
She cracked the egg on the side of the
glass and let it fall into the beer.  Five
year old Jarado watched it slowly sink
to the bottom.  “Now drink it
down.  It will do you good.”  

Jarado and his brothers
and sisters lived with
her. She was a friend
of the family who
took care of them
because their
mother couldn’t
cope.  Father was
never around, so
there was no one
else. She probably
thought she was doing
the children no harm. 

By age twelve Jarado was
already an alcoholic.  Now he lived
with foster parents who loved and
cared for him, trying to get some
sense into this boy who continually
came home drunk. Even though he
drank so much he was smart enough

to graduate from high school at age
16. Alas, he wasn’t smart enough to
use his intelligence to get a job.

Instead he figured he could get
by, living on his wits.  

At age 19 his foster
parents told him
not to come home
anymore, telling
him he would
have to learn
about life the
hard way.  So for
the next six years
Jarado lived in

abandoned
buildings, parking

lot structures,
parks…anywhere he

could lay down. He learned
when restaurants threw out their left

over foods and how to get in jail for a
week or two when it got really cold. 

By age 25 he was sick of walking the
streets, smelling bad and hearing
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children laughing at him. He knew he
was intelligent and could do well, if he
could only control his need for
alcohol.  The State of Wisconsin
recognized this too and declared him
disabled. They were willing to write
him a check to cover his living
expenses and attend programs to
overcome his addiction. 

For ten years the State money paid
for him to sit in counseling sessions
and talk about his problems. He had a
clean place to stay and money for
drugs and alcohol.

This all ended when a television
reporter with a secret camera showed
him and others receiving their
disability checks and walking into the
liquor store to spend it.

So now he was out on the street
again.  It was probably the best thing
that could have happened to him.
Now he had to find a job to live. He
had already claimed Jesus as his higher
power in the programs. Now he had to
live by it.

After hitting the bottom and praying
for help, Hope Street opened up to
him. For the past three years he has
lived here in a community of people
with a background similar to his own,
who, like him, daily turn to Jesus for
strength.

Instead of talking about 
themselves and their 

weaknesses, they talk about
God and His strength.

His faith has grown, but not without
failure along the way.  But now, it’s
different because forgiveness from
God and encouragement from friends
are close at hand.

This month Jarado is leaving Hope
Street and moving to his own
apartment. He has taken his
experience over the years and put it to
good use. He works as a drug recovery
counselor, helping people overcome
the same problems he has
overcome…by faith.

No one can fool him. He has seen it
all and done it all. He knows what
works and what doesn’t.

Many wasted years are now starting to
bear fruit. God has made Jarado’s life
useful for service. He can now look at
his past years and quote this Bible
scripture:

“You intended to harm me, but God

intended it for good to accomplish what

is now being done, the saving of many

lives.”

Joseph, from Genesis 50:20



"Don't be afraid, I've redeemed you.

I've called your name. You're mine.

When you're in over your head, I'll be there with you.

When you're in rough waters, you will not go down.

When you're between a rock and a hard place,

it won't be a dead end--

Because I am GOD, your personal God,

The Holy of Israel, your Savior.

I paid a huge price for you: …”

Isaiah chapter 43 verses 1b-3

An urging to be free and ready for Heaven -
From Donal Grant 

by George MacDonald, Chapter 30

Where is Jesus when you are in hard times?



From Bottle to Bible
A Story of Recovery

Have you ever wondered what it’s
like to wake up drunk in the morning
then continue drinking the entire day
even after being smashed the day
before?  Now imagine almost every
day being like this, an endless cycle of
hopelessness for as long as you can
remember.  This was Lenora’s first 43
years of her life.  

It was only a matter of time before the
house of cards would come tumbling
down.  It happened one day when
Lenora showed up drunk again while
working at Ameritech in Milwaukee.
The job and the people she loved were
replaced by bottle after bottle of empty
promises.  After she was fired the
downward spiral gained speed.   
Lenora was rapidly exhausting the

little savings she had but continued to
drink.  Now she was buying the
cheapest beer along with bargain
basement wines and mixing them
together because plain beer just wasn’t
doing the trick.  Smoking crack
helped grease the slides of her
plummeting life that she was now
trying to end.  And why not since her
entire family is made up of hopeless
crack heads and addicts.  This sad life
was the only life she knew. 
Somewhere through this dark tunnel
her daughter met her head-on and
threatened to disown her, to call it
quits with her mom.  And that’s when
the light went on.  But how could
Lenora save herself from going over
the edge?  Was it too late?  




