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ENCOUNTER #3 

MY FIRST WOMEN’S CONFERENCE 
      
Before I left Sacramento, California to move to Atlanta, I 
attended my first ever Christian women’s conference. Aisha, 
my closest friend throughout my period of crisis, had invited 
me to attend the event at her church.      
     I was hesitant because I had visited several times, and her 
church was not only loud, it was as if a full-blown raucous 
of events were taking place. 
     You see, although I had given my life to Christ in 1998, I 
still had a conservative mindset on how a church should 
look and how congregants should conduct themselves.  
     I was raised Catholic and knew about order and silence in 
church. Growing up, my siblings and I attended Blessed 
Sacrament and St. Sylvester’s Catholic churches infrequently 
but there was silence, order and constraint while attending 
mass.  
     It was “unholy” to make noise in a sanctuary. After all, a 
sanctuary was a place where only the priest spoke. And if 
you dare speak, you better whisper, if absolutely necessary. 
     Furthermore, whenever I attended Aisha’s church, I could 
never quite understand the pastor’s message and things just  
seemed disorderly with people moving around, laughing, 
joking and talking loud.  
     However, since she was the only friend I had confided in 
regarding my job loss, relationship break-up, health issues, 
etc., I felt obligated to attend. 
     The three-day women’s conference included teaching 
sessions beginning in the morning and a worship service in  
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the evening. I didn’t attend the first day, and Day Two came 
all too quickly. Aisha called about 7 a.m. to remind me not to 
be late.  

