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I dedicate this book to my husband, Kris,  
to my family and to those whom I have done life with.  

For without all of you,  
my life would be pretty boring.
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FOREWORD

We first met Kris and Kathy in the small mountain com-
munity of Weaverville in Northern California. We had 
moved there to pastor a church by the name of Mountain 

Chapel. Kris was just recovering from a nervous breakdown, yet he still 
managed to have more zeal and passion for the Lord than just about 
anyone else. Both of them had a hunger for God that caused them to 
stand out significantly. And what impacted us the most was their tireless 
effort to serve wherever needed. In fact, the strength of their service 
was that no job was too small, nor did they need micromanagement 
to complete a task. They would always figure out a way to accomplish 
their assignment—a pastor’s dream.

At one point, our only pianist moved out of the area. We had no one 
to help with worship, which was a high priority in both our personal 
lives and our corporate gatherings. One day Kathy told me she had 
taken piano lessons as a child and would be happy to help me out. She 
asked me to give her one song to learn that week. I did. The following 
Sunday we sang that one song. The next week she learned a second 
one, and so on, until she could play for an entire worship service of 45 
minutes to an hour. Kathy eventually became the anchor to a thriving 
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Foreword

worship ministry with many members. Kathy is a true worshiper, a 
genuine servant of God.

As our friendship grew, our families spent more and more time to-
gether. In fact, you could say we raised our kids together and pursued 
more of the things of the Lord. We even lived together for a season, 
with five kids, four adults and one pet rat in our rather small home, 
while they built their house. On more than one occasion we emptied our 
pockets and scoured the house for spare change until we had enough 
money to buy a half gallon of ice cream, which our families would 
enjoy together that evening. They have been friends in life and partners 
in ministry now for over forty years.

When my dad pastored Bethel here in Redding, California, he 
taught me many invaluable lessons. One of those was when he once 
interviewed many potential prospects to take on the pastoral position 
of  the music/worship director. He chose someone who didn’t have 
all the skills needed for the position. He then shared with us that 
while the man he chose didn’t have all the qualifications needed for 
the job, he had the same heart that we did. “Skills can be taught,” 
he would say; it was the heart that mattered. Kris and Kathy Val-
lotton have carried a remarkable heart of  love and loyalty for both 
God and people. The beauty of this reality is manifest on every page 
of this book.

The Good, the God and the Ugly is a very inspirational book. Perhaps 
we should call it an adventure in print. Kathy shares about the fun, 
hilarious, yet challenging journey of the Vallotton family. She shares a 
perspective on the development of a prophet that only a wife could give. 
Kathy weaves together a teenage love story with parenting adventures, 
the roller coaster of business ownership and the beautiful journey of 
one woman’s complete devotion to God. Her stories are poignant and 
hilarious ( just try to read the story of Kris learning to downhill ski 
without laughing). As such, they are filled with wisdom. She is very 
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Foreword

honest about their moments of crisis and shares with delight the tes-
timonies of incredible breakthrough, highlighting the lessons gleaned 
from a life dedicated to serving God.

We have worked together for the majority of  our lives, both in 
Weaverville and now in Redding, and the Vallottons’ influence has 
been integral to every part of Bethel’s culture. Kris has the more public 
ministry. But in our world, Kathy is well- known as the stable support 
and administrator to this incredible visionary. They are the perfect 
pair! She’s often the one working behind the scenes without whom we 
would all suffer. She is a source of strength, peace, strategic thinking 
and joy. Kathy knows her identity in Christ. As a result, she embraces 
the privilege to serve, enabling those around her to enter their place 
of significance. She has become a powerful leader in Bethel Church 
and Bethel School of Supernatural Ministry. She is a spiritual mother 
to many.

In her final chapter, Kathy speaks about legacy and the Vallottons’ 
desire to impact a future generation they won’t be alive to see. We can 
say, without a doubt, that this passion has helped to set the stage for 
the profound impact on many generations to come. Their lives have 
challenged, supported and changed all of us. We are all richer because 
of their yes to God.

