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FOREWORD

Touching hearts.

There are many ways of touching, not all of them are physical. 
You can touch others by the kindness or harsh ness of your voice. 
You can touch by the thoughtful ness of a letter, or by taking the 
time to raise a petition to God in prayer.

In the fifteenth century, Michelangelo painted a beautiful and 
famous painting that de scribes “the ultimate touch” on the ceil ing 
of the Sistine Chapel. It was inspired by the Genesis account of 
creation. In this painting, a muscular man lies helpless, desper-
ately reaching his hand up toward the powerful yet gentle finger of 
God. It is a symbolic Adam receiving the gift of life through the 
touch of the Creator.

A popular song expresses the importance of reaching and 
touching others. The lyrics read, “Reach out and touch some body’s 
hand, make this world a better place.” Even television commercials 
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promote this idea; greeting card and telephone companies urge 
viewers to touch others with a thoughtful gift or call.

Touching is not hitting; it is not striking a hard blow; it is not 
overwhelming with sensation. Touching is the simple act of con-
tact, communication, and care. To touch another heart is to share 
a vital part of yourself, for touching is loving.

But, if nobody reaches out, hearts will go untouched. 
Touching is the result of reaching. And reaching often requires 
risk, sacrifice, stretching, time, and extra effort. Despite these 
difficulties, people have been reaching out and touching hearts 
for eons. What mo tivates us to continue reaching others? The 
only answer can be that God’s divine gift of love and life com-
pels us to reach out and share His compassion with a despair-
ing world.

So, endeavor to have a heart that desires to reach out and 
touch hearts.

—Jeanne (Gossett) Halsey  
Daughter of Don Gossett
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INTRODUCTION

Several years ago, our granddaughter, Jennifer, was visiting our 
home with her little brother, Alex ander. Joyce and I were keeping 
them while their parents celebrated their wedding anni versary in 
Victoria, British Columbia.

We were scheduled to pick up Ken and Jeanne at the ferry on 
the third day. We dressed Jennifer and Alexander in their “good 
clothes,” and prepared to leave. The children and I went out to the 
car and waited for Grandma.

Then I noticed our dog, Krys, roaming around outside. “Kids,” 
I said, “I’m going to put Krys in the garage, but you stay here in the 
car.”

Jennifer protested, “Grandpa! I’m going with you!”

“No,” I said firmly, “you stay in the car.”

To my dismay, when I opened the car door, Jennifer hopped 
out, bouncing toward the dog. Proba bly for the first time in her 
little life, she received a stern reprimand from her grandfather.
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I raised my voice, “Jennifer! You get right back into the car! 
If you get dirty out here, your grand mother will really be upset!”

Quietly and reluctantly, Jennifer climbed back into the car.

I called Krys into the garage and shut the door. Then I returned 
to the car. There was an unusual silence, the obvious aftermath of 
the episode with Jennifer. We all sat quietly, the strain between us 
mounting.

Suddenly, Jennifer slid into the front seat beside me. She 
looked reproachfully into my face. “Grandpa,” her little voice 
piped, “when I come to visit you, I don’t come to be yelled at!”

With that surprising statement, my four-year-old grand-
daughter got the last word!

Now, my intent is not to “yell at you” when I write this book. I 
have written this to motivate you to be a “reacher” and a “toucher.” 
Now there was no doubt that Jennifer was poorly behaved and dis-
obedient. But, there are constructive ways of motivating chil dren, 
too!

“For the love of Christ constraineth us” (2 Corin thians 
5:14).

Because of Christ’s divine love which was shed abroad in our 
hearts by the Holy Spirit, we have within us a desire to reach and 
touch, care and share, go and give, and bless and lift up!

I believe as you read this book you will affirm, “God has made 
me a ‘reacher’ and a ‘toucher.’ I will do it!”

I want to thank David Wilkerson for permission to quote 
some of his writings in this book.

By the grace of God, I, too, am a reacher and a toucher.