     Well, I arrived somewhere around mid-day with just 
enough time to participate in the last workshop…a session 
on social and dining etiquette. I was pleasantly surprised 
because I did not think this topic would be offered at a 
Christian event.  
     Nonetheless, the presenter explained that she and her 
husband, before his passing, had dined with the President of 
the United States. So knowing how to conduct herself at the 
table and which fork to use came in handy.  
     After the session, we went into the sanctuary. And yes, it 
was already loud.  
     The band was playing worship music that sounded more 
like everyone was clubbin’ than worshipping the Lord. This 
was a far stretch from the soft, lullaby worship music I was 
now accustomed to at my church. 
     The choir was belting out some song I had never heard. I 
knew they were singing about Jesus because that was the 
only recognizable name and word I could understand.  
     Aisha was singing in the choir and looking serious and 
happy at the same time. One of the praise team leaders 
seemed to be overly emotional while singing. Her eyes 
seemed to cross as her jaw repeatedly dropped.  
     They all looked like they were overdoing it and 
painstakingly trying to keep up with the choir director. 
     At some point, liturgical dancers entered the sanctuary, 
leaping and doing swim-like gestures in front of the 
conference attendees. 
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The dancers ducked behind a screen at both sides of the 
pulpit and pulled out what appeared to be wands. Out 
popped pink, purple and white streamers that seemed to be 
20 feet long.  
    The young ladies started waving the streamers as they ran 
up and down the aisles between the pews. It was—to say the 
least—a sight worth seeing.  
     I stood with my arms crossed, waiting for this conference 
to be over. Then one of the dancers ran up to me, huffing, 
puffing and sweating, and she began tugging on my arm.  
     I looked at her as if to say, with a New York attitude, 
“Hey! Exactly, what do you think you’re doing?” But she 
wasn’t giving up.  
     She was trying her hardest to pull my arms apart and 
drag me to the front of the sanctuary, but I wasn’t havin’ it!  
     I stood just as stiff and flat-footed while firmly planted in 
my pew.      
    “How dare she touch me! How dare she try to move me 
out of my very comfortable, arms-crossed position!”  
      Eventually, she gave up and sauntered over to other 
women who went along with the dancer’s beckoning.  
     “Interesting…but definitely not for me. Who would be so 
rude by dancing in a church building?”   
     What seemed like 15 lengthy songs later, the choir moved 
from the pulpit into the pews. Each one looking like they 
were ready to pass out and in need of water, towels and 
perhaps even a prayer.  
     My friend came and sat next to me, still clapping and 
singing.  
     “All right, all right,” I thought. “Just take your seat. No 
need to try to impress me. I know you can’t really sing. I 
know you can’t really be that happy.” 
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     Then, the First Lady of the church stood at the pulpit and 
began her own exaltation.  
     She welcomed everyone to the evening session and 
introduced her husband, the senior pastor, as well as the 
visiting pastors, prophets, psalmists and a litany of others.  
     The atmosphere seemed to quickly switch, and the guest 
psalmist began belting out a worship song that seemed to 
tug hard at my stomach.  
     The women began shouting in agreement as the 
psalmist’s husky voice beckoned hearts to yield to Jesus.  
     She sang, preached and declared with a rather harsh 
authority while the women cried, wailed and responded, 
“yes” in agreement.  
     I felt as if I was in a daze. My friend wasn’t paying any 
attention to me. She was standing and shouting in 
agreement too.  
     Then an elderly woman squeezed herself in my pew…so 
close, I could smell her perfume. She nodded and smiled as 
she pressed in her stout thighs and took every bit of wiggle 
room from me.  
     As the musicians frantically pounded on the drums and 
cymbals, someone else began blowing a horn of some sort. 
Before I could pay too much attention to which animal had 
given up its head-gear, there was another shift.  
     A woman at the pulpit belted out something about not 
being consumed by television or influenced by affluent 
people in the secular world.  
     “Stay fixed and focused on the Lord,” she said.  
     Everything was moving so fast…I couldn’t keep up. Then 
the guest prophetess called the First Lady to assist her.  
     The prophetess said, “Some of you are without jobs; some 
of you are depressed; some of you are shackin’….  
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     “All y'all need to come on down to this altar and get a 
touch. Y'all need the Lord to de-li-vah you now!!!”  
     She paused for a second. “Actually, y’all need to be 
running to this altar!”  
     Now why did she say that? Women were shoving one 
another on the way down. They formed a single-file line, 
facing the congregation, and they were crying, shouting and 
praising God. 
     Then the First Lady and the prophetess passed by the 
women, touching or rather pushing them down, and they 
were dropping like flies.  
      This reminded me of a segment I had recently seen on a 
television news program about false prophets and 
evangelists who were charlatans. They were working fake 
rituals on people to entice them to give up all their money 
and possessions.  
     The prophetess and First Lady were probably pushing the 
women down to take control over their minds. Wow! I was 
seeing this in action.   
     My friend turned to me and said, “Girl, you’re getting 
ready to drive to Atlanta with your daughter, and you know 
you ain’t got no job. You better go down to that altar and get 
a touch.”  
     Without hesitating, I said, ever-so-sarcastically, “Right. I’ll 
go tomorrow.”  
 
HIM: ENCOUNTERS WITH THE THIRD PERSON 
    
      It seemed like I blinked my eyes and when I opened 
them, there I was…at the pulpit…in a single-file line with 
the other women, shoulder-to-shoulder, and facing the 
congregation.  
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     The music was blaring, but it still seemed as if I was in a 
daze. I could hear the prophetess saying, “Don’t give me no 
courtesy drops! I ain’t in the business of receiving courtesy 
drops!  
     “Whether you fall or not, it’s the power and move of the 
Holy Spirit working in this place.”  
     Then I thought, “What in the world is she talking about? 
She knows she’s pushing those ladies down.  
     Or maybe one of them is a ‘plant’ in the line that is 
nudging the others in the back of their knees, just enough to 
cause them to buckle and fall.  
     “Or perhaps one of the ushers was pushing them down.” 
     Whatever it was, I could see the women dropping, and 
now it was my turn. But I wasn’t budging. My feet were 
firmly planted and I held my balance.   
     I looked at the women on my right and left. They were 
both crying profusely, so I knew I could resist them if they 
tried to take me down.  
     I looked to my left and here they were a’comin’…the 
prophetess and the pastor’s wife.  
     The First Lady, who was speaking in tongues, was 
touching some of the women on their foreheads and 
slapping others on their up-stretched hands. And they were 
a’fallin’!  
     Then the prophetess said aloud, “Y’all sitting out there, 
just stretch your hands toward these ladies and pray for ‘em.”  
   