And we are so grateful for their love and their steadfast pursuit of 
the Father’s heart.

If Kris has impacted you in any way, you must read this book. It is 
vital to see the other side of the story, through the eyes of the one who 
has done so much to make it all happen. It is unusually inspirational to 
see how God raised up this couple with international influence through 
such humble beginnings. Even if you haven’t been exposed to Kris’s 
ministry, you should read this book anyway. It will open up for you 
the joy of the journey, instilling the confidence in God’s ability to turn 
any situation into one that brings Him glory, all while bringing us into 
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Foreword

a place of greater strength. We believe this book will impart courage 
into the heart of every person who reads it.

Bill and Beni Johnson, Bethel Church, Redding, California;  
authors, Born for Significance, The Way of  Life,  

Raising Giant- Killers, The Mind of  God and more

_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   14_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   14 12/7/20   8:24 AM12/7/20   8:24 AM

The Good, the God, and the Ugly • Kathy Vallotton 
Chosen Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2021 used by permission



15

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Kris: God smiled down on me when he blessed me with you. You have 
been the love of my life and my greatest encourager. I could never 
imagine my life without you in it. Every day spent with you is a new 
adventure, one that I am willing to take.

Jaime and Marty: I love you both! You both are such an example of 
strong leaders in the church. Jaime, thank you for all your encourage-
ment, pushing me forward past my fears of riding my big boy, Dreamer.

Shannon: I love you so much. The inner strength that comes from Jesus 
lights the path that causes so many people to follow you. Your love for 
others doesn’t go unnoticed. You are one strong woman!

Jason and Lauren: Jay, you have been such an amazing hunting and 
fishing buddy. Not many moms can say that. I love the fact that you 
take such an interest in me. It doesn’t go unnoticed. Lauren, you are 
God’s gift to our family. Thank you for loving my grandkids and giv-
ing us one more!

Gene: Thank you for saying yes to our family! Your love for others is 
contagious. You are such a gift to me. I love you, son.

_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   15_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   15 12/7/20   8:24 AM12/7/20   8:24 AM

The Good, the God, and the Ugly • Kathy Vallotton 
Chosen Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2021 used by permission



16

Acknowledgments

Mom and Rhonda: You both are two of the strongest women that I 
know. Thank you for believing in me and loving me through all those 
crazy teenage years. I could only imagine the conversations that you 
and Dad had during my dating years.

My grandkids, Mesha, Micah, Alana, Elijah, Rilie, Evan, Baby Edie, 
Isaac, Ella and Jackson: Thank you for giving me things to write about! 
Your stories will go on forever. I am so proud of each one of you. My 
quiver is full and I am so blessed. I love you all!

Bill and Beni: My life would have looked quite different if it wasn’t for 
you and your family. Thank you for believing in Kris and me, for step-
ping outside of your comfort level at times and taking the risk that was 
definitely out of your comfort zone.

_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   16_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   16 12/7/20   8:24 AM12/7/20   8:24 AM

The Good, the God, and the Ugly • Kathy Vallotton 
Chosen Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2021 used by permission



17

O N E

THE DAY I MET YOU

Many waters cannot quench love, nor will rivers overflow it.
SONG OF SOLOMON 8: 7

I hardly know life without Kris. I can still remember when we met 
for the first time. I was camping at Clear Lake, California, with 
my family, where we had hung out with the same friends every 

year since the time I was a little girl. I had no clue what was about to 
happen to my heart! I was floating on a raft, basking in the water, when 
I suddenly eyed this skinny, good- looking brown- haired guy next to the 
dock. He was working on a boat with his friend. I spent the next three 
hours floating on a raft in my bikini, hoping to grab his attention. And 
although I was only twelve years old, my age had betrayed me. I had hit 
puberty at eight, so I was already a girl- woman on the hunt for a man. 
My quiet personality hid my raging desire for male companionship 
from the outside world. So there I was, fishing for a man, not sure if I 
had caught his eye, but very sure I was getting burnt to a crisp trying.
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The Good, the God and the Ugly   

I looked up at the dock and could tell that the guys were nearly 
done with their project. Wow, he’s cute! I mused. Just then, that good- 
looking guy glanced over at me and smiled. Oh my gosh! My heart 
froze, and I almost fell off my raft. Then I suddenly realized that I 
knew his friend from previous years at the camp. His name was Gary. 
I’ll run into them again, I said to myself, looking innocent but devis-
ing a plot in my heart.