—Don Gossett 
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1

REACHING 
AND TOUCHING 

THROUGH PRAYER

Reaching through prayer is a powerful way of touching. “We 
will give ourselves continually to prayer, and to the ministry of the word” 
(Acts 6:4). This was the decision of the early church apostles, and 
it is the decision God has led many of us to make ever since that 
time. When did I make the deci sion to devote myself to touching 
others through the power of prayer? While the action progressed 
with the passing of years and God’s intense calling to my life, I am 
persuaded that I was only a boy when I decided to “give myself to 
prayer.” God gave me a holy desire to be a “reacher” and a “toucher” 
when I was a very young man.

Since my family was unsaved, I had no personal encourage-
ment from them to pray. It seemed that God imparted to my 
honest spirit at a very tender age that I was part of a family-unit—
larger than my blood family. I was born into it and I knew I had a 
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responsibility to pray for my family. He caused me to know that I 
could affect great changes in others through prayer.

As far back as I can remember, my father always struggled 
with drinking. It caused many heated arguments between mom 
and dad, sometimes resulting in physical fights which were dev-
astating to my brother, sister, and me. Having heard the story of 
Jesus and His promise to hear and answer prayer in a Nazarene 
Sunday School, I was encouraged to pray for dad and his salvation; 
I prayed that he would be delivered from the drinking habit.

I recall a time when mom and dad had a very severe argument 
which ended in a brawl. Mom heaved a stick of firewood at dad. 
He attacked her, and a wild, scrambling fight followed, with tears 
and blood. When the physical encounter sub sided, mom ordered 
dad to leave our home. He quickly packed up his things and, with-
out even saying goodbye to his children, angrily stalked out to his 
pick-up truck to drive away. He growled over his shoulder that he 
was leaving home, possibly never to return. My heart was broken. I 
was told not to follow him outside, so I hastily ran to my bedroom 
window. There, I could have a final view of my father.

I loved him. I knew that divorce was not right. I knew that 
fighting was not right either, but I was overwhelmed with the 
uncriti cal love of a young boy for his father. I knelt beside my 
window and prayed, keeping my eyes wide open to watch dad’s 
every movement as he left. I prayed fervently: “Oh, God, please 
don’t let daddy leave us. Please, oh Lord, make him come back!”

It was a long driveway from our house to the country road 
that joined the nearest highway. I was praying so earnestly for the 
Lord to bring Dad back. I watched his brake lights flash when he 
arrived at the junction of our driveway and the road. I increased 
the fervency of my prayers, pleading, “Oh, please Lord! Don’t let 
him drive down that road. Please don’t let him leave us!”
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My first awareness that I was receiving an answer to my prayers 
was when I saw Dad, in his truck, proceed slowly, then stop, pro-
ceed again very slowly, then stop again. In my boyish exuberance, 
I cried, “Thank You, Lord, thank You that You’re causing him not 
to leave!”

I watched with bated breath. After a long hesita tion, it was 
apparent that Dad was not going out onto the road, but, rather, 
he was backing his pick up down the driveway, back to our home.

He was only gone from our home for about fifteen minutes, 
but when I saw that he was returning, I ran into the living room, 
shouting the news, “Daddy has come back! Daddy has returned 
home! God wouldn’t let him leave us!”

That is the earliest, most vivid answer to prayer that I can 
recall. Although I was just a little boy and innocent in the affairs 
of grown-ups, I reached out in confident prayer to the Master, 
asking Him to inter vene in this tragic situation. He touched both 
the hearts of my parents at this time. Dad returned to our family.

While his drinking continued to vex my good mother, and 
there was ever present turmoil and havoc in our home, dad never 
threatened to leave our family again. 

However, in my teenage years, there were several times when 
mother packed her bags and left home, only to return the same night 
each time. I remember once when mom caught dad in the bed room 
of a young woman well-known in the town for promis cuity. Mom’s 
anger exploded, and she immediately began packing to leave.

She announced to my sister, brother, and me that she would 
be leaving because she was tired of putting up with dad’s drunken-
ness and infidelity. She told us that she was going to her sister’s 
house, but that she would arrange to have us reunited with her as 
soon as she could work out all the details. I was fifteen and could 
drive our car, so I personally drove mom to the bus station. 
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All the time, I was breathing prayers, “Lord, somehow work 
it out that mom won’t leave us. Lord, I know dad broke her heart. 
Somehow enable her to forgive him so that she will come back 
home with us tonight.”

