
Perseverance 

This is God’s answer to that discouragement and weariness in doing good that 

eventually invades every Christian’s life. 

It includes staying power, endurance in the face of opposition or adversity, steadfastness in the 

face of ridicule or public disapproval. Whatever the circumstances, we will steel ourselves in God’s 

gracious power to never give in, to never give way, to never give up. 

 

Fear-dissolving Hope 

Nobody expected her to live. Born prematurely in a remote African village, Monica Musenero 

should have become a mere statistic—part of the appalling child mortality rates in her native 

Uganda. But Monica’s mother had produced a remarkably stubborn baby who surprised everyone by 

surviving. Little did anyone suspect then that God would use the life of this sickly girl as His chosen 

battleground to confront the forces that were holding her entire clan in bondage to fear. But first 

God would have to refine Monica’s strong streak of innate stubbornness into a deep reserve of godly 

perseverance for the important role she would play in His Kingdom. 

As a child, Monica knew almost nothing about God or His Kingdom. Instead, she was taught 

that the spirits of her dead ancestors would cause crop failure, illness, infertility, financial ruin, even 

death unless they were constantly appeased and honored by their living heirs. Monica’s grandfather 

had been a powerful spirit mediator in an indigenous African religion called Bamalaki. So on each 

anniversary of his death, someone from Monica’s clan would become “possessed” by her 

grandfather’s spirit, whom they would consult in order to appease his wrath. As his granddaughter, 

Monica was assigned to the central role of “Princess to the spirit” in these rituals, and was also 

forced to sacrifice food regularly to the spirit’s idol. 

Monica became deeply troubled by the religion of fear her clan practiced. One day, during an 

assembly program at boarding school, Monica finally heard the gospel. She learned that the true 

God had died for her and His wrath had been fully appeased once and for all by the sacrifice of His 

Son. She gladly gave her life to the Savior who comforted, “Do not fear!” 

While reading through the Bible for the first time, Monica discovered how much the Lord God 

loathes the practice of consulting the dead: “When men tell you to consult mediums and spiritists, 

who whisper and mutter, should not a people inquire of their God? Why consult the dead on behalf 

of the living?” (Isaiah 8:19). Monica became convinced that she should no longer participate in her 

clan’s rituals. “First, I stopped feeding the spirit and removed the twisted metal bracelet signifying 

spirit ownership,” she explained. “Later, I refused to play my part in the annual celebration. To 



divert the spirits’ anger from themselves, my terrified clan punished me with beatings and threats. 

They withdrew all financial support and fully expected me to suffer or be struck dead for my 

defiance. With no money, I was ever trying to resist wrong ways of obtaining my school fees. 

Though my family had failed to beat stubbornness out of me, God used poverty to build 

perseverance into me. I told God, ‘You will have to be my family from now on.’” 

Over time, her family’s bondage to the spirits began to erode as they observed her new 

gentleness and growing love for her stepmother and step-siblings. She started informal evening 

devotions with her family until the Bible became the center of family discussions, rather than what 

the spirits thought. “Since my mother and brothers began following Christ, Dad watched us all 

change in beautiful ways—ways all his threats and abuse never succeeded in doing. The power of 

Jesus to transform lives and His superiority over the spirits were demonstrated again and again until 

even my father placed his faith in Christ.” 

An orphan agency and kind friends kept Monica in school, where she finished first in her class 

and became the only woman from her village to attend Uganda’s prestigious Makerere University. 

Today, at age 26, Dr. Musenero lectures in veterinary pharmacology at Makerere where she 

perseveres in knowing Christ and making Him known. Her vision is to reach “the most lost” among 

the people—especially those living in dread of the spirits and the street children of inner-city 

Kampala—with the fear-dissolving hope of Christ. 

—Judy Gomoll 

Evelyn Rychner: Until He Brings Me Word 

 

High in the Andes Mountains, in the Imbabura Province of Ecuador, stands a strong church 

among the Otavalan Indians. Each Sunday over 8,000 worshipers in 20 churches lift praises to Jesus 

Christ. But it was not always that way. 

The Christian and Missionary Alliance entered the region in 1911. Over the next 40 years 

missionaries came and went with few results. They put up with beatings, threats on their lives, 

difficult living conditions. 

In 1952, Evelyn Rychner, a five-foot single woman from Minnesota, arrived. Blessed with 

stubbornness, she was not going to give up easily. She suffered abuse from the Indian mobs. Every 

walk or drive through the villages meant mud, dung, or rocks would be thrown her way. But she 

stayed. 

After one particularly dangerous confrontation, Evelyn returned to her house shaken and 

doubting. She opened her Testament to Matthew 2. 

“Be thou there until I bring thee word” leaped from the page. That was her answer. She would 

stay in Imbabura. God had told her to. 

News of the frightening confrontation reached the field chairman, Henry Miller. He made the 

trip to the isolated Agato station to remove Evelyn. 



“I am concerned for you,” Miller said. “The work has been hard here. There have been very few 

results. We have no one to assign to work with you here in Agato. The committee feels that you 

might like to work somewhere else, perhaps Guayaquil, where the Holy Spirit is moving.” 

“And close down Agato? Pull out?” Evelyn was flabbergasted. 

“Yes,” Miller answered. “We feel it is just too hard a place for a single woman. And what’s 

more, we’ve seen no significant manifestation of the working of the Lord in this area.” 

“Mr. Miller,” Evelyn remonstrated as she straightened her shoulders, “if you can assure me God 

never plans to work among these people, I will move out tomorrow. But I don’t think anyone can 

assure me of that. God has given me a verse saying that I am to stay here until He brings me word.” 

Reluctantly, Miller decided to commend Evelyn to God and allow her to continue her ministry in 

Imbabura. 

For 20 years Evelyn saw few results, but in 1972 the harvest started—a harvest that is still being 

reaped today, though Evelyn has retired. As a memorial to God’s grace and glory, and to Evelyn’s 

undying perseverance, thousands of Otavalan Indians are a part of the Kingdom. 

Adapted from A Heart for Imbabura: The Story of Evelyn Rychner, by Charles Shepson (Christian 

Publications). Used with permission. 

Monica 

Her heart was broken as only a Christian mother’s heart could be. Now that her son had reached 

adolescence, he was following in the footsteps of his pagan father, a lustful, violent man. Despite 

her pleadings, the youth was rushing to self-destruction. 

Monica (c. 331–387), a respected matron of the ancient North African city of Tagaste, longed to 

see her son settle down with a chaste and godly wife. But instead he went carousing with his 

buddies, moved in with a mistress, and sired an illegitimate son. She begged him to join the Church 

and be freed by the life-changing truths of Christ. But he fell in with a cult and persuaded others to 

dabble in its dark heresies. 

The young man at last decided to move across the sea to Rome, in part to escape his mother. 

When she threatened to follow him there, he tricked her into missing the boat. But he hadn’t 

reckoned with the power of the prayers that sailed with him—nor with his mother’s perseverance. 

Through 15 long years, Monica prayed. Every day, twice a day, morning and evening, she went 

to the local church to pour her heart out to God. So intense were her pleadings at the altar that her 

bishop once sent her home, saying, “Go your way; as sure as you live, it is impossible that the son of 

such tears should perish.” 

She took those words as an encouragement from God Himself, and she never lost confidence 

that her prayers would be answered. Sure enough, her perseverance was at last rewarded: The young 

man finally repented and gave his life to Christ. 

Who was that wayward son? His name was Augustine—the brilliant theologian whose passion 

for God and profound spiritual wisdom would come to shape the entire course of Western 

civilization. 

—Paul Thigpen 

 


