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father, David Lee Robertson Sr., known 
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his own battle of cancer. My father was 
the strongest man I ever knew.  

I would also like to dedicate this book in 
loving memory of Fred David, a kind 
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My Salvation Experience

When I was 11 years old, I attended 
church in my hometown of Fairland.  The 
church was small, and the average 
attendance each Sunday was about forty 
people.  This particular summer, the 
church was promoting church camp which 
involved kids from churches in the area 
coming together for an entire week to 
learn more about God through games, 
activities and events.  

Times were tough financially for my family 
that year; my Dad had been furloughed 
from Chrysler.  

I remember the Pastor of the church 
offered to help my family pay my way to 
camp, but my dad was not one to take 
charity from anyone.  Mom eventually 
changed his mind, and I was able to 
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attend church camp for the first time in my 
life.

I was anxious because I didn’t know what 
to expect and packed a lot of clothes.  I 
didn’t want to position myself to not have a 
variety of clothes in case I needed them.  
My girlfriend, who was my neighbor, was 
going, and she was bringing a friend to 
camp that year.  Her Mom offered to take 
all of us to the campgrounds.

When she pulled up in the car, they 
realized the trunk needed to be re-
arranged to fit all the suitcases. In the 
excitement of it all I remember wanting to 
sit in the middle of the back seat.  So I 
jumped in the car, and everyone else 
worked out the details of the luggage in 
the trunk.

We arrived at the campgrounds, I was 
anxious with expectation.  Girls began 
running towards the sleep shelter we were 
staying in.  I followed and found a bed not 
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far from the door and chose the bottom 
bunk.  The girls in the bunk beds beside 
me began to get their suitcases out and 
unpack.  We needed to prepare for a 
group meeting.  I reached for my suitcase 
and realized I must have left it in the car.

Camp was about an hour away from 
home.  I was given strict instructions to 
call home wisely since it would be a collect 
call and that would be expensive.  I made 
the decision I had an important reason 
and called home.   I explained I must have 
left my luggage in the trunk of the car.  To 
my surprise, I was told my suitcase was 
still sitting in the driveway; it was left by 
accident.  The luggage was only the 
beginning of my troubles.  It was then my 
parents informed me no one would be 
bringing me my luggage.  Mom didn’t drive 
in those days, and Dad was busy with a 
project.  So the only thing I could do was 
ask my girlfriends if I could borrow some 
of their clothes.
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Wow!  I didn’t realize it then, but things 
were about to get much worse.  My 
girlfriends wouldn’t let me wear their 
clothes until after they had worn them.  I 
was left with the clothes I had on my 
carryon bag and their dirty clothes.  By the 
time Friday rolled around, I was an 
unhappy camper for sure!  

I will never forget camp conducting 
multiple church services.  Each time they 
would have a service, kids would cry and 
go up to the altar.  

I didn’t understand what they were crying 
about, and quite frankly, I just wanted that 
part of the day to be over.  I wanted to 
play and meet cute boys.  So, Friday 
came around and with it, the last service 
of the week.  My friend’s mom would be 
arriving soon to pick us up.  Here we go 
again with the church service.  

Most all the kids are up at the altar crying.  
I didn’t want to cry, because I was tough.  I 
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didn’t want to be a follower and go up to 
the altar.  I remember standing and 
holding onto the chair in front of me and 
trying to wait out the altar call.  Yet, 
strangely enough, this time was different.   
Because so many kids went up to the 
altar, I was practically the only kid left in 
the pews. 

I felt very self-conscious for many 
reasons---my borrowed, dirty clothes and 
being the only kid left in the pews.  So I 
decided to walk to the altar but not for 
Jesus.  I went up just so I would not be 
noticed in my clothes.  I walked forward 
embarrassed to look like a follower.  Then 
I saw my two girlfriends and was 
embarrassed for them because they were 
crying like sissies.  I stood beside them to 
blend in.  