I continued giving myself to that silent type of prayer, which 
I learned was effective with the Lord. I reached out and took hold 
of the garment of the Lord, imploring His tender touch for my 
moth er’s broken heart.

The bus was scheduled to arrive that night at one in the morn-
ing, so we had a three hour wait at the station. I talked with 
mom for over two hours, letting her pour her heart out about 
her anguish and disappointment with dad, not even trying to 
persuade her to come home. All the time, I was “watching with 
prayer” in my heart. I went to the washroom, and prayed briefly 
and fervently that God would inter vene, that mom would not 
leave us that night.

She had purchased her ticket, and I helped her carry her bag 
to the curb so that she was ready for the bus a few minutes before 
its arrival time. Standing out on the street, mom suddenly turned 
and said, “Don, I’m going back home with you. Go get the car and 
let’s go home.”

It was as if a ton of bricks had been lifted off of my heart. I 
eagerly dashed for the car and came back quickly to pick up my 
mother and drive her home! I felt wonderful and praised the pre-
cious Lord, for He had responded to my reaching out through 
prayer and touched my mother, leading her in the paths of right-
eousness and restoration.

But, this restoration was not complete, and it happened again 
that mom left dad and our home. It was late afternoon on New 
Year’s Eve, and mom went down to the restaurant which my family 
owned and operated. When she arrived at the restaurant, she 
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discovered that dad had locked the doors, closed the premises to 
the public, and was holding a wide-open party for all his drinking 
friends. When mom unlocked the door and walked in, she saw 
dad with his arm around one of the cute waitresses. This was just 
too much for her. She bolted out the door and drove furiously 
back to our home. She packed her bags and told me that, this 
time, she was leaving for good and there would be no return. I 
honestly could not blame her for feeling that way, because Dad 
had broken her heart repeatedly over the years.

I was scheduled to go out that New Year’s Eve with my friends 
for an evening of fun and whole some fellowship. When I bade 
Mom goodbye, she told me she would get in touch with me in a 
few days. But, I felt a supernatural call to reach out to her in prayer 
and intercede for God’s restoring touch in my parents’ lives again.

Although I was with my friends all that evening, celebrating 
the commencement of the New Year, my thoughts and prayers 
were focused on my mother, on her protection as she drove six 
hundred miles to my sister’s home. “Lord, You have answered my 
prayers many times to keep mom and dad together, to keep our 
home from being broken. I thank You, Lord, for every time You 
have heard and answered my prayers and performed this miracle. 
Now Lord, I need a new miracle. Mom has left the family again. 
Please keep Your hand upon her as she travels. And Lord, I ask 
You to bring my mother back and keep our family intact.”

I arrived home that night from my friends’ New Year’s Eve 
party at three in the morning. It is difficult to describe the joy I felt 
when I saw that my mother had returned home! I quickly bade 
my friends goodnight and ran up the steps, two at a time, to be 
reunited with mom and our family.

I was sixteen years old when this last episode took place. There 
were continual problems pertaining to dad’s drinking and infidel-
ity over the next two years. But at that time, when I was eighteen, 
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I was convinced that God was going to bring salvation and deliver-
ance to my father, mother, sister and younger brother. My sister, 
Donnis, came to the Lord about the same time as I did.

After I graduated high school, I had an in-depth spiritual 
encounter with the Lord, unlike anything I had ever known. I 
spent much time on my knees as I talked to my heavenly Father 
about my life and my willingness to do whatever He asked of me. 
I relished His Spirit’s guidance, which gave me a compassion-
ate heart for others and a hunger to share the gospel story. He 
reminded me that He made me to be a “reacher” and a “toucher.” 
Eventually, I realized that the Lord had laid His hand upon me for 
the ministry. I fully surrendered my plans and ambitions to Him 
so that I might do His will.

I will never forget the morning after I said “yes” to the Lord to 
preach the gospel. I decided to tell my father about the life-chang-
ing endeavor.

