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Abstract/Summary-The work of God down through the centuries is stories then become illustrations of how GOD blssgeides,

made up of millions of intertwined stories; stories God's grace
expressed through people. Jean’s sojourn is a rdemithat the glory
of God is manifest through people who listen antkwaobedience
to Him. “Anywhere...Anytime...Any Cost” is a call toleace all
God has for us and join Him in the grand adventat life,
regardless of the zip code. Jean’s story is ontd@ge many pieces in
the grand Canadian global mission mosaic that wsawe
multigenerational tapestry of Canadians engagediniternational
ministry. This is snapshot of God's faithfulnessatyoung prairie
woman who after sixty decades of following Gocerdfl back at the
events of life to see His fingerprints all over Hiée. Her story is a
call to mind Sgren Kierkegaard’s observation thatlife can only be
understood backwards, but it must be lived forwdrdsEditor
CACook

Keywords—Africa; Alliance Academy; Andes Mountains;
Ashabraner, Beth Maxfield; Balboa, Canal Zone; Biiest Bible
College (BBC); Church planting; Commitment; Cosult@re shock;
Divine Guidance; Dr. Shidler; Ecuador; Elim Acadenfyurope;
Gospel Missionary Union (GMU); Immigrant; Irish; Kaas City;
Kidnapping; Latin America; Little, Harry & Liz; M&ons; Panama,;
Prairies; Quito; Reimer, Gil; Relinquishment; Sagkzewan; South
America; Spanish; Steinbach, Manitoba; TheologiEdlucation by
Extension (TEE); Trauma; Underground Communist Part
Widowhood.

Six decades ago. It seems so long ...
yesterday. | stood in a Bible college gymnasiumly oa
teenager faced with a choice. Could | really td@et with my
postal code? That mission’s conference was theGool used
to show me the reality of His Lordship. | was reamt to
surrender, but still | scribbled my signature otead that read
“Anywhere, Anytime, Any Cost.They were the words of
determination and devotion from the heart of a dgen. |

provides, and shows Himself strong to those whmgealsh
all to follow Him in obedience.

As | have trusted Jesus, He has taken me placesuldw
never have dreamt. He has given me more years\e Hgan
| ever expected. He has enabled me to do more Ithesuer
could imagine. This is my sojourn . . . from then@dian
prairies to the high-rises and beaches of Panamahe
majestic Andes Mountains of Ecuador, and then baethere
it all began.

The words of Beth Maxfield Ashabraner resonate athB
beautifully conveys the reality that we are alkeland all are
on a journey,‘l am just like you. | am created, cherished,
claimed and chosen. My soiled soul, like yours, bhasn
washed sparkling clean in His living water. I, likgu, am not
my own; | am His. I, like you, have embarked orpiitaal
sojourn . . . one that has led me across seasutfirosalleys,
over mountains. | rejoice, as you do, in a Saviehp took the
time to grip the pen of grace and scribble thisged story of
redemption . . . my story-”

As a teenager, | said an overwhelming yes to Gdwhvke
handed Him my pen, and | have asked Him to writestoyy
because it is also a story of His amazing gracgedrn to
showcase God and illustrate, from six decades &hrist-

and vet, hardfpllower, that He is unreservedly trustworthy areserving of

my radical abandonment to Him. Each of us hasry stotell.
This is mine . . .

| am the daughter of an immigrant. The genesis gf m
story begins with a glimpse into the life of arslriimmigrant
who listened to the voice of God and booked a veyagNew
York in March, 1912, rather than in April of thatar. Had it
been the other way around there would be no stotelt as

meant every word but had absolutely no idea of thény father would have been on the Titanic. He arslthio

implications.

Early Years

One evening at the conference, | crossed the lioe f
being a believer to being a follower, making a publ
declaration that | would relinquish my dreams amdspnal
plans and tuck in close behind Him to walk by faitto the
unknown. | had no idea what radical abandonmenGoa
might look like but that is what walking by faithemns. Life

cousins booked passage on the SS Canberra. Whea ably
he camethird class, he simply respondéBgecause there was

God drew me to Himself
through events and people
but most powerfully through
the prayers of my parents.
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no fourth."

spoke to the multitudes sayintif anyone comes to me and

Dad homesteaded on the bald prairies of Saskatechewadoes not hate his father and mother, wife and ofild

then met my mom in church. They were married amedrixt

day sailed for Ireland. After a year on the Emersle, my

parents, Harry and Liz Little, returned to Canadédey

became the parents of three sons and then on Ja@@ar
1934, twin daughters were born and four years |aeother
son completed our family.

