
I (Larry) was born in Fort Worth, Tx. June 1948. At the age of four months 
my parents divorced. Around the age of four years my mom married a man 
named Mike. I don’t know exactly when Mike became “dad”, but I do know 
from that time until now I’ve been proud to call him my dad. Our family was 
what you might call a “normal family”, but alcohol was openly used at home 
which contributed to many of our problems. 

We followed the religion that dad had grown up with. In this religion there 
was a lot of burning of candles and incense, sprinkling of water, and the priest and altar boys dressing in robes. 
It was full of formality and circumstance but not much else. Back then mass was in Latin making it nearly 
impossible to understand what was happening. It was nothing but a ceremonial activity where the people 
around you would sit, stand, kneel, listen, and speak on cue like robots. Needless to say, such a religion offered 
no appeal to me personally, and I quickly gave it up to live a life without God.

After graduating from high school I enlisted in the Navy. During my enlistment I did a lot of drinking; bar 
hopping was how I spent my leisure time. I saw nothing wrong with this because I believed that if we didn’t use 
God’s name in vain or do other really terrible things then everything was just fine. It was all about me - what I 
wanted, and not what God wanted for me. 

Then things began to change. I met Toni, the sister of a shipmate, who was visiting from Indiana. The first time 
I saw her picture I knew she was “special”. Toni has been my love, my friend, my confidante, my wife, and the 
mother of our three children for forty-two years - in spite of the many reasons I have given her to leave. She also 
was a strong influence in how God would later make the greatest change in my life.

Once my enlistment was up we returned to Texas. Toni raised our daughter while I concentrated on being 
the provider for our family. Times were good; we had food on the table, a roof over our heads, and jobs were 
plentiful if you wanted to work. I was busy becoming a “success”. We had a boat, camper, cars, trucks, and a nice 
house, but we also had a mortgage, bank loans, and bill collectors. I was busy accumulating the stuff the world 
considers treasures, but I never took the time to thank God for giving me these things. Besides, why should I 
thank someone else for my hard work - after all I was a “self made man” and I was in love with my maker – me! 

As time went on we had another daughter, then a son. The girls got married and moved off to start their own 
families. Eventually we moved to Azle, Tx. We were going to live out our dream in a log home with acreage. To 
my reckoning we made it to the top. We had our dream home in the country, and I had a good job. Yet, all was 
not well!

On the surface it looked like we succeeded, but our lives were far from complete. Our marriage had been on 
the rocks for sometime and we were drifting apart. I was putting more emphasis on my career and less on my 
family. I was putting no thought on God. 

I didn’t know it at the time, but, Toni had recently trusted Jesus Christ as her Savior, and she was now praying to 
God to save me and our marriage! She even asked our daughter if she and her church would pray for us. 

During this time I was far from God, but fortunately He was never far from me. Still out of church and the will of 
God, the Lord was moving in my life. 

We are Larry and Toni Dursi and this is our story.

It Is Not Too Late For You!



In the fall of 2000 my dad passed away. I felt the loss and was naturally sad, but there was something else 
working inside of me. I saw the casket and I went to his grave. Now I needed to know what this was all about? 
Is this it? You live, you die, they plant you in the ground and that’s it, or is there something else after this life? Is 
there another life to hope for?

I spent many sleepless nights recalling what a preacher had preached. He said that we were all sinners who 
had broken God’s laws, and so we deserved God’s punishment. With a heavy heart, I remembered receiving 
something from my daughter. She had given me a piece of paper full of verses to read; verses just like the ones 
preacher had quoted. Things like Romans 3:10 -  As it is written, There is none righteous, no, not one. Romans 
3:23 -  For all have sinned, and come short of the  glory of God. Matthew 25:46 -  And these shall go away into 
everlasting punishment.

What even made it a stronger point were the tears in her eyes when she said,  “Daddy I don’t want you to go to 
Hell”! Was this the truth? Are we all sinners? Do we all deserve God’s punishment? Was there ANY HOPE for me?

Friend I am evidence that THERE IS HOPE! With all my heart I say “thank God - yes there is hope - it is called salvation”!

We have God’s word on it; Romans 10:9 -  ... if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt 
believe in thine heart that God hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. 

But I wasn’t ready to go down that path. I was like the man in Acts 24:25 –  And as he reasoned of righteousness,  
temperance, and judgment to come, Felix trembled, and answered, Go thy way for this time; when I have a 
convenient season, I will call for thee.  

But thank God He is patient and loving! In June 2003 we visited  the Victory Baptist Church with our daughter 
and her family. Wouldn’t you know it - another pastor was preaching about sinners, and God’s punishment and 
the penalty for breaking God’s laws. But this time was different - he had my attention. At the end of the service 
he gave an invitation for sinners to come to the altar and ask for 
God’s forgiveness.  Sadly, again I said no - not now.

We went back the next Sunday and the next and every time I listened to the teaching and preaching of God’s 
word. What we were hearing was burning in my heart. It was becoming clear that I was the sinner they were 
talking about. 

On August 3, 2003 I finally  trusted Jesus Christ as my Lord and  Savior, but it wasn’t without a fight. The preacher 
gave the invitation, and my heart said it was time, go forward and trust Christ. But my old nature said not now. 
Then Toni gave me a little nudge, and the next thing I knew I was standing before the preacher telling him that 
I didn’t want go to Hell. 

At 55 years of age God answered the prayers of family and friends by saving my soul! It wasn’t hard to do, but 
I made it seem hard because I thought I had to do something to earn salvation. But the Bible tells us; Romans 
10:13 - For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved. 

Friend, my wife and I don’t know you and we may never meet this side of heaven, but we are praying for you. 
We are asking God to touch your heart as He has ours. We know that He will be patient with you because 
sometimes it’s hard for us to let go of our old ways. God will make it clear to you that it does not matter who 
you are, what you have done, or even how old you are. God can and will forgive you if you ask Him. Confess and 
forsake your sins, and ask Him to save you by trusting Jesus Christ. He, as God come down to earth as man, died 
in your place, was buried, and rose from the dead that you could be saved. Call on Him now to save you! Thank 
you for reading our story, and remember;

IT’S NOT TOO LATE - BUT DON’T PUT IT OFF - THIS  MIGHT BE YOUR LAST DAY!