When I heard him stirring down in the kitchen shortly 
after six that morning, I boldly went downstairs to share what 
happened in my bedroom during the night. “Dad, God has 
called me to preach His gospel. Through His help and grace, 
that’s what I intend to do with my life: preach the gospel of Jesus 
Christ.”

If I hit dad over the head with a baseball bat, I doubt he 
would have been more stunned than he was about my announce-
ment. For some time, he didn’t say a word. He was smoking a cig-
arette, and he continued inhaling and blowing the smoke across 
the room. He paced around the kitchen a little and came over 
to stand by me. He looked me right in the eye and said, “Son, I 
don’t see how you could ever preach the gospel. You have always 
had a hard time talking to people. To be a preacher, you’ve got to 
do a lot of talking. No, son, I don’t think you could ever become 
a preacher.”
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With that diagnosis, Dad went on about his busi ness, and left 
me standing there with his doubtful words linger ing in my ears. 
Although my father sought to discourage me, I was totally con-
vinced that the Lord called me to preach the gospel, and I was 
unswerving in my surrender to this call.

I went back up the stairs. I sincerely wished my father received 
my announcement willingly and gladly, but he didn’t. I was not 
dis mayed, however. I knew that I must give myself to the ministry 
of prayer before giving into defeat. I talked with God the Father 
about the matter for some time, who assured in my heart that I 
was on a new course in life from this moment on.

|
Then, after a semester of training at a Baptist college, I was 

invited to launch my preaching minis try. I began preaching in 
small Baptist churches in various places. There were many country 
Baptist churches without a pastor at that time, and I was invited to 
pastor two of them. I was asked to preach at one church on Sunday 
mornings and another on Sunday nights, in a dual pastoral role. I 
was filled with great anticipation at this opportunity to develop my 
preaching ministry in those fine Baptist churches.

Out of respect, my parents came to hear my first sermons. 
Afterwards, however, they informed me that they were leaving 
that part of the country and moving over 2,000 miles away. This 
gave me a new call to prayer, because I sincerely believed that my 
parents would come to Christ under my ministry and influence in 
the immediate future.

They asked me, of course, to accompany them. After all, I was 
only eighteen years old, even if I had lived on my own for a year.

I distinctly remember that afternoon, that particular pasture 
where I ventured off to pray. I asked the Lord, “What would You 
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have me do? Lord, You know how much I would like to stay here 
and serve as the pastor of these two churches. I would love that, 
because You called me to preach the gospel. But Lord, You know 
the overwhelming burden I have for my family’s salvation. Would 
it be more effective in winning them to Christ to move across the 
country with them? Or should I stay here and trust You to bring 
them to salvation?”

The answer to that prayer did not come imme diately. But, 
within a few days, I was persuaded in my heart that the Lord 
wanted me to move across the country with my parents. He seemed 
to give me the insight that my number one responsibility was to 
the family into which I was born. God wanted to use me as His 
instrument to bring them to Christ. Reluctantly, I advised the two 
churches that I could not accept their invitations. I made the deci-
sion wisely and prayerfully, seemingly assured in my heart that, 
in a short time, I would see God’s promises fulfilled in my family! 
Praise the Lord! Within six weeks, my mother, father, and, just a 
little while later, my brother all came to Christ! Dad was totally 
delivered from his drinking habit, infidelities, and gambling; his 
entire manner of life wonderfully changed.

Many years later, I went to Beirut, Lebanon—more than 
10,000 miles away from family and friends. The circumstances of 
why I was there are too complex to write out here, but I was in des-
perate need. Alone in a hotel room overlooking the Mediterranean 
Sea, I poured my heart out to God. I reminded Him that I was in 
Beirut without any money at all. The total lack of money seemed 
overwhelmingly frustrating. One morning, I opened my Bible to 
Psalm 116:1–2: “I love the Lord, because He hath heard my voice 
and my supplications. Because He hath inclined His ear unto me, 
therefore will I call upon Him as long as I live.”

|
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I told God how much I loved Him. I told Him that I also loved 
Him as David did, “because He hath heard my voice and my sup-
plications!” I recited in grati tude all the events that took place in 
my life: in my younger years, in the many answered prayers for my 
mother and father, like the way He brought my family to salva tion 
and deliverance, and the bountiful blessings that I experienced in 
so many ways. So I was encouraged to affirm along with David, 
“Because the Lord hath inclined His ear unto me, therefore will I call 
upon Him as long as I live!”