My story as a follower of Jesus begins with theick®s and
commitments faced as a teenager. God drew me tcéffim
through events and people but most powerfully thhothe
prayers of my parents. At the age of fifteen, nsgesi, brother,
and | attended family camp. On the last night ahpathe
evangelist led the congregation in an old hyfiBg in time,
the Master calls, be in time.”l was under incredible
conviction but | resisted through five verses; negtf were
glued to the sawdust floor. On the last chorusluctantly
went to the altar. Quietly | repented, confessedsimg and
received the gift of salvation Jesus offered. Asrdse from
my knees that Sunday night and walked back to nay, de
knew without a doubt that | was His child.

brothers and sisters, yes, and his own life alsocannot be
my disciple . . . whoever of you does not forsdkinat he has
cannot be my disciple.lLuke 14: 26, 33 NKJV) These were
demanding words. But then, one evening in respdose
powerful message delivered at a missions conferehce
scribbled my signature on that small card whichdsai
“Anywhere, Anytime, Any CostThat signature gave God the
permission to bless me with His direction and psimn.

My journey then became one of divine guidance leyGime
Who chose and set me apart for service anywhereieSo
months later, the Director of the Gospel Mission&hyion
(GMU) spoke at an evening service on our campust@ddf
how God had placed a burden on his heart for PanBomto
mechanical problems on a flight from Ecuador to $&mCity,
he had spent a couple of days walking #teeets; he thought
Panama must be the Shanghai of Latin America. Hgepr
and envisioned Panama being the next country thdtUG
would enter.

At the close of his message, Dr. Shidler asketidfd was

The next day | opened my Bible. | had read the &ibl anyone in chapel who would pray about becomingoager

before but this time it was differeritf any man be in Christ,
he is a new creature, old things have passed abalyold all
things have become new(l1 Corinthians 5:17) That July 19,
1949, those words were alive. One decision had gghmot
only my eternal destiny but also my entire life.

At age fifteen and only six weeks old in Christ, pgrents
enrolled my twin sister and me in a Christian higthool
where | began grade eleven. Chapel attendance d=clof
the week and church services twice on Sundays uszd by
God to help me in grow in my spiritual walk, in rfaith, and

church planter in Panama, the small country whieeeparty
begins and never ends, the country that joins @krtnd
South America. Within my heart was a quiet urgirfgthee
Holy Spirit which prompted me to ask for an intewi with
Dr. Shidler the next day.

He handed me an application form for career missipn
service; there were no applications for short-teninistries.
Consequently, an invitation was extended to atamtidate
orientation at the Kansas City headquarters of @losp
Missionary Union. We were appointed to various stités in

in the knowledge of God's Word. After high school and around the city and placed in situations whezewould

graduation, | knew that God'’s plan for me was terat Bible
school, but His plan interfered with my well desdrpersonal
project. | reluctantly obeyed, but grappled witle tistinctive
implications of Lordship. GOD challenged and won haart
in my graduating college year. It had been more thao

years since | put my trust in the Lord for salvatib thanked
Him for Calvary. | was not worthy of the nail prntn His

hands. | was confident that | was His child, howeas His
child, | wanted my own way. | wanted to write my ostory.

| had become well aware of the implications of deling

Christ and | was also cognizant that Jesus didhiutat the cost
involved. | knew the pertinent verses related tcigleship -
was | content with just being a believer, not aigie? Was |
satisfied with being a fan and not a follower? Wiags | so
hesitant in crossing that line from being a belieieebeing a
fully devoted follower of Jesus?

My signature on that small card which
said, “Anywhere, Anytime, Any Cost”
... gave God the permission to bless
me with His direction and provision.