For some reason, they thought I was up 
there to pray, and they put their loving 
arms around me.  I thought I would play 
along, but something odd happened to me 
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as I bowed my head.  

I felt love.  Love like I had never felt 
before.  

I didn’t plan on coming to Jesus, but 
before I knew it I was asking Jesus to 
come in my heart and forgive me for my 
sins.  I felt the love from the people 
surrounding me but before I knew it, I felt 
God’s love engulf my body and my soul.
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Saved from Suicide

In my sixteenth year, with a very stubborn 
streak and not a lot of positive direction or 
role models, I decided to quit school in the 
second semester of my junior year.  I 
wanted to work two jobs, make all the 
money I could, and buy things of my 
choice.  

I soon realized employers didn’t see me 
as I saw myself; they would tell me I 
should go back to school.  Even my 
teachers cared enough to have the 
principal call to convince me to come 
back.  I eventually went back to school 
graduated with my class.

During this period of time, many times I 
lied to my parents.  I told them I was going 
to work but didn’t go.  Instead of heading 
to work, as I should have, I drove to a 
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party instead.  Party = Alcohol.  

I was stubborn and rebellious, but I wasn’t 
into drinking.  As I was growing up, my 
parents did not have alcohol in the house.  
The only exposure I had to alcohol was 
what my friends told me and watching my 
brother drink once.  

 I remember watching my brother come 
home late at night and taking a drink.  His 
drink of choice was whiskey.  When he 
drank it, he would make a strong face.  If 
he thought it was strong stuff, then it must 
really be strong.  

This party had a punch bowl full of 
Hawaiian Punch and Everclear.  Not being 
around alcohol, I had never heard of 
Everclear, so I didn’t know what that 
meant.  But being a teenager and wanting 
to fit in, I put a little of the punch into a 
paper cup.  Strange, I thought.  I didn’t 
taste much alcohol.  Being cautious, I 
didn’t drink much more than two paper 
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cups of punch.  Little did I know Everclear 
is really high proof alcohol with little to no 
alcohol taste.

I realized I should not drive, but I needed 
to get home so I wouldn’t get in trouble 
with my parents.   So I asked a girlfriend to 
drive me.  I went to the bathroom, and 
when I came out I realized my girlfriend 
left without me.  In order for me to go 
home, I had to drive.  

Remember, it was 1988 before Mother’s 
Against Drunk Driving (MADD) came on 
the scene.  So I drove drunk.  I told 
myself, “If I go really slow and pay really 
close attention, I will make it home and be 
okay.”  

Well, that was one night I will never forget.  
Thank God, I didn’t get into an accident, 
but after driving only a few blocks, I was 
pulled over by the police.  

I remember that night very well.  I was 
given a breathalyzer test.  
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The police officer drove my car to the gas 
station.  He then took me to the police 
station.  I was told if I could walk a straight 
line, I could go.  Being impaired, I couldn’t 
walk the straight line and began crying.  
My one phone call was to my sister 
instead of my parents; I let her call them 
for me.

Even though I was a minor, I was taken 
down to the Marion County Jail.  Thank 
God, I was a minor because I was spared 
a strip search.  After I was processed into 
the facility, they placed me in a corridor 
where I could see all the different 
cellblocks.   In this corridor was a phone.  
The incarcerated women asked me to 
make calls for them.  Being young and 
naive, I made collect calls for these 
women.  Each time as I would announce 
the name to the caller, the person on the 
other end would hang up or reject the call.  
As a teenager, this just didn’t make sense.  
Why wouldn’t they accept the call?  
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Having lived a sheltered life in a small 
rural town, my idea of jail was what I saw 
on television.  I believed I was entitled to 
one phone call, and the guard must 
provide me with water and bread on 
demand.  Boy, the guard really thought I 
was funny when I demanded my bread 
and water.

