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“TENA QUIT HIM” 
 

Tena was a nice girl.  You really couldn’t call her a happy-go-lucky, but there was 

nothing stiff about her either.  She was a real girl, she enjoyed life, had a very friendly and hearty 

laugh, but she was also a girl of high moral standards.  As far as Church, Catechism and Society 

was concerned, she was very faithful.  And her looks?  Well, she was by no means pretty and 

never would have won a first prize in a beauty contest.  Her dates with boys were few and far 

between.  Whether this had anything to do with her looks or whether she wasn’t exactly the type 

many boys fall for, I don’t know.  But, once again, she was a nice Christian girl.  And then 

something happened in her life that was, to her at least, very important.  A nice boy came along 

and they kept company together for a few months.  (This was still in the days when the boys 

didn’t propose in the first couple of months).  She really liked the young man, and not for the 

reason either that she was afraid that perhaps this one might be her first and only chance.  No, 

she liked him for what he was.  He had a nice personality, was of high moral standards, had a 

good job, was a hard worker and came from a very respectable family.  Besides, he was a faithful 

church member, active in Society life, etc.  You might almost say any parent would have been 

proud to have such a suitor for the heart and hand of his daughter.  I knew Tena very well and 

kidded her a few times with remarks like:  “This certainly seems to be the man—He means 

business—I was told this is serious—Wedding date set already?” etc.  You can say things like 

that to people you know well and, for some reason, there is something nice about seeing a girl 

blush. 

One day I was at Tena’s house, the night she usually had a date with Roy.  But Roy 

wasn’t there and I started kidding her about her boyfriend being late or perhaps breaking a date.  

After a while Tena said: “We don’t go together anymore.”  “What?”  I said.  “No,” she replied, 

“I quit him.”  “You quit him?” I asked.  “What’s the matter, I thought he was such a nice boy.”  

And thereupon she related to me the following story:  “I liked Roy, in fact the more I saw of him 

and the better I learned to know him, the more I thought of him.  However, you know he belongs 

to a different church.  He is not Reformed.  I do believe he is a child of God, but that does not 

mean that we see eye to eye on the truth of Scripture.  And that really was the reason why I quit 

him and quit him now.  First I liked him and I know that I would have learned to love him more 

and more and I felt that I might not do this.  That’s why I quit him for I was afraid that if we kept 

going together any longer I’d love him so much that I wouldn’t be able to break up with him.  

So, I acted before it was too late.  We talked matters over and he said that he didn’t know too 

much about the specific Reformed doctrine because he was brought up differently.  But he said 

that I didn’t have to come to his church if I didn’t like it.  And even if eventually we each would 

go to a different church both of us loved the Lord and none can be saved but through the blood of 

Christ.  Couldn’t our love and mutual esteem be great enough to bridge the difference between 

him and me, and wouldn’t we be sensible about this matter?  That’s the way Roy reasoned, and 

he meant it.  But I told him it never would work, after all we would be divided on the most basic 

thing in life, and that’s why I quit him and quit him now.” 

That was, in brief, the story Tena told me that night.  I’ve always admired her for the 

stand she took.  Perhaps you like to know what happened to Tena.  I can tell this in a few brief 



words (for this is no fictitious story, but real from life).  Tena married about three years later and 

she is happily married today.  She married a man of her own faith and they have a nice family of 

five children.  They are not rich as to earthly possessions, but they are rich in the Lord and they 

dwell together in peace and harmony, rooted in love.  Also, in this case, the Lord “as with His 

own hand” has brought these two lives together.  In conclusion, I can also state that I am 

convinced that Tena never would have married a man from any other church but her own. 
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