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Evangelist Sister Celeste 

Born into violence 

My father was an Italian immigrant and an alcoholic. Mother did the best she could with the little money he earned. 

His temper was uncontrollable and so violent that we lived in constant fear. My biggest fear as a child was that I 

would come hone from school and find my mother dead from a beating. I loved her so much and felt so sorry for 

her. She was so miserable, and yet did everything she could to make me happy. 

The prophecy 

My only security was Grandma, who lived across the street. Grandma was so happy, always singing hymns to Jesus. 

She told me many Bible stories and I grew to love Jesus more and more. At the age of six, I began attending a little 

Pentecostal church with Grandma. Then when I was seven, a visiting evangelist prophesied over me saying that one 

day I would be a missionary for Jesus. 

Turning my back on God 

When I was fifteen, I became more interested in boys than in spiritual things, and soon stopped going to church. 

Grandma saw what was happening to me, but refused to give up. She said that I would come back to Jesus some day 

– that she would pray me back. At home the drinking and violence continued, and I made up my mind that one way 

or another I was going to get away from all the screaming and bedlam. 

After leaving high school, I took a job as an Arthur Murray dance instructor. That’s when I met Frank, and fell head 

over heels in love. He asked me to come and live with him, promising that we would later be married. I knew it was 

wrong, but I loved him so, and my life at home was unbearable – so I agreed. 

Love didn't last very long for Frank. Within a year he was beating me, and dating other girls. But I would not give him 

up. I was convinced that I could win him back and one day marry him. For another four years I stayed with Frank in 

spite of the beatings and the other girls. Then one night he hit me with wrought iron chair - a beating which sent me 

to the hospital with a hairline fracture of the spine. Frank had hurt me so badly, but I still loved him. Somehow I 

thought that if I had a lot of money, I could buy his love back. That night in the emergency room I sold my soul to the 

devil. I had a new god now – money. I was going to get all the money I could get, and I didn't care how I got it. 

Prostitution was the way  

Two months later I was making money as a prostitute. At first I felt guilty and ashamed, but after a few times, it 

didn't bother me except just before I fell asleep at night. Then I would pray, “Lord, don't let me die and go to hell. I'll 

serve you when I'm eighty years old, I promise.” Soon I met other prostitutes, and in a month's time I had become a 

madam. I purchased a book of johns' names and began calling them. In no time, we had a good thing going. Word 

spread about our house and business flourished. Still, I wasn't happy, but I always kept a smile on my face, and no 

one ever suspected that my heart was broken. 

The arrest  

Business was expanding so rapidly, I had to move to a larger apartment. After a year I was arrested in a posh hotel as 

a result of a vast investigation by the police commissioner's office. During the ride to the precinct, I was concerned 

only for my family. I had told them I was in show business, and they believed me. But God was merciful to me. There 

was a newspaper strike and nothing got into print. After spending three nights in jail, I vowed to go straight. I 

received a suspended sentence, and went to California for a new start. I tried to make it but soon fell right back into 

prostitution. There was a satanic hold on me, driving me back and deceiving me into believing that I was smarter 

now and would never get caught again. There was no job that could pay big money. Prostitution was the only way 

for me.  
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An elite bordello  

I contacted my girls and we moved into an elegant apartment in a posh neighborhood. I was determined I would 

never again get busted. This time I was smarter. I paid off the doorman. I was more selective about girls and johns. 

Some of the johns came from big league baseball teams, the State Assembly and the U.S. Congress. Within a couple 

of months, I had johns from Hollywood and Broadway, business tycoons, the jet set. In time we had johns from four 

continents, including ambassadors. My girls came from every race and ethnic background. The secret to success in 

this business was variety. I was making big bucks, and I learned the more money the johns had, the more degenerate 

they were. Depression was the biggest problem I had to fight. That's why the girls and I went out partying every 

night. 

Always looking over my shoulder  

I had to be alert at all times. My girls were all on drugs, and I had to watch them so they wouldn't shoot up in the 

apartment. I worried that they would turn me in, and give out the names of johns. I was convinced the police were 

following me. Then there was the threat from pimps. I was assaulted by a pimp when I took in one of his girls. When 

the police arrived, I had to pass off the incident as a break in and burglary. If the cops knew the guy was a pimp, I 

was doomed.  

Prince charming  

Later I had to go to police headquarters where I was questioned about the incident by a handsome young detective, 

Ray Donahue. He promised that he would protect me and wanted to be my friend. But the way we looked at each 

other, I knew we would be more than just friends.  

Unknown to me, the pimp that broke into my apartment had told the police that I was a madam. They were 

launching an investigation on me, and the D.A.'s office put a tap on my phones.  

Soon Ray called and asked me for a date, and I went out with him. He was such a nice guy, so gentle – I had to keep 

reminding myself he was a policeman. Somewhere along the line I fell helplessly in love. Even though he had a wife 

and kids, I hoped one day Ray would get a divorce and marry me. He was too decent, too moral, to string a girl along. 

Finally, I had met my Prince Charming. Soon he would take me out of this sordid way of life.  

Deepening depression  

As time went on I had more and more problems. I went to Puerto Rico, hoping to fight off the increasing depression. 