Hours upon hours passed until, as a 
group, we could go and eat breakfast.  
Once again, I had another surprise with 
breakfast.  Instead of pancakes or 
scrambled eggs, the menu consisted of 
warm, room temperature bologna, an 
apple and milk.  Man, I thought the only 
good thing that will come out of this for me 
was I would lose weight.  Oh yes, there 
was one more surprise.  It was Sunday.  I 
heard one of the other women say, “No 
one gets out of the Marion County lockup 
on Sunday.”  My heart sank.

By this time, the guard decided I was 
having way too much fun.  So, after 
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breakfast, she put me on the other side of 
the cellblock.  This time, I was actually in a 
jail cell by myself, and there was nothing 
but a toilet and me.  

To make matters worse, I could hear an 
old woman.  Her voice cracked every time 
she opened her mouth and made a sound.  
All she would say was “Heeeelllllp me!  
Heeeellllp me!”  All I wanted was for the 
woman to be quiet. 

I was literally at my wits end.  

I knew I could not spend another day in 
that jail cell with that metal toilet listening 
to that old woman.  So I made what I 
considered my only option--the logical 
decision to kill myself.  To me, this was all 
perfectly sane and reasonable.  I would 
rather die than to spend another second in 
this cell listening to that old woman.  

This was hell.   
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I didn’t know how I was going to make it 
happen, but I was determined to try.  

At the exact moment I made the decision 
to end my life, the guard came to my cell 
door.  She said, “It is your lucky day.  Your 
dad is here.  We are letting you out on 
Sunday because you are a minor.”  

Wow!  Talk about divine intervention.  I 
didn’t understand it completely then, but I 
knew God was watching out for me at that 
moment.
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Obeying in Giving

At the age of 18, I moved out of my 
parent’s house and into a small house in 
Indianapolis.  The house faced an alley.  I 
was a loyal worker in my chosen 
profession--  retail.  

One day as I went through my normal 
duties at the store, a military man came in 
and captured my attention and affection.  
Within six months, we were married.  

After the wedding, I still went to the same 
church I went as a small child.  Yes, the 
same one where the pastor helped me go 
to church camp. On one particular 
Sunday, the pastor said something in his 
sermon that my husband disagreed with.  
This disagreement lead to us moving to 
another church.
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It was an amazing time when we switched 
churches.  Even though I never forgot the 
experience of giving my heart to Jesus at 
age of eleven, I really began questioning 
the Bible.  I remember hearing the pastor 
preach about the days of Acts, when and 
where miracles would happen.  I just 
remember never witnessing them myself.

I asked my Mom for suggestions on what 
church to make our new home.  She 
wasn’t much help because she had 
always gone to the same church all her 
life.  As we talked, she mentioned a 
woman  who had diabetes and now was 
cured. The woman bragged how Jesus 
had healed her.  She could eat ice cream 
or anything she wanted without an 
adverse reaction.  So we decided to try 
that church in the small town of Beech 
Grove, Indiana.  

The church was amazing!  I was able to 
see miracles happen on a regular basis.  I 
was able to witness people praying for 

15



things to change in their life.  I learned 
God wanted to bless me and a lot of other 
amazing things.  I was really hooked on 
this new experience with actually seeing 
God work in people’s lives.  

This wasn’t just a distant God who moved 
in times past; they talked about God in a 
real present life experience.  I became a 
new believer in the Bible.  The Bible was 
not just words--  it was something that 
could be applied to your life and could 
actually change it.  I still remember 
witnessing a healing line and a deaf ear 
being made to hear again.

One day the pastor was talking about a 
vision he had for paying off the mortgage 
on the church and building a new, modern 
youth facility.  I remember being so happy 
with my new found excitement with God.  

Knowing God could do anything, I stood 
up and pledged $2,000 toward the payoff 
of the church.  At the time, my husband 
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and I lived upstairs in my parent’s home.  
We made small payments toward that 
pledge, as we were able.  