That evening, Gary and his handsome friend came by my campsite. 
My grandmother greeted them as they introduced themselves.

“Is Kathy here?” Gary asked.
My grandmother glared at them, giving them the evil eye. (Remem-

ber, I was only twelve years old.) When I heard their voices, I came blast-
ing out of my tent. I wanted to get to the guys before my grandmother 
had the chance to boot them out of our camp, because in those days 
she was a guard dog for my soul.

“Hi, Gary!” I said in the most inviting tone I could muster. “It’s been 
a while since I’ve seen you. How’ve you been?”

“Hey, doing great! This is my friend Kris. We’re going to take the 
boat out tomorrow to go skiing. Do you want to come?” Gary inquired.

My heart was racing. I could not believe that they were asking me 
to join them. “I’d love to go. Let me ask my parents, to make sure it’s 
all right.”

“Mom, Dad, I met this guy who came camping with Gary, and they 
want to take me skiing with them tomorrow. Can I go?” I asked.

“You’re pretty young to be out with two strange guys on the lake,” 
my mom warned. The truth is, my mother had fallen in love with my 
dad when she was eleven years old, so she probably suspected there was 
more going on in my heart than was evident in my personality.

“Come on, Mom! We won’t be gone long. We’re just going skiing. 
I’ll be careful!” I pushed back. After some banter back and forth, and 
a little bargaining, my mom finally said yes.
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The Day I Met You

When morning dawned, I was crazy excited about the day. When 
I crawled out of my sleeping bag, however, I was writhing in pain. I 
looked down at my body, and I was cooked beet red! I am so stupid, I 
said to myself. I shouldn’t have been out on that raft for so long. I’ll be 
paying for it today. Yet truth be known, I was actually more concerned 
about how I looked than how I felt.

A little while later, the guys came by my campsite to pick me up. 
They were quite the pair. I am sure they were trying to be on their best 
behavior, especially in front of my grandmother, who was still giving 
them “the stare.”

“I’m going to go with you guys, but I won’t be able to ski. I’m so 
sunburned that I can hardly move,” I confessed.

“You might try some sunscreen or a tarp or something next time,” 
Kris joked. His attention made my heart race! I grabbed my things, and 
we headed down to the shore.

It was a great day to be on the lake. The water was like glass, and 
the sun was . . . well, let’s just say the sun was not as raging hot as it 
was the day before. The three of us jumped in the boat, and the vessel 
took off as if it was captained by three teenagers. We finally found a 
great spot to ski— still, calm waters with hardly another boat in sight. 
Gary jumped in the water with his slalom ski. Obviously, he was an 
experienced skier. A minute later, he grabbed the tow rope and yelled 
“Hit it!”

Immediately Kris gunned the motor, and Gary popped up out of the 
water like a pro. He skied around the lake, cutting from side to side as 
he gracefully jumped the wake of the boat. After about fifteen minutes 
he signaled he was done, let go of the rope and dropped into the water.

Next, it was Kris’s turn. I looked over at him and laughed as he read-
ied himself for the ride. He had on a ski vest, as well as a ski belt. He 
must have seen me laughing, because he commented on the fact that he 
couldn’t swim and there was no way he was going to go under the water.
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No chance of  that happening, I thought to myself as I looked at him. 
Gary came to his rescue, explaining that Kris was just learning how to 
ski. A guy who couldn’t swim, learning to ski for the first time, dressed 
up like a bobber—I didn’t know if I could contain myself. When he 
jumped into the water, he floated so high that he looked like a buoy. I 
almost fell overboard trying not to laugh.

