z

June 1, 2016

From Prostitute to Church Planter
Dear xxxxx,
Through our TV broadcasts, not only are people saved, but they are also equipped to be agents of
transformation in their communities. You may say that total discipleship and leadership cannot
happen through TV only—and I agree with you. That is why we conduct out-of-country, intensive,
face-to-face discipleship and leadership training conferences
regularly. We first teach and coach potential leaders in small
online groups. Then we bring to face-to-face training
conferences only those dedicated leaders who have proven
their leadership ability by bearing much fruit.
Ziba is one of these dedicated leaders. Her story begins with
lifelong physical abuse from her father. At sixteen and
severely beaten, she decided to leave home:

I walked out of the house and roamed the streets of Tehran. It was getting late
when a car stopped, and the male driver offered to give me a ride. He sounded very
kind, so I trusted him. When he asked me where I was going, I told him what had
happened and that I did not want to go back home. He said that he lived with his
mom and I could stay with them. I accepted his offer and went to his home.
The man raped me the first night. He started bringing other men, who paid him a
fee, to rape me also. I hated myself and hated life.
After a few months, Ziba decided the streets offered a better choice than certain rape.

I ran back to the streets. Eventually, another male driver offered help. I said “No!”
fearing the abuse would repeat, but he continued to pursue me kindly, insisting that
he wanted to help. Something in his voice calmed me. I felt he was sincere. I said I
had no place to go and had been forced into prostitution months before. He offered
to take me to his family.
This time it was different. This young man and his family accepted me as one of
their own. I found out that they all had become Christians through your TV
programs, so I started watching with them. Soon after, I believed in Jesus and saw
my life change dramatically. I was not bitter anymore. Ali (the driver) stayed kind,
and he never touched me. After a few weeks, he said that he loved me and wanted
to marry me. I felt so worthless that I rejected his offer. But he insisted and said that
after we married, we could move to an apartment on the other side of town. I could
not believe that there was a man who loved me for me and who did not want to
take advantage of me. After a while I agreed to marry him. He was true to his word.
We married and moved across Tehran to where nobody knew us.
(over, please)