How could | ever trust God with my postal code?udes
described the requirements of a Christ-follower mhde

learn flexibility and adaptability. At the conclosi of five
months of orientation | was appointed and licenasdthe
youngest candidate ever to be appointed as a career
missionary with the GMU.

Panama Period

Anywhere? God was showing me that Panama was His
plan. Missionaries are sent ones, so a partnevsitiipa team
of senders was essential. It was definitely a nalkwf faith
trusting God to direct my steps to those who wdaddpart of
the team. | vividly recall how inadequate | felt labegan to
write letters requesting the opportunity to spealchurches,
presenting the need of Panama. Who would even want
someone so young and without missionary experiemceh
less credibility, to speak in their churches? édrout, “Where
do | begin?”

There was no doubt in my heart that God had called,
chosen, and set me apart for cross-cultural minigkod is
faithful and | experienced His amazing provisiomd avas
humbled by those who shared out of riches and stbet of
personal poverty in order to send me on my way.hEig
months after my appointment, | flew to Panama tweselt
would be five years before | would return to Canafliathis
time in mission history, a missionary term was loagd
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uninterrupted. The thought of coming home early was
and emails werforever. It was Monday morning, February 11, 19@4.had

unthinkable. Skype, text messaging,
nonexistent. | would not hear the voices of my pteor
siblings for five years.

After one month as a single missionary, | vividigcall
writing a letter to my parentsin four years and eleven
months, | get to come homeThe fears of the unknowns of
the first missionary term were soon dispelled, haaveas |
began language acquisition and cultural immersigfe. had
its difficult days with the realities of culture@tk, intertwined
with good days of growing friendships, member caaed
increasing facility in Spanish.

In time, a church in a small interior village hageb
planted and was growing. During this first termnp®aa had
very much become my home, so when it was timeaeddor
home assignment, the farewell was as painful agdloelbyes
had been five years earlier.

A Partner in Panama

Two years later a week began which changed ous live

just arrived home from camp on the Atlantic side tbé
Isthmus. His duffle bag filled with dirty clothesasthrown on
the floor. Next to his, was my duffle bag packedhwélean
clothes and ready to go. In an hour | would be thet door
and on my way to participate in the final girls’nga for the
season. Before | left, we enjoyed our lunch togethdave
forgotten if we had egg salad, tuna, or tomato wécites, but
I cannot forget Gil's commenitiHoney, won't it be good when
this week is over and everything gets back to nbrifau will
be home from camp and the children will be homenfro
boarding school. How wonderful it will be to be kaw a
normal and have a typical routine weekHMow could |
possibly imagine that the “norm” would soon be gfoever?
A few hours after | left for camp, Gil also left ine to
teach the Monday evening Theological Education
Extension (TEE) class. Following his class and tefbe
returned to the city, he came by the camp wherad and

by

The planned one year home assignment in Canada wagked if | needed anything. If so, he would seriitthe next

packed with surprises. Reverse culture shock wasanown
but nevertheless experienced. Meeting my futurddug and
becoming engaged was not in the plan. AlthoughRgiimer

from Steinbach, Manitoba, was not on my agenda,ab w

delighted that God had it on His. Following one egear in
Panama as a single missionary, | returned to Catadze
married.

day with Dofia Clotilde. Then he kissed me good nhigtd
left. How could | possibly know that embrace woulle our
last!

The Week the Changed our Lives

Only hours later, Gil was kidnapped from our corido
downtown Panama City. An entire week of prayingijtiwg,

Returning to Panama for my second term, my husbandnd anticipating filled each day. Daily | asked Godjive me

began his first. It was a term characterized by ynésts—
our two children were born, we were part of estdtitig a
church in an educational interior city, and we wsuveprised
by yet another first, namely, that misunderstanslitgrned
molehills into mountains. Had it not been for a dveld
mission president who believed missionaries areviloable

a promise to strengthen me from His Word. Not a plassed
without just one promise, but many. Then early Synd
morning, February 17, | opened my Bible and asked €&r
another promise, a promise that would be filled hwit
assurance. | desperately needed a fresh promikepaf. My
well-worn Bible opened to Psalm 68 and | beganirgathose

to lose, it mightnot have been only our first term together, butverses of victory. My heart leaped. Yes, this wasgromise |

also the last.

