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Chapter One

FRANCES—BEFORE CHARLES

The long, dismal winter of 1916 at last forfeited to spring, and May 
flowers swayed outside Fred and Dessie Fuller’s tiny, one-room, dirt-floor 
log cabin. Oblivious to the struggles of a world at war, the young expect-
ant mother was consumed with her own struggle—the birth of her second 
child.

Parents of nineteen-month-old Kathleen (“Kay”), the hopeful father 
and mother looked forward to the love and laughter of another baby. 
But they knew something was wrong. Labor had begun more than two 
months early. Fred paced the floor anxiously as the local midwife tended 
to his wife. There was no doctor in Saratoga, Illinois, a town of twelve.

As the midwife quickened the pace of her instructions, the nervous fa-
ther heard a lengthy series of moans, escalating in volume until, suddenly, 
there was silence. The quiet seemed unbearable to Fred until the midwife 
finally motioned for him to come to her side. He saw in her hands a slightly 
wrinkled, grayish object that looked more like a miniature grown-up than 
a baby.

In a hushed voice, the midwife told him, “It’s a little girl. I’m sorry, 
she’s not going to make it; I’m going to try to save your wife.”

Fred stood in a daze as he watched the midwife wrap the tiny infant 
in the warm blanket that her mother had lovingly made while waiting for 
the child’s arrival. Concerned about the immediate care that the mother 
needed, the midwife took a quick look around and noticed a shoebox on 
the dresser. It was the perfect size for the tiny, two-pound bundle, and she 
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positioned the baby in the box, tucking soft folds of blanket around the 
motionless form so that it could die in peace. She quickly turned back to 
attend to the baby’s mother.

Fred stroked his wife’s hand as she sobbed softly, realizing that she 
was never going to see her new daughter play with her big sister. But 
something was happening inside that lowly shoebox. An incredibly de-
termined baby girl, Frances Eileen, was struggling with all her might to 
make her first sound. Something inside her was screaming, “I will live and 
not die!”

Busily tending to the baby’s mother, the midwife didn’t notice the 
miracle taking place in the shoebox—until something that sounded like 
the slightest squeal reached her ears from the direction of the dresser.

On May 8, 1916, this little rural family grew from three to four, and 
the sunbeam that filtered through a log-framed window illuminated a 
cardboard shoebox filled with life.

TIMES OF CHANGE
As the national economy struggled, many rural families moved to the 

cities in order to survive. Small towns shrank to even smaller sizes, and 
schools closed. Fred and Dessie, both teachers, found themselves without 
children to teach, so they moved from Saratoga to Rockford, and then to 
Chicago, where Fred got a job with Bauer and Black, a nationwide surgical 
supply house.

Fred rented a small, single room in a boardinghouse for himself and 
his family. The room had only a sink, a stove, and a single spring bed. Fred 

and his wife slept on the lumpy bed. The 
girls slept on a pallet of thick blankets and 
quilts on the cool, wooden floor.

Every night, Fred tucked Frances 
and Kay into their makeshift bed, making 
sure the edges of upper and lower bedding 
were rolled together so the cold air from 
the floor would not chill them. After their 

daddy had woven an exciting bedtime tale for them and had given them a 
final tucking in and good-night kiss, they would snuggle happily together 

The girls slept on a 
pallet of thick blankets 
and quilts on the cool, 

wooden floor.
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under homemade quilts. It never occurred to the little girls to complain. 
They were grateful to be together.

It was a cloudy Chicago morning. Shivering in the crisp autumn 
wind, Frances tugged at Fred’s coat sleeve while Kay gazed worriedly at 
her father’s face. A big machine had come to their apartment. Two men had 
picked up their mother and put her in the ambulance. With voice quiver-
ing, Frances asked, “Where is Mommy going?”

Kay patted her sister’s hand and said, “It’ll be okay, Toodie.” As a 
toddler, Kay had pronounced “Sugar Pie” as “Toodie Pie,” a nickname that 
stuck with Frances until she married Charles.

