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 Hi, my name is Bree. I am 20 years old and on 
October 6th of this year, I entered Captive Hearts 
Recovery Home. I was born in Orange County, CA, 
and my earliest years were filled with an abundance 
of love and a solid Christian family foundation. 
 On the outside, we looked like the perfect happy 
family. My three beautiful siblings and I rigorously 
upheld the family reputation, receiving constant 
compliments on our impeccable manners, maturity, 
intelligence, and athletic talent.  But in reality, my 
life was chaotic, filled with abuse and neglect.  I 
avoided home as much as possible, resentful of my 
parents’ constant fighting and the resulting tension 
that seemed to permeate the walls around me.  My 
childhood was spent maintaining my straight-A 
record and perfecting my gymnastics skills for the 
junior Olympic team. 
 At 13, my father walked out on us, finally shatter-
ing the “happy” façade that masked my life. By high 
school, I was falling apart, though solely on the 
inside. At age 16, I thought I found the solution to 
my problems in Keith—a U.S. marine four years 
older than me. For the first time, I felt “love” and a 
sense of belonging. 
 I excelled during the remainder of my high school 
years—captaining both of my varsity cheer teams, 
working three jobs to support myself and my 
siblings, and ultimately graduating with honors and 
a cheerleading scholarship to San Diego State 
University. 
 Keith and I were married a week after I turned 
18, and I breathed a sigh of relief to leave behind 
the abuse of my childhood. Within a year, however, 
my marriage revealed itself as a tragic déjà vu of 
the childhood trauma I thought I had escaped from. 
  The following months were full of depression 
and hopelessness and, with my impending divorce, I 
moved to San Luis Obispo in hopes of a “new 
beginning.” I threw myself into the “party lifestyle” 
and, in my desperation to numb the pain I felt inside,  
 

I partook in a string of 
healthy and abusive 
relationships.  
 Unable to quit my ob-
session with what I 
thought earned me love 
and happiness, my life 
spiraled out of control. I 
ran out of ways to cope 
with the wake of rejection 
that my failed attempts 
inevitably revealed. I had 
no  desire  to  live  my  life  
anymore; I believed myself to be God’s big mistake. 
 On May 2nd of this year, God answered my 
prayer. After leaving a party, I struck a power pole, 
flipping my car at least half a dozen times, 
ultimately landing upside down in the middle of a 
field. There is no possible way that I should have 
lived, yet God miraculously allowed me to walk 
away unscathed into a new and beautiful life. 
 Today, I am a completely different person, and 
although the last six months of my life have been 
difficult, they have also been some of the most 
rewarding. I have come to understand that in my 
brokenness, I centered my life around people and 
things that SEEMED good but could NEVER offer 
me the wholeness and freedom that I have found in 
my relationship with Christ. I am truly blessed and 
happy to be alive. I have found a peace that 
transcends ALL understanding, and while the path 
to my recovery hasn’t been easy, it has definitely 
been worth it. Healing does not mean the damage 
never existed; it means the effects of the damage no 
longer control our lives. 
 Philippians 4:13 – I can do ALL things through 
CHRIST who strengthens ME! 

(Bree is need of sponsors to help her with her 
monthly program fees. Please contact our office if 
you would be willing to help with her support.) 
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We will be  collecting items for our 
Christmas outreach up until December 
21st. If you would like to contribute to help 
us buy food for holiday baskets, please add 
‘Christmas’ on the memo line of your check.  
We expect to deliver close to 50 baskets of 
food to needy families. We also will be 
making up gift baskets for our ladies in the 
home. Call the office at 805 481-4500 for 
more details. 
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The year of 2009 is soon to end—I ask myself, 
“Have I completed the task that was given to me this 
year?” The words, “Only one life will soon be past, 
only what’s done for Christ will last” resonates in my 
ears. 
 I pray for each of you this holiday season, that 
you will examine your hearts and give the greatest 
gift of all—YOURSELF!  Give of yourself to your 
community, your church and your neighbors. Some 
of the greatest gifts are the ones that no one knows 
you gave except you. Some of the best gifts are ones 
given to people who have nothing at all. 
 A substantial portion of our holiday giving occurs 
as an exchange. We give presents to others that also 
give presents to us. A truly sacrificial gift is 
something given to someone who cannot give back 
anything in return. There is nothing more wonderful 
and exhilarating than to bring joy to someone less 
fortunate. 
 