Kris held on to the rope as if his life depended on it. His two skis 
separated as if they were attached to an uncoordinated man who had 
no control over his limbs. The boat then began to pull him up slowly as 
Gary shouted instructions at him. Kris planed the water for a few sec-
onds and then crumbled into the lake, dragging his skis behind him until 
they were finally forced off his feet. They ended up floating several yards 
away from him. For his next feat, Kris had to swim to the skis and get 
them back on his feet, all while floating like a bobber from his waist up.

I don’t know if I can even find words to describe the scene—a man 
terrified of the water, trying to get two skis on his feet while spinning 
around, sometimes facedown as if he were drowning, all while Gary 
shouted instructions from the bow of the boat. I couldn’t handle it any-

more! I burst into hysterical laughter, wincing 
uncontrollably and nearly falling out of the 
boat because I was in tears from laughing so 
hard!

This whole scene repeated itself over and 
over, until finally Kris stood up on his skis 
with a huge grin on his face as Gary and I 
cheered him on. Kris had tackled the feat of 
getting up on the skis, but then once he fell, 
he was terrified to let go of the rope. There he 

was, holding on for dear life as he bobbed up and down in the water, 
with both life preservers holding him up. A few minutes later, he suc-
cumbed to the water and let go of the rope. He wanted to try it again, 

A guy who couldn’t 
swim, learning to 
ski for the first time, 
dressed up like a 
bobber—I didn’t 
know if I could 
contain myself.
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The Day I Met You

but Gary was pretty done pulling him around the lake like a fisherman 
trolling for sharks. I was kind of glad Kris was done skiing for the day, 
too, since my stomach hurt so badly from laughing.

Lost in Time

The next day, Kris came by my campsite and asked my mother if I could 
go on a motorcycle ride the next morning. “There are lots of logging 
roads around, so we won’t be on the main highway,” Kris explained. 
“Gary and I have already scouted them out, and they’re safe for us to 
ride on.”

My grandmother was near, and she was locked into guard dog mode. 
Just as she was about to make the No way! decree, Mom stepped in, 
pulled rank and told me I could go riding with the guys for an hour.

I woke up the next morning with excitement in my heart. I did not 
have much in the way of motorcycle attire, but I made sure I was wearing 
long pants and closed- toe shoes. Soon, Kris and Gary came driving up 
on their motorcycles. Kris had a brand- new green Honda 100. I thought 
he looked so amazing on the bike. The fact that I was impressed with a 
skinny guy sitting on a Honda 100 was a sure sign of my immaturity. Is 
a Honda 100 even considered a real motorcycle? I don’t know. But off 
we went as I waved to my family on our way out of camp.

Our ride was amazing, and the scenery was beautiful. We rode down 
dirt roads, forded a creek and zigzagged through the forest on deer trails 
that went nowhere. Kris was such a gentleman the whole way. When 
we stopped for a break and checked on the time, we panicked because 
we had been gone for hours. We quickly climbed back on the bikes and 
headed back to camp. When we approached the entrance, we noticed 
a large gathering of people apparently waiting for us.

“That looks like my parents and grandma,” I warned. “They don’t 
look very happy. . . . I think I’m in big trouble!”
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“Where have you been? Do you know what time it is?” my dad ques-
tioned, with my grandmother glaring at the boys, swords shooting out 
of her eyes.

I tried to get a word in edgewise, but Dad kept going on and on. I 
finally stopped trying to explain myself and just raised my hands in 
remorse, confessing, “I’m sorry, Dad. We were having so much fun that 
I didn’t realize how long we had been gone.”

I was embarrassed that my father was scold-
ing me like a twelve- year- old child in front of 
my two fifteen- year- old high school friends. 
But more importantly, I was worried that Kris 
would perceive me now as a little girl instead 
of a mature woman, and he would never want 
to see me again!

