when men will not put up with sound doc- 
trine.  Instead, to suit their own desires, they will gather around them 
a great number of teachers to say what their itching ears want to 
hear.  They will turn their ears away from the truth and turn aside to 
myths” (2 Timothy 4:1-4 NIV).  “Alexander the metalworker did me 
a great deal of harm.  The Lord will repay him for what he has done.  
You too should be on your guard against him, because he strongly 
opposed our message.  At my first defense, no one came to my sup- 
port, but everyone deserted me.  May it not be held against them.  But 
the Lord stood at my side and gave me strength, so that through me 
the message might be fully proclaimed and all the Gentiles might 
hear it.  And I was delivered from the lion’s mouth.  The Lord will 
rescue me from every evil attack and will bring me safely to His heav- 
enly kingdom.  To Him be glory for ever and ever.  Amen” (2 Timothy 
4:14-18 NIV).

Backsliding (Continued From Page 3)