     When they stretched their hands toward us, it felt like an 
electric surge came through me. My arms, hands, chest and 
face started to tingle. 
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     The prophetess and First Lady were about five women 
away from me, and I reminded myself that I was not going 
down.  
     Right then, I felt a breeze. It started blowing.  
     “Where was the air coming from?” I thought. One thing 
this church didn’t have was good AC, but the breeze got 
stronger as the team of two got closer.  
     When they were in front of me, the prophetess 
commanded, “Lift your hands!” 
     Before I could say anything, my hands went high above 
my head, like a criminal eagerly surrendering to the police.    
     As she stretched her hand toward my forehead, a strong 
wind―like a New York winter wind―blew so hard, I hit the 
floor and bounced back up on my feet.  
     The prophetess had not even touched me! 
     Oh my God! Oh my God! I jerked to the left and asked, 
“Did you see what just happened?” but the woman was still 
on the floor and didn’t respond.  
     I spun to my right and said to another woman, “Did you 
see what just happened?” but she, too, was still laid out.  
     Oh my goodness! Not only did I fall, I bounced…and no 
one pushed me down!  
     The prophetess and First Lady had moved on. I stumbled 
back to my seat and squeezed in the pew next to the elderly 
woman. She just smiled.  
     My friend was jumping and singing, and seemed miles 
away. But it wasn’t over. There were two more altar calls.  
 
HIM: ENCOUNTERS WITH THE THIRD PERSON     

 
I went down the second time, still with some level of 
suspicion whether what I previously experienced had truly 
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happened. This time, the move of the Holy Spirit was even 
more powerful, yet strange.  
     The First Lady and prophetess didn’t even come near me. 
The wind was blowing so fiercely at the altar, I was blown 
down. My mind was totally conscious. I could hear, but I 
was glued to the floor.  
     I kept telling myself, “Come on Jill, you can get up. One, 
two, three…get up!” But my body wouldn’t budge. I 
struggled to position my arms and bend my legs, but simply 
couldn’t.  
     So there I was, on the floor, looking at the ceiling, with 
ladies and male ushers stepping over me. I thought perhaps 
someone might step on me, which wouldn’t be too bad.  
     At least I would feel something. But it was as if I had been 
knocked out. No pain, no tingling, no sensation.  
    Then I heard one of the ushers say, “We gotta move these 
women. Help me get her up!”  
     Two ushers grabbed me by my arms and lifted me to my 
feet. My legs were weak and I felt woozy, but I was fully 
coherent.  
     One of the young men said, “Here you go, Ma’am,” and 
handed me my eyeglasses and shoes.  
     Getting slain in the Spirit, as I understand it now, was 
absolutely no joke. I had hit the floor so hard that my glasses 
had fallen and my shoes had popped off my feet.  
     I staggered back to my seat and tried to slide pass my 
pew mate but instead, I fell into her lap.  
     “You’ll be all right, Baby!” the elderly woman said. “Look 
at the Lord. He’s doin’ it to you.”  
     It seemed Aisha was still miles away. She was jumping 
up and down, praising the Lord, as if she didn’t even see me.  
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     But that night, I was a glutton for punishment, or should I 
say, greedy for the move and power of the Holy Spirit.  
     So I went down to the altar, yet a third time. I couldn’t 
even remember what that altar call was for. But, once again, 
I received the desires of my heart.  
     I didn’t realize or understand it at the time. However as 
stated in James 4:8, I was drawing closer to God and God 
was drawing closer to me.  
     I was washing my hands of the world, and the Lord was 
washing and purifying my heart. I was being transformed 
for full dedication to God.  