Moving from place to place is exhausting—mentally, physically, and 
emotionally. Frances’ mother had never recovered her full strength after 
moving to Chicago, and she succumbed to a dreaded plague of the era—
tuberculosis. Frances was just four years old when the ambulance came.

For the next four years, Frances’ mother lived in a tuberculosis sana-
torium, leaving her husband to care for the two little girls. At this time, 
most people didn’t hire babysitters; they left children with family members 
or grandparents. Fred had no one with whom he could entrust his girls.  
So, each morning before leaving for work, he gave the two little girls very 
strict instructions: “Stay in your room! Do not go outside until I return!”

When summer came, Fred sent Frances to stay on a farm with her 
paternal grandparents. She thought it was great fun and very nice of her 
parents to send them to the farm every summer. In reality, Fred had no 
one to care for the girls in the city and had trouble feeding them, as well. 
The farm was an answer to both problems. Fred Fuller was all but a single 
father, and he had great problems taking care of a sick wife and two little 
girls while working to provide for their needs. But he did the best he could 
to care for his two girls and his ailing wife.

Frances’ big sister Kathleen tried to help, but she was only a little 
girl herself. Out of necessity, the girls learned to cook early in life. One 
day, they decided to cook oatmeal, so they boiled a pot of water and put a 
whole package of oatmeal into it. It grew and grew, so they got a larger 
pot. It still continued to grow, until finally, they had filled every pot in the 
kitchen with oatmeal!

Frances and Kathleen saw their mother only on Sundays, when their 
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father would take them to the sanatorium. They were not allowed to go 
inside but had to remain outside the locked gates of the fenced-in area 
around the building until, after what seemed endless waiting, their mother 
would come to the window and wave to them. The two sisters, thrust into 
womanhood with no mother at home, grew in maturity and responsibility 
beyond their years.

Without maternal interaction, Frances’ memories of her mother grew 
vague. She could never remember her mother kissing her. Later, with the 
maturity of adulthood, she realized that it was because her mother did not 
want to risk giving tuberculosis to her children. However, her relationship 
with her father was very positive.

MEANINGFUL MEMORIES
Fred was a gifted storyteller. Frances and Kay anxiously anticipated 

their father’s stories at night before they went to sleep. His imaginative 
tales took them out of their bleak surroundings and into a colorful world 

of amazing places and thrilling characters. In 
later years, Frances applied that special gift to 
her life’s calling of making Jesus alive and ex-
citing to listeners all over the world.

Starting school is always a monumental 
event in a young child’s life. When Kay was six 
years old, she could hardly wait to begin first 
grade. But what was to be done with her four-
year-old sister? Fred kept thinking until he 
came up with a solution, but he wasn’t sure if 
it would be accepted by the principal. He went 
down to the school and explained that he had 

no one to care for his young daughter. Drawing a deep breath, he then 
asked the principal and teacher if Frances could come to school with her 
older sister. The office clock ticked loudly as he sat waiting for an answer.

With a smile, the teacher glanced in the direction of the principal, 
who nodded, and an agreement was reached. Frances could come to 

In later years, 
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Kathleen’s classroom with her if, and only if, she sat still and did not 
open her mouth.

Elated, Fred relayed the information to his daughters. Every day 
thereafter, four-year-old Frances was tugged alongside her sister through 
paths often piled high with snow to a welcoming schoolhouse. Many years 
later, multitudes of people worldwide who heard the exuberant praise, 
teaching, and prayers of Frances Hunter would have a difficult time be-
lieving that she spent her first year of school sitting in a classroom without 
making a sound.

DADDY’S GIRLS
Fred had a special compassion for his girls. He knew the burden of 

having no mother to comfort and guide them was a heavy one for children 
so young. Frances recalls that an aunt once told her bluntly that her sister 
Kay was her father’s favorite. Frances immediately responded that the aunt 
was wrong and that she was her daddy’s favorite!