Look to the manger, not the mantle 
See the Savior, not the sleigh. 

Find the Redeemer, not the reindeer 
The One lying in the hay. 

 
Try prayer instead of wish lists, 

Give thanks to God above! 
Try holiness this Christmas 

And sacrifice your love. 
 

Merry Christmas, 
Chaplain Judy Boen 

 
 
We are collecting gift items 
for needy families, i.e., toys, 
toiletries, clothing, makeup,  
etc., and also gifts bags for 
the ladies in our recovery home.  
We would appreciate your help! 
 
Please call our office with questions about 
specific ages, sizes, colors, etc. 
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I volunteer with Captive Hearts in 
the jail ministry and would like to  
share a little about what it is like.    
It is very personally rewarding.  In  
the beginning, it felt strange when  
that first heavy door swung shut  
with a clang and we had to pass  
through three other doors to reach the women’s 
jail area. (It quickly became routine.)  
Surprisingly, the women’s jail area is rather 
small and crowded. On the right is the 
dormitory where sometimes women sleep on the 
floor between the double bunks because of the 
overcrowding. You can look through the glass 
wall and see smiles and waves from some who 
are already moving to get their Bibles… and 
expressionless looks from others who sit 
motionless on their bunks. All the women in 
“dorm” are dressed in red.  
 Next to the dorm is the farm area, which is 
usually darkened because the women in farm 
work 24 hours per day doing housekeeping 
chores throughout the jail, so the night workers 
sleep during the day. The day farm workers, 
dressed in blue, sort laundry in the small 
corridor area where we enter. Straight ahead is 
the door to the outside quad for this section, the 
place of recreation and fresh air where we meet 
with those who choose to participate in Bible 
study and prayer.   
 The female guards move about doing their 
duties. They are pleasant and helpful, bringing 
out those who desire to meet with us. After we 
have spent time with the dorm (and occasionally 
farm) women, we move down a short hallway to 
the isolation and maximum security areas. To 
the left are the isolation units where we sit on 
chairs in the hallway to converse through small 
slot openings with those who ask to see us. To 
the right is “max,” which has a community 
room with tables and chairs surrounded by glass 
door cell pods holding varying numbers of 
women.  We meet with a pod at a time either at 
one of the interior tables or in the outside 
recreation area. 
 That’s the physical layout. Not very 
appealing. But the women, oh, the women! 
They range from scared 18-year-olds to 
seasoned mature women.  On my first visit, God 

showed  me  not to  judge by 
looks. We were sitting in max 
with women from one pod 
when a woman in another 
pod made motions to me. 
She held up her hands as 
though  praying  and  pointed 

to herself. The guard allowed me to go to that 
door and talk with her. She had a heartfelt 
concern for her daughter and was so grateful to 
get prayer. Her pod mate, an older woman with 
shaved head, looked cold, hard and tough. 
Intimidated by her appearance, I would have 
turned away after that first prayer. But she 
asked, “Will you pray for me?” She floored me 
with her loving requests for other people. This 
tough-looking woman had a very tender heart. 
 Since then, I’ve seen over and over how 
much these women care about others… their 
families, friends and the other women in jail. 
Their prayer requests are usually for others. 
They rally around those in the jail who are 
hurting, especially the scared young ones. They 
desire to be free from captivity, both physical 
and spiritual. They desire to live honorable, 
decent lives. They want to be back with their 
families. They want to be free of addiction and 
all that comes with it.  Their eyes light up when 
they are told about the Captive Hearts recovery 
home and the other services Captive Hearts 
offers them when they get out.    
 They are people just like people anywhere.  
They have temporarily lost their way. God uses 
Captive Hearts and its volunteers to help them 
find  their  way to  Him and  to a new life.  More 
volunteers are 
needed. These 
women need 
the light and 
love of Jesus 
Christ, the only 
One who can 
set them truly 
free. They also 
need our love. 
It truly makes a 
difference.   
 

� Bel Wilkins  
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