Walking back to camp, I apologized again 
to my parents. I honestly understood why they 
were mad. They had given me permission to 
be gone for one hour, but we had disappeared 
for the entire day. Looking back now, I know 

I would have grounded our girls until they were thirty in that same 
scenario. That day revealed that although I had the body of a mature 
woman, my brain still had the underdeveloped frontal cortex of a teen 
(or preteen, in my case).

Gone Forever?

I only got to spend three days with Kris before he left Clear Lake to go 
back home, but I could not believe the feelings I was having for him. 
He was kind and considerate, but most of all, he made me feel like a 
real woman. And he liked me for who I was. I did not want this to end. 
I think right there and then, I fell in love with Kris.

I was worried 
that Kris would 
perceive me 
now as a little 
girl instead of a 
mature woman, 
and he would 
never want to 
see me again!
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“Impossible,” you say. I don’t think so. I would call it God’s divine 
destiny for my life!

When the day came for Kris to leave camp, I realized I had been dread-
ing this day since the moment we met. Saying good- bye was the hardest 
thing I had ever done. I had no idea how Kris felt about me, but I sure 
knew how I felt about him! My heart leapt out of my chest every time I 
saw Kris, and now I didn’t know if I would ever see him again.

When Gary’s father told the guys it was time to leave, I watched as 
Kris and Gary climbed into the car and it started moving slowly down 
the gravel road. The guys waved good- bye as the car gradually disap-
peared in the morning sun.

He’s really gone! I grieved. I walked slowly back to our campsite, 
holding back the tears welling up in my eyes. I just needed some time 
by myself. Looking up, I saw my family eating breakfasr, but I did not 
feel like talking to anyone. I veered off and headed toward the lake, 
soon finding myself at the end of the dock, where we used to hang out.

I don’t know how many tears dropped into the lake that day, but it 
was a lot. Deep down inside, I knew that Kris 
was the right person for me, and I had to see 
him again. I did not have his phone number or 
even his address, for that matter, but I did know 
that somehow, somewhere, we would find each 
other again.

The rest of the story is quite miraculous. Kris 
had left a jacket back at his campsite, and I picked 
it up, determined to return it to him. Once we 
left Clear Lake and arrived back home, I started looking through the 
phone book for the name Vallotton. I knew that Kris lived in Sunnyvale, 
California, but I did not know that he had a different last name than his 
mom and stepfather. Still, I was in luck! There were only a few Vallottons 
in the Bay Area, and only one of them lived in Sunnyvale.

Deep down 
inside, I knew 

that Kris was the 
right person for 
me, and I had to 

see him again.
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I dialed the number I found and immediately discovered that I was 
talking to Kris’s grandmother, who lived just a few blocks from him. I 
told her who I was and that I was trying to return a jacket to Kris and 
would like his phone number, if she could give it to me. Thankfully, I 
must have won her over, because I hung up the phone with his number 
in my hand.

I dialed his number, my heart pounding out of my chest and my mind 
preparing me for rejection. Kris’s mother answered the phone. She was 
kind and friendly, and her voice was reassuring.

A few seconds later, Kris himself was on the phone. “Hey, Kathy, 
how are you?” he inquired.

“Good . . . I mean, great . . . yeah, I’m doing great,” I replied ner-
vously. “You left your coat at the lake, and I’m . . . well . . . I’m going 
to be in the area tomorrow, and if it’s okay, I can . . . maybe I can bring 
it to your house if you’re going to be home, or something?”

“Great! I’d really appreciate you bringing it to me,” Kris replied. “I’ll 
be home all day, so just stop by anytime, Kathy.”

My heart was exploding with relief, excitement and joy. “Okay, I’ll 
see you then.” When I hung up the phone, I wanted to run around the 

house ten times while shouting at the top of 
my lungs, “I love you, Kris Vallotton!” I could 
hardly contain myself.

The next day, I arrived at Kris’s house around 
noon and found myself a little surprised by the 
low- income neighborhood he lived in. But with 
his coat in hand and my heart in my throat, I 
made my way to the front door. His mother 
greeted me and invited me in as she opened 
the screen door. Her name was Shirley, and she 

was beautiful, bubbly and engaging. I could feel my anxiety drain out 
of my feet as she talked.