Fred made both of his daughters feel like they were the greatest gifts 
on earth to him, and he took every opportunity to demonstrate his love for 
them. His impartiality and tenderness would one day help Frances relate 
to her loving Father God and would help her communicate that incredible 
love to every person she met.

When Frances was eight years old, her father was transferred to 
St. Louis, where he rented a small apartment for his family. Her mother 
decided not to go back into a sanatorium but to live at home. However, 
she was still very weak. This was when Frances learned to cook and Kay 
learned to clean the dishes.

INTRODUCTION TO CHURCH BUT NOT TO JESUS
One weekend, Fred and his wife discussed the need for the girls to be-

come associated with a church. In those days, people who were unchurched 
were considered lower-class and were looked upon with disdain. Fred and 
Dessie dutifully dressed their daughters in their best clothes, and the fam-
ily joined the nearby Methodist church.
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On the first morning at church, in the dim auditorium with its majes-
tic stained glass window, Frances took in the ethereal atmosphere of choir 
anthems and long pastoral prayers. She felt something that she describes 
as “the heartbeat of God.” At the age of eight, she did not understand 

what she was feeling, but it left an indelible 
impression on her and marked a milestone 
in her life.

The pastor was so excited to have the 
Fuller family join the church that he turned 
to the congregation and exclaimed, “Isn’t 
this a wonderful family? A mother and 
daddy and their two little girls have joined 
our church today!” However, what Frances 
remembers to this day is that the pastor 
failed to mention the importance of inviting 
Jesus into your heart. In all the time that 

the girls obeyed their parents and regularly attended church services, no 
one ever said a word about a personal relationship with Jesus.

GROWING PAINS
With an irritated grimace and stomp of her foot, Toodie stared into 

the mirror. “I wish I could cut off my legs!” she exclaimed.

Even in grade school, Frances stood out among her classmates—in 
fact, she towered over them, much to her frustration. Worse yet, she even 
outgrew most of the boys in her class. How she wished she could be petite, 
graceful, and cute like other girls. Instead, she saw herself as a big, clumsy 
cow who was like a bull in a china shop. Some of her relatives did little to 
help her self-image.

Frances’ Aunt Cora was not known for diplomacy. “Now, where is 
my darling little Kathleen?” she inquired as soon as she walked through 
the door one day. Spotting Kay, she marveled at what a beautiful young 
girl she was becoming, what lovely skin she had, and what gorgeous hair 
framed her perfect little face.

Frances stood politely by, waiting for her aunt to notice her and tell 
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her how pretty she was. She was a relative, after all, and everybody is beau-
tiful to her own family members. After what seemed like an eternity, Aunt 
Cora turned to her and, in a strange voice, asked, “This is Frances?”

Frances felt a lump rising in her throat, but she pushed it back and 
tilted her face up toward her aunt’s. Straightening her shoulders, she 
proudly proclaimed, “I may not be P-R-E-T-T-Y, but I sure am S-M-A-
R-T.” Frances did not take a backseat to anyone. Her aunt’s words re-
mained with her throughout her lifetime as an incident where she could 
have felt sorry for herself but instead chose to believe in herself.

PASS THE POTATOES, PLEASE
Working as a traveling salesman for Bauer and Black enabled Fred 

to meet his family’s basic needs and to save a little money each week. The 
stock market was thriving, so Fred decided to take his nest egg and invest 
toward a better life for his girls. Instead of leading them to wealth, how-
ever, the stock market crashed on October 29, 1929, causing Fred, like so 
many others, to lose all his savings.

Not one to wallow in discouragement, Fred kept working his sales 
routes. There were few sales, though, because the economy was suffer-
ing. At thirteen, Frances remembers that they were not just poor; they 
were poor, poor, poor! One month, their income was so meager that the 
only thing Fred could afford that would allow them to eat for the whole 
month was a big burlap sack of potatoes. They ate boiled potatoes with 
oleo for breakfast, boiled potatoes with oleo for lunch, and boiled potatoes 
with oleo for dinner. It was not a buffet, but potatoes have a way of filling 
hungry stomachs!