Our next term was distinguished by new assignmeants,

needed. | read the first four verséset God arise. Let His
enemies be scattered; let those also who hate teienbefore

new location, a new strategy, and a new curious an#lim but let the righteous be glad, let them rejdiefore God,;

unexpected guest. One afternoon, a cordial and-dredised
man in a brown suit showed up. His visit was irtaml; he
was looking for Gilberto Reimer. He understood €&itb was
a noted Bible teacher from whom he wanted to le&te.
added,"l do not want to be a Pentecostal, a Methodist,aor
Baptist. | just want to study the Bible. Wherehisré a Bible

yes, let them rejoice exceedingly. Sing to Gody praises to

His name, extol Him who rides on the clouds; by kasne

YAH and rejoice before Him(Psalm 68:1 — 4 NKJV)
Amazing! This will be the day! | will rejoice excamgly

in God! Interestingly enough, as | read the nextseeit

seemed that God had changed the font. He had rgt on

Study that Gilberto teaches?”gave him the address of the changed the font but also the font size. He haddabland
home in Panama City where we met for Bible Studycapitalized each letter! | read verse five. It wasrhat | had

Somehow, his craving for the Word did not seem exuiiio. |
did not expect to see the man in the brown suitradattle
did we know that Panama was not as safe as welthoug

| do not want to be a Pentecostal, a
Methodist, or a Baptist. | just want
to study the Bible. Where is there a
Bible Study that Gilberto teaches?

expected, but it was God Himself saying, “A fatherthe
fatherless, a defender of widows, is God in Hisyhol
habitation.”

In that very moment, at six o’clock on Sunday mogjil
knew without a doubt that | was a widow and my dtah
were fatherless! | had shared all the other prosnigith
friends and family gathered in the living room. Jline was
too painful! I could not share it with even onegaer. | kept it
to myself, pondering it in my heart throughout tihey, “a
father to the fatherless, a defender of widows .....”
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Later on that Lord’s Day just before three in tfier@oon,
the phone rang. It was a call from the Chief ofi¢®lin
Balboa, Canal Zone, requesting my presence at thieep
station. There the Chief Inspector gave me the ribatsGil's
body had been found on the banks of the Panamal Gétha
eleven stab wounds and horribly mutilated. Thereewso
words, except to tell him that my husband was nadth \wis
Lord and Saviour, the One he loved and served. Whatall.

In silence we drove back to the apartment. Evengthlivas
deathly quiet in the elevator as we moved up tostkih floor
of our apartment building. There was no reasonatk. tMy
shattered heart was lying in pieces all over tlevabr floor.
Everyone at the apartment believed that Gil wotdg ®ff the
elevator. He didn't.

Our apartment was filled with friends and familyaiting
with great expectation. Can you possibly visuatine arrival?
An entrance without Gil! | wondered, once I've bemoken,
can | ever be whole again? What happened next urasas.
Everyone was in shock. Tears began to flow fre€lgme
began to scream and others started lighting caniflgsdear
mother-in-law, whose heart was breaking screaméeadyilt
never hear his laughter again!” A few hours lates son
asked that his little sister and | go to his bedripaway from
all the turmoil and upheaval all around us. My tfilsought
was that Glen wanted to get away from everyonelan a
good cry. Rather, as we entered his room, he t@Bible off
his night table and began to read Philippians @raphe
finishing with verse twenty-onejFor living to me means
simply Christ, and if I die | should merely gain imm@f Him?”
(J.B. Phillips N.T.) He addedThis is Dad, it is better.”l was
in awe of how God had so prepared the heart ofigeéar-old
boy for the hour of crisis!