The desperation I was facing in Beirut demanded a miracle! 
After I con cluded those hours in prayer and study, I wandered into 
the streets of Beirut. I knew one of the keys to mira cles and divine 
intervention was giving of yourself. Jesus said, “Give, and it shall be 
given unto you; good measure, pressed down, shaken together, and run-
ning over, shall men give into your bosom. For with the same measure 
that ye mete withal it shall be measured to you again” (Luke 6:38).

As I proceeded down the street, I was confronted by poor, 
helpless beggars and cripples lying on the streets. I had wished that 
I could have given them money, but I truly had none at all! How I 
wanted to reach out and touch them in a loving, constructive way!

A feeling of utter destitution gripped my soul. I often said, 
rather jokingly, “It’s no sin to be poor, it’s just mighty inconve-
nient.” However, my feelings there in Beirut were far more than 
discomfort or embarrassment at being broke, but genuine alarm 
that there seemed to be no solu tion to my problem. I had no way of 
getting money, and in order to continue my journey across Asia, I 
needed money…immediately!

I lifted my voice as I continued walking, “Lord, You know I 
would love to help these poor people, if only I had something, any-
thing, to give them. Lord, I know the principle of Your Word that 
giving is the way of receiving, yet I have seemingly nothing to give! 
Show me how I can effectively touch others.”
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Suddenly, I heard the eerie Muslim call to prayer pealing out 
across the city. If you have ever heard that call, you know that it is 
a fascinating, mystical sound which grips the soul. When I heard 
this Mus lim call to prayer, the impulse came upon me, “Here is 
something I can do! I can give myself to prayer. I can go into that 
Muslim mosque and spend an hour in prayer, along with these 
Muslims.”

Frankly, I was unaware that Muslim law actually forbade such 
an action, an outsider participating in prayer; it was considered 
sacrilegious for me to participate in their sacred hour of prayer. 
And, I was somewhat dubi ous about the propriety of bowing my 
Christian heart in that heathen place of worship. But without 
time to rationalize, I quickly made my way quickly to the nearest 
mosque. When I entered the door, a man immediately pointed 
to my shoes. Before I could enter the mosque, I had to remove 
my shoes and leave them at the door. After I took off my shoes, 
I proceeded to a place not far from the Muslims. As they bowed 
to Allah, I began fervently praying to the Father of our Lord 
Jesus Christ.

I prayed for my wife back in Canada; I asked God to bless 
her and meet her needs. I prayed that He would minister assur-
ance and comfort to her heart, although we had no contact with 
each other. I prayed for our five children, that God would bless 
them and keep His hand on their lives. I asked the Father to bless 
my partners, who so lovingly and faithfully supported my minis-
try and all of its out reaches. I prayed for those who were sick that 
came to my mind, and those with financial needs. I prayed for the 
poor beggars I had just seen on the streets that morning in Beirut. 
I prayed for many things that morning in the mosque.

I took my ever-present tape recorder and captured the chant-
ing prayers of the Muslims. (Later, I released those prayers and 
chants on my radio broadcasts.) Concluding that blessed hour of 
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prayer, I began walking the streets of Beirut with a renewed con-
fidence that, indeed, I was more than a conqueror through Jesus 
Christ who loved me. (See Romans 8:37.)

The act of giving myself in prayer on behalf of the needs of 
others set in motion a series of miracles. God didn’t give me full 
insight into what would happen or how my dilemma would be 
solved, but I began taking one bold step of faith after another. 
Within hours, I received five hundred American dollars, a confir-
mation of a flight from Bei rut, and, above all, an awareness that the 
Lord had miraculously responded to my needs.

Before I left Beirut, God gave me many opportun ities to share 
the gospel with others, and much fruit for my labors in that Asian 
country.

Again, God confirmed the validity of these two principles: 
when I live to give, I will never live in lack; and, when I reach out, 
somebody gets touched! Truly, prayer is one of the best ways of 
reaching.