They did enjoy one luxury, however. Every Sunday, Fred would fill 
the car with gas, which cost twenty-one cents per gallon, and take the 
girls on a short drive in the country. Before they returned home, each of 
them would get a “chicken dinner.” The girls would tell their schoolmates 
the next day that their daddy had taken them out for a chicken dinner on 
Sunday. What they didn’t say was that there was a penny candy bar by 
the name of “Chicken Dinner,” and that was the treat that their daddy had 
given them. They did not even know what a restaurant was!
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A FATHER’S GIFT
Frances found that being tall for her age did have some advantages, 

such as looking older than she really was. At twelve, she could reach the 
gas and brake pedals on her father’s car. Much to her astonishment, once, 
while driving on a rural country road, her father pulled over, handed her 
the keys, and said, “Come on, let’s see if you can drive this car!”

Without hesitation, Frances traded seats and, for about a mile, drove 
the 1924 Buick at the blazing speed of nearly ten miles per hour. She 
gripped the steering wheel with all her might as the car sashayed from 

side to side, but at the end of her ride, she 
had not killed anyone or driven off the road 
into a ditch. More noteworthy, Frances’ 
faith in herself soared. She knew that if she 
could drive a car as a twelve-year-old, she 
could do anything she set her mind to.

Fred’s encouragement and belief in his 
daughter, not just on this monumental day 
but throughout Frances’ childhood, culti-

vated within her an attitude of strength and confidence that would em-
power her all of her life.

IF YOU CAN DO IT, I CAN DO IT!
A young Spanish man came to Frances’ high school to put on a typ-

ing demonstration. It was the very first time Frances—and almost ev-
eryone else—had ever seen a typewriter. Frances watched in amazement 
as the young man placed a single sheet of white paper into the machine, 
rapidly pressed the keys, and turned out complete sentences in a matter of 
seconds. He proudly proclaimed that he was able to type at the rate of one 
hundred and twenty-five words per minute! That was almost too much for 
the mind to comprehend, but Frances decided that if this young man could 
type at that rate, she could do it, too.

The school formed a typing class, and Frances immediately enrolled 
in it. She was quick to realize that typing was much more difficult than she 
had imagined. The Spanish man had made it look so easy!

Undaunted and highly motivated, Frances asked the typing instructor 

Frances knew that if 
she could drive a car 
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she could do anything 
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if she could stay after school each day to practice. The teacher readily 
agreed, but after a few days of Frances diligently appearing to practice, 
and with no indication that she was going to stop, the teacher reneged. She 
had other responsibilities that took priority over remaining after school to 
supervise an enthusiastic young typist.

When Frances was no longer able to type after school, a brilliant idea 
came to her, and she located all the department stores in downtown St. 
Louis that sold typewriters. Day after day, she would save the dime that 
her father gave her for lunch and spend it to take the bus downtown and 
practice her typing. When she arrived downtown, she would walk into one 
of the stores and find a salesman. She would say to him, “I am interested 
in typewriters.” Frances was careful not to lie to them, and she didn’t say 
she was interested in buying a typewriter. She would just ask, “May I have 
a piece of paper?” The salesman, happy to allow her to test his product, 
would hand her a sheet of paper.

She would then stand in front of the typewriter and type, “Now is 
the time for all good men to come to the aid of their country.” Over and 
over, she would type the phrase until the front side of the paper was filled. 
Then she would turn the paper over and type all the way down the back 
side of the page, “Now is the time for all good men to come to the aid of 
their country.” With both sides filled, she would thank the salesman with a 
beaming smile, leave, and proceed down the street to the next department 
store to practice.

Frances Eileen had learned how to set a goal, believe in herself, and 
make a way for that goal to be realized. Through her persistence and ini-
tiative, she eventually was able to type one hundred twenty-five words per 
minute.

