
3                  3 

Christ loved them. Well, Dr. Bill was the pastor of the church at this time and he 
would say, “Keron, have you let God talk to you today?” I thought to myself, 
“What is He going to say? Do you want a hamburger? Do you want to go to 
Micky D’s?” “Well,” he said, “In order for God to talk to you, you have to read 
your Bible.”  
 
So I started reading my Bible. I started reading the gospels. I read all about 
Jesus Christ that everyone talked about, and I’m paraphrasing here at this point 
in time. But Jesus was born at a very bad time. King Herod heard that a king was 
to be born, and he had baby boys killed. Mary and Joseph were on the run. 
They didn’t have any money for an inn. Jesus was born out in a stable with the 
animals. I know people sing, “Away in a manger, no crib for a bed.” That really 
isn’t a happy song.  
 
Jesus was born in a stable that housed animals. Well, this was serious to me and 
my relationship with Jesus Christ. My dad didn’t want me to be born. He 
wanted my mom to have an abortion. They had physical fights, and she came 
home and had me and here I am today. Well, I’m looking at the Bible and I’m 
reading the gospel and I’m thinking about Jesus being born in a stable and 
comparing that to my own life.  
 
We know that Joseph died, While Jesus was on the cross, He said, “Woman, 
behold your son!” Then He said to the disciple, “Behold your mother” (John 
19:26-27). Jesus was instructing John to take care of His mother. Thus, we can 
assume that Joseph was dead. Well, I definitely had to help take care of my 
mom and my sister. I’m reading things for face value. Jesus was on a mountain 
top with all the riches of the world and everything that goes along with that. 
I’ve been tempted. Jesus had a friend that died (Lazarus); right (John 11:1-44)? I 
had a friend that was murdered. Jesus wept for his friend. I definitely wept for 
my friend.  
 
It finally dawned on me that this Jesus that everyone talks about is not far 
away. When I pray, He understands me. He’s not behind a veil or a wall. Jesus is 
right there. So the following Sunday, not only did I join the church but I gave my 
life to Christ and was saved. That’s really the end of the story, that I got saved. 
We will have different trials and tribulations in this world. We all have a hope, 
and we know that Jesus is with us.  
 
Well, there’s a little extra part of this story. There’s another woman. She was 
short and had red hair. She was the organist at the church in Carthage, Texas, 
and worked for the president of the University. While talking with the president  
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she said, “Hey, there’s this kid named Keron Jackson, you should have him do 
something at our church.”  
 
So here I am walking across campus, and I hear her say, “Would you like to sing 
a song at my church?” I said, “No, I do not sing.” So, she went back to the 
president and said, “He doesn’t want to sing.” The president said, “Go get him 
to do something at the church! Read a scripture or something.” So as I was 
walking across campus again, the lady approached me and said, “Would you 
like to learn how to sing a song at my church?” I said, “No!” and then she said 
the magic words, “I’ll make you a sandwich.”  
 
Funny story, the first song that she taught me to sing was Amazing Grace; an 
extraordinary, wonderful and powerful song.  Well, I’m very clever so I would 
mix one song with other songs that I had heard on the radio. I’d just throw the 
name Jesus in there, right? So here we are at the church, and she wants me to 
sing Amazing Grace. I actually got off into other songs and she thinks, where is 
he going? When I sang the song, I forgot what key it was in, and it was awful. 
Thank you for having me. And the ladies of the church said, “You are helping 
out the community again.”  
 
So because of a lot of sandwiches, she and her husband thought that I really did 
have a gift from God that  needed to be nurtured, and loved, and taken care of. 
So she made me a ton of sandwiches, and I was at her house all the time and 
the way I would repay them was by singing at her church. We would get tons of 
music books; I would sing a song at their church, whatever her husband 
wanted. But he bought books that had little triangles. He would bring out books 
and say, “Learn this song.” And I would learn all of the songs and I would sing 
them at their church.  
 
She and her husband drove me to Baylor University where I sang an Italian song 
and another song. After my audition, I was accepted to Baylor University where 
I graduated. Amen? I felt the hand of God on my life. God’s grace is ever 
present in my life.  
 
At another time on the way to Carthage, Texas, the devil was in my passenger 

seat; and he was telling me no one loves you, no one cares for you, why not 

take your hands off the wheel and run off the bridge. No one will even know 

what you’ve done. To me that sounded like a great idea. I had blamed God for 

everything in my life. I blamed Him for being homeless. I had blamed Him for 

the abuse. I had blamed Him for my parents being on drugs. God was supposed 

to take care of children. 
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