On the return flight home, we hit rough weather. When the jet finally landed, I refused to continue the rest of the 

way back to New York. Instead I took another flight. The first jet crashed, killing all passengers aboard. I had been on 

that plane! I would have been killed along with the others had I not changed planes. I knew there was a curse on my 

life. The drugs, the girls, and the pimps were getting to me. And waiting for Ray to propose was tearing me apart. 

Fear stalked me wherever I went – in the streets, in restaurants, at nightclubs, even in my own apartment. Now I had 

to take two Seconols at night to sleep.  

One day as I was driving through Manhattan, I turned on the radio and the strains of a familiar hymn filled the car: 

There's room at the cross for you. There's room at the cross for you. Though millions have come, there's still room for 

one. There's room at the cross for you. Tears started rolling down my cheeks and I cried out, “Oh, God, I know you're 

real. Help me! I can't take it any more!”  

The raid  

Later that night I was raided. Ray came into the apartment with an army of detectives. I couldn't believe it – He had 

set me up! I began screaming hysterically, as they swarmed over the apartment. When they found my ledgers, 

pandemonium broke out as they announced the names of celebrity johns. On the ride to the D.A.'s office, one of the 

detectives told me that if I would cooperate with the D.A., he would see that I didn't do any time, because he was 

running for governor and needed the publicity. “Okay,” I said, “provided you don't give out my real name.” He 

agreed.  
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In the waiting room outside the D.A.'s office, there was a group of photographers and reporters. A reporter shouted, 

“Miss Clemente, give us the names of a couple of major league ball players!” I began screaming. The press had been 

given my real name. When I was called in to be interrogated, I refused to acknowledge I was a madam. I told them 

nothing because they had broken their word. I didn't even care about going to prison. My heart was broken over Ray 

– but worse, I had disgraced my family. I had destroyed my mother.  

Worldwide publicity  

I got out on bail and hired a prominent attorney. The next day the story was on the front pages of every major 

newspaper in the country. It also made the United Press International and Associated Press wire services worldwide.  

My attorney offered me no hope, since I had a previous arrest, and the publicity was building each day as the biggest 

vice raid in history. 

Suicide attempt  

Many prostitutes and johns had signed statements against me, which meant that I would certainly be sentenced to 

prison for the rest of my life. My family was disgraced. My life was ruined. There was no hope, no way out. Months 

later in court as the clerk read the indictments, 27 felonies and 10 misdemeanors, I swallowed a handful of sleeping 

capsules. Later I was revived in a hospital, and was put semi-comotose in a psychiatric ward. I kept crying out to God 

to save me and then take me home.  

A priest came in through the room's only door facing my bed. He was dressed in black and administered last rites to 

me. Then he shook his head in despair and left through the door.  

Two missionaries carrying Bibles entered the ward and started praying for the patients. When they prayed over me, I 

felt a spirit leave my body.  

After they prayed, I kept calling out to Jesus. Suddenly, I saw something white standing next to my bed. It looked like 

a priest that had come through the wall. I thought I was dying. I said, “Jesus, have you come to bring me death?” And 

I heard a voice say, “No! I have come to bring you life!” I said, “Why didn't you come through the door?” And He 

said, “I am the door!” I jumped out of bed and looked out a window. The whole world had changed. Everything was 

beautiful. At that moment I was born again! I had joy and peace in my heart. I left the hospital and drove home. 

Mother embraced me, and I told her I was saved.  

Imprisoned  

At the first trial I was found guilty of prostitution and was incarcerated for six months. I studied the Scriptures by the 

hour, held Bible studies in my cell, and led many inmates to Jesus. It was the happiest time of my life. At last I was a 

missionary for Jesus. 

While awaiting the second trial on felony charges, I was free and enrolled in a Bible college. My mother cried about 

the upcoming trial, but I had no anxiety about spending most of my life in prison.  

Where are thine accusers?  

Eighteen months after the raid, I was on trial in Supreme Court. The trial had been adjourned many times already 

because the D.A. wanted to drag out the publicity. This time when he asked the judge for an adjournment because 

not one john or prostitute could be found to testify against me, the judge lost all patience and demanded that the 

case be concluded. The only thing the judge could do was to offer me one misdemeanor plea, punishable by one to 

three years. As I walked out of the courtroom, my family was weeping. And a still, small voice said, “Woman, where 

are thine accusers?” 

His missionary  

After serving 18 months in Bedford Hills prison for women, bringing inmates to Jesus, I was free on parole. Then I 

started a ministry of bringing the gospel of salvation to inmates in jails and prisons in the New York area. I did that 
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for fifteen years, and then pastored a mission in New Jersey. For the past few years on Saturday nights I have 

preached the gospel from atop my car in Times Square. Many street people have been saved and healed as a result.  

As an evangelist, I travel around the country, holding revivals, speaking at Women's Aglow meetings, etc., and have 

appeared on various television shows including the 700 Club, PTL and 100 Huntley Street. I praise God that many 

people have been saved, healed, and set free by the power of Jesus, as the gifts of the Spirit have been manifested.  

My ministry is one of prayer and encouragement to the saints - to let them know that God has a plan and purpose 

for their lives, and will use them for His glory if they follow His ways. I believe that God is raising up a Church - a 

people who are full of the Holy Ghost and power, that will do signs and wonders in Jesus' name in these last days.  