It has often been observed that children 
who live with adversity grow into adults of 
strong character. Frances was proving her-
self with every year that she lived. She did not 
know her future, but a loving God was faithful 
to oversee every step she took. She was tena-
cious, and He assisted her with every goal she 
set for herself. At sixteen, she pursued what 
she considered a challenge by a typewriter 

Frances was 
tenacious, and God 
assisted her with 
every goal she set 

for herself.
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salesman, telling herself, “If he can do it, I can do it.” Later in her life, 
Frances would use her typing skills to start a business that initially would 
support her children but ultimately would result in writing and publish-
ing life-changing books that would be translated into many of the world’s 
languages.

SAFETY IN NUMBERS
Frances’ father laid ground rules for his girls to follow when they had 

grown old enough to think about going out with young men. Very simply, 
he stated they could go only on “double dates.” Kathleen, being prettier, 
was told that Frances would accompany her on all of her excursions, and 
that the boy Kathleen was seeing would have to bring along a friend of 
Frances’ age to entertain her.

A wonderful thing happened as a result of Fred’s rules: Frances got 
to know all the boys in her class as Kathleen’s boyfriends would choose 
them to tag along. When they spent time together, the boys realized that 
Frances had a sparkling personality, and they always enjoyed being with 
her. Frances’ list of friends grew. The girl who had towered over them in 
their childhood now had a magnetism that drew boys and girls alike to 
her. She became a leader among her peers, was elected to Student Council, 
and graduated as a member of the National Honor Society.

AMBITIOUS AND DETERMINED
Just prior to Frances’ seventeenth birthday, her mother died. Fred, 

Kathleen, and Frances were with her as she looked from one girl to the 
other and told them, “You girls, be good girls.” Dessie would have been 
proud had she been able to be truly involved in her daughters’ lives as 
they grew. She would have seen their strength of character, the lifelong 
devotion they had for each other, and the attitude of doing all within their 
power to achieve their goals.

When Frances graduated from high school in 1933, even with her 
Honor Society achievement, there was no hope of going to college. But the 
Great Depression was not going to deter her from doing something with 
her life, and it would have to be something that she loved, not just a mun-
dane job in a cannery or coat factory with no challenge or future.
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She enrolled in a nearby secretarial school so she could improve the 
skills that she knew would open doors for a desirable job. As soon as she 
graduated, she went to work for a small payday loan company, where she 
remained for three years until it was sold to another company and many 
positions were terminated, including hers.

In 1936, the worldwide depression was in full force. Frances was un-
employed and on her own, and no one was hiring new workers. Thousands 
who had lost their jobs stood in food lines for hours just to bring home a 
few staple items for their families.

St. Louis was the regional headquarters for Southwestern Bell 
Telephone Company. Frances had heard that Southwestern Bell was a 
good place to work, but she had been told that there was no chance of 
getting a job there. The facility even had a large sign up that said “not 
hiring” in bold letters. Being told that she had no chance of getting hired 
just made Frances’ mind start working. She thrived on challenges, and she 
was not about to take “no” for an answer.

On a dank fall morning, rain drizzled on long queues of unemployed 
workers, waiting at factories and establishments throughout the city for 
their turn at receiving some sign of hope for a job. Outside the tower-
ing Southwestern Bell administration building, a young man dressed in 
a freshly pressed Western Union uniform rang the buzzer for a delivery. 
The supervisor who greeted him returned to her office to open an impres-
sive telegram that stated, “If you would be interested in talking to the fast-
est typist that will ever work for your organization, contact me.” Frances’ 
name and telephone number followed.

The giant company was intrigued by the telegram. They wanted to 
see who would have the nerve to write a message like that when there was 
an obvious “not hiring” sign outside. Frances received a call for an inter-
view, strode confidently in for her appointment, and was hired on the spot 
for the secretarial pool. She was twenty years old. She would soon be pro-
moted to secretary for the chief accountant of the entire St. Louis division.