When I left his 
house that day, 
his mother looked 
him in the eyes 
and proclaimed, 
“Now, that’s the 
marrying kind!”
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A few minutes later, Kris joined us in the kitchen, and I felt ex-
citement fill my heart again. I nervously handed him his coat as we 
recounted our time at Clear Lake to Shirley. We laughed a bunch, but 
my parents were waiting for me in the car and I felt pressured to go— 
although my heart wanted to stay there forever.

It was years later that Kris shared the rest of this story with me. 
When I left his house that day, his mother looked him in the eyes and 
proclaimed, “Now, that’s the marrying kind!”

Kris protested, “Mom, she’s only twelve years old!”
“I don’t care if  she’s ten, that’s the kind of woman you should 

marry,” his mom insisted.
Kris told me he realized years later that at the moment of his mother’s 

declaration that day, his heart became open to the possibility of loving 
me as his wife.

Happily Ever After . . .

A little over a year later, Kris asked me to marry him. I am sure you 
are already calculating our ages in your head. Yes, I was thirteen years 
old and Kris was sixteen. It would be four long years later, on July 19, 
1975, that I would finally marry the man of my dreams.

Kris is the single greatest gift the Lord has ever given me. There has 
not been one time in my entire life that I have ever second- guessed my 
decision to become his bride. When I recited my vows to Kris on that 
wonderful day in July, I meant every single word: “In good times and 
in bad . . . in sickness and in health . . . for richer and poor, until death 
do us part.”

Kris has some advice he often gives to people who are on the journey 
to finding their soul mate and living happily ever after. He tells them, 
“Don’t marry the person you fall in love with. A fall is an accident, not 
an act of your will. If you fell once, chances are you will fall again for 
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someone else. Instead, grow in love, because what you did on accident 
you will need to do on purpose. A great marriage is never an accident; 
it’s a covenantal choice that two people make with each other for life. 
It’s only in the soil of sacrifice that the garden of true love can take root 
in the hearts of its companions.”

I have to say that Kris and I have had very different experiences in 
love. I loved Kris the moment I laid eyes on him, and I knew beyond 
a shadow of a doubt that he was the one and that I wanted to spend 
the rest of my life with him. Kris, on the other hand, really liked me 

when we met and enjoyed my company because 
he didn’t feel as if  he had to perform for my 
love. But it was really “like at first sight” for 
him, and then he grew to love me over time, 
as he slowly realized I was the woman he was 
dreaming of.

Yet the truth is that love is not a choice you 
make once in your life, but a thousand choices 
you make every day. Kris is right about falling 
in love, because just about the time that the 

butterflies leave, the cockroaches arrive. If  our covenants are based 
on feelings, the cockroaches will find a way to migrate into our mo-
ments of misery and destroy our marriages. But the secret of a great 
marriage is to do what you do when you feel like it— even when you  
don’t.

In other words, if you think about the way you behave toward your 
spouse when you are “feeling the love,” and then you act like that even 
when you aren’t feeling a thing, it is likely that you will have an amaz-
ing marriage. In the world, actions follow feelings. In the Kingdom, 
feelings follow actions.

The world is full of broken people who walked away from their 
covenants when their passion paused and they thought their love was 

The truth is that 
love is not a 
choice you make 
once in your life, 
but a thousand 
choices you 
make every day.
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gone. Yet love is like a bear, in that both bears and love can hibernate 
in the winter and awaken later, in a new season. When the feeling is 
gone, love hasn’t left; it is simply asleep. It can often be awakened by a 
simple act of kindness. Love never fails.

_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   27_Vallotton_GoodGodUgly_NS_bb.indd   27 12/7/20   8:24 AM12/7/20   8:24 AM

The Good, the God, and the Ugly • Kathy Vallotton 
Chosen Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2021 used by permission