On the day of my husband’s funeral, my little blyed
daughter awoke as the morning sun streamed thralbgh
window. She looked at me and salidhis is going to be a
good day.”l reminded her that this was the day of her dasldy
funeral, to which she replied] know, but Mommy, Jesus
suffered so much for us, can't we suffer just a Wwitefor

Him?” | was astonished. Once again, | saw how God ha

prepared. This time it was the heart of an eiglairad blond
little girl. A day that | dreaded quickly turned@namazement.
Immediately following the funeral, interrogatiomaany of
them horrific, became the weekly norm. What abbet man
in the brown suit? Within a few weeks, he was itigased
only to reveal that he was not penniless or undaddcas he
had made us believe. The man in the brown suitdeesi
illegally in Panama, was a medical doctor, anddinector of
the Underground Communist Party. It was now cordiirthat
a communist spy had infiltrated our Bible studiesl avas a
total fake and fraud. Soon | learned that for soneaths, Gil
and | had both been followed, and thus it seemead foe me
and my children to leave Panama. Pain describethdles in
our hearts as pictures were taken off our apartmesits,
books were taken off our shelves, closets and dcthesks
were emptied, and packing began. We were leavimaia,
the country we called home, saying goodbye to oission

family, including our dearest Panamanian and Anagric
friends. | was losing all that was dear to me. Na#vere?

The Transitional Years

Anywhere? As years earlier, | had scribbled my aigre
on that small card, was | now able to trust Godhwity postal
code? There were several possibilities open to us b
transferring to Quito, Ecuador, had trumped alleotbptions.
My ministry designation had been changed from dhurc
planting in Panama City to a varied ministry in QuiThe
Alliance Academy in Quito had replaced Elim Acadeimy
Panama. After nearly four months in Quito, classesge
concluded and vacation time had begun and timedwel for
our previously scheduled three months in Canad& &tit
date was on cue but the departure city had chargeckly
these were enough changes. Could there possitdyyraore?
| thought not. We planned to Ipack!

College classrooms would be totally
out of my comfort zone! Why would |
even entertain such a wild idea?

In light of the trauma we had been through, Gogissed
us when we received an invitation to spend a yefar
recuperation on the Briercrest campus. Workindhendampus
library was a good plan although | had never imedithat
SOH OSO would ever be my postal code, even for gust
year. During that one year, the invitation was edts to
remain at Briercrest, continue my education, ani jine
faculty teaching mission courses. The very posgibibf
college teaching had never entered my mind! College
classrooms would be totally out of my comfort zonghy
would | even entertain such a wild idea? If thatreveéo
happen, | would have to upgrade my education - \ahetary
» thought! | was daily hearing the groans of studesaisted in
their library carrels, their minds engaged in assignts,
papers, and exams. As a new widow with childrery wbuld
heven want to go down that road? Was there nothano
option? Couldn’t | just return to Ecuador?

Widowhood and God’'s Promises

Never did | realize that God’'s wonderful plan would
include college teaching rather than church plantior
returning to my home province of Saskatchewan ratthan
remaining in Latin America. All within short sevanonths,
our move took us from a spacious high-rise condBanama
City to a one-room apartment in Quito, Ecuadoratmobile
home on a Canadian prairie college campus. Godnda
totally took me by surprise.

During the years of widowhood, | experienced alé th
blessings that God promises for widows as revealeHis
Word. Isaiah 54 was especially meaningful. Howe@od in
HIS wonderful loving sovereignty provided the codtfor the
three of us to meet our future spouses. Within kss a
dozen years, wedding bells rang one, two, threediin the
college chapel.
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You see, it had been just another Caronport higlogc built many altars of worship, but Abraham also #wh altar
graduation, but this one had unexpected personalf relinquishment when God asked him to offer higyason.
ramifications. | was introduced to Alton, the fatled one of In the process of time, as | relinquished everghia the
the graduates. In the fall, wedding bells ranghia thapel on Lordship of Christ, | builtaltars of worship but also altars
Briercrest campus. yielding my vocation, location, marital status, Meaand

Claire and Ruth and | graduated in the same class aleasing my children for ministry.

Briercrest. Years later, while the Greiner Familggers were
on campus, mutual friends invited us for lunchwits during | wondered where would | have

lunch that their son noticed my daughter for thstfiime; she ended up...have settled if | had

was only fifteen. Bevan waited. Five years latezyttwere insisted d lived
married and wedding bells rang again in the chamelhe INSISted on my own way anad live

Briercrest campus. out my life according to my

Not long after our arrival on the Briercrest campuy son ;
was getting ready for church. | struggled as | &élpim with agenda rather than His.
his tie. | became frustrated with not being ableh&dp. He
became frustrated with me not knowing how. We nddusp,
so we called George, who with his family, lived the other
side of the wall in our apartment block. Little digt imagine
that the neighbor who would teach him how to knotiea
would later become his father-in-law! Glen marri@dorge’s
daughter and wedding bells rang a third time indhapel on
the Briercrest campus.

How many more altars? How many more miles? How ffar?
don’t know. However, | do know life has been a gréad-
adventure. It all began when | radically abandoereerything
to Him. He has blessed me above and beyond! However
blessings are not the rationale for yielding evang to Him.
No one describes the purpose and motivation foal tot
surrender more eloquently than well-known hymn evrlsaac
Watts when he pennetiWhen | survey the wondrous cross,

Global Ministry on _Which the Prince of glory di_ed . . . His loveaunazing, so
. divine, demands my soul, my life, my all!”

Anywhere? God gave opportunities and doors opeoed f  The cost? Hardly. It is only a privilege in view thie price
ministry with several faith mission organizatio@ce again | jegys paid. | owe Him everything - my soul, my, lifgy all!
marveled as | saw GOD taking me further than | daaler  That is exactly why | abandon all to follow Him. téone is

had imagined and gave me the joy of ministry oneehr \orthy. Six decades of following have taught me thés not
continents - South America, Europe, and Africal lfad not 4y safe but glorious to trust God with my posiadie!
relinquished everything to the Lordship of Christyondered

where would | have ended up. Where would | haveeskif | REFERENCES
had insisted on my own way and lived out my life@ding  [1] Bethany Maxfield, “A Savior's Scribbles,” Missiomsiblication of The
to my agenda rather than His. Church of God Vol.66 No 5, September/October 2002.

As | reflect on decades as a Christ-follower, brezte with www.bethanyashabraner.com

the patriarch Abraham who lived his life buildinaas. He

About the Author—Jean BarsnesgDMiss) has a lifetime of missions experience as a caregsionary, professor of missions,
international trainer, and cofounder of CrossTrainGlobal. Jean is a mentor, Bible study teaché&sions consultant, and an
international conference speaker. She has her M.A&iblical Studies and a Doctorate of MissiologyMiss) from Trinity
International University. Jean and her husband ntak& home in Calgary, Canada. They have a blefidedy of five with
grandchildren and great grandchildren. Jean’s bgmlglished September 26, 2013) is availablewatv.amazon.cand from the
publisherhttp://www.wordalivepress.ca

T Foreword by CBIVAT Romanaski, ]
n Homisphere Divsi ¢ L

“This story is the powerful testimony of a womdifls completely surrendered to God
Through tragedy and triumph, the pages resound thightruth of God's faithfulness. Dr.
Barsness yielded her life to the Lordship of J&3higst, and He provided for her. Truly,

her story is an example to us all! ANYWHERE,
Cindy Klassen, ANYTIME,
Six-time Canadian Olympic Medalist ANY coST

“The work of God down through the centuries is mageof millions of intertwined
stories; stories of God's grace expressed througbpte. Jean’s story is a powerful
reminder that the glory of God is manifest througkople who listen and walk in A. Jean Barsness
obedience to Him. Anywhere...Anytime...Any Cost idlaccambrace all God has for— & o
us and join Him in the grand adventure of life, aedjess of the zip code. e
Charles A. Cook, PhD B
Professor of Global Studies and Mission (Ambrosévéhsity College)
Chair, Global Mission Roundtable (EFC)
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About the CMR Canadian Mission History Legacy Sexie“My Sojourn in Missiohis part of theCanadian Missiological
Recourse¢CMR) Canadian Mission History legacy Seri@he series encourages Canadians engaged in ghidsbn to record
their stories or the stories of others (past os@mé in order to provide insights or lessons ledrpast global involvement that
might help successive generations of Canadian omsstholars, international workers (missionaries] ahurch leaders. The

CMR is a repository of information about Canadiamtcibutions to global mission and provides a verffioe thoughtful
missiological reflection that is clearly Canadian.
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