Less than two months later, we received a 
phone call from my mother-in-law that she 
had inherited a small amount of money.  
At the time, we had no idea what would 
happen or that she would give us $10,000 
from the inheritance.  We were able to pay 
off the pledge to the church as well as 
tithe on the $10,000.  Life just  kept getting 
better.  We were living with my parents 
while awaiting military housing, and that 
housing became available much sooner 
than we had anticipated.  God was 
working in our lives! 
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Tweezers

One afternoon, I was tweezing my 
eyebrows and poked my right eye with the 
tweezers.  Upon closer inspection, I 
realized the tweezers had lacerated my 
eye.  I remember everything was blurry, 
but I did not realize the depth of the 
damage.  I waited until later that evening 
to go to the emergency room.  

When I finally saw the doctor, he dilated 
my eyes and turned off the light in order to 
see the extent of the damage.  I was given 
a mirror so I could also see the cut.  I 
remember thinking to myself, “Wow!  
That’s a long laceration.” 

The doctor then said words I never 
expected to hear, “The laceration cannot 
be repaired by surgery.”  He mentioned I 
would need to see a specialist.  
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My eye hurt.  The inside of my eyelid hurt 
every time I blinked.  The throbbing pain 
gave me a headache.  The ER doctor said 
it would be best to patch both of my eyes.  
Since eyes move together, it would keep 
me from moving my bad eye if my good 
eye wasn’t moving either.

I was devastated walking out of the 
hospital with patches on both eyes.  I felt 
completely blind.  I went home and 
remembered seeing miracles happen for 
the first time at my small church in Beech 
Grove.  I called and asked the members to 
pray for me; I needed a miracle.  

My mom stayed with me for a few hours 
through the night.  As the new day 
dawned, I was having trouble 
maneuvering around the house. My sense 
of independence was gone.  I just could 
not stand the loss of independence so I 
took the patch off my good eye. 
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I thought back how the accident happened 
when an idea came to me.  At the time, I 
was watching a lot of Christian television 
thinking it could substitute for reading the 
Bible. At the time of the eye accident, I 
was feeling convicted to read more of the 
Bible.  How valuable my eyes were, and I 
never appreciated them!  So I sat down on 
the couch and opened my Bible.  I was 
trying not to move my eyes so I had to 
move my head left to right in order to read.  

My Bible had opened to the following 
verse:  Jeremiah 30:13-17 (King James 
Version)

“13 There is none to plead thy cause, that 
thou mayest be bound up: thou hast no 
healing medicines.  
14 All thy lovers have forgotten thee; they 
seek thee not; for I have wounded thee with 
the wound of an enemy, with the chastisement 
of a cruel one, for the multitude of thine 
iniquity; because thy sins were increased.  
15 Why criest thou for thine affliction? Thy 
sorrow is incurable for the multitude of thine 
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iniquity: because thy sins were increased, I 
have done these things unto thee.  
16 Therefore all they that devour thee shall be 
devoured; and all thine adversaries, every one 
of them, shall go into captivity; and they that 
spoil thee shall be a spoil, and all that prey 
upon thee will I give for a prey.  
17 For I will restore health unto thee, and I will 
heal thee of thy wounds, saith the LORD; 
because they called thee an Outcast, saying, 
This is Zion, whom no man seeketh after.”

I thought that passage applied to my 
situation.  My head began to hurt again, 
so I closed the Bible.  Just then, my 
husband came in, and I asked him to read 
the Bible to me.  Much to my surprise, he 
opened the Bible to the same scripture 
passage I had just read.  

Wow!  There are over one thousand 
pages in the Bible; there is no way that 
could have been a coincidence.  At least, I 
didn’t think so.  I seriously wanted and 
needed a miracle.  I came to the 
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conclusion God wanted to restore my 
eyesight.  I decided it was time to have 
some personal time with God.  I was by 
myself and got down on my knees at the 
couch.  I was sincere and honest with God 
and said a simple prayer, “God, if you will 
restore my eye I give you a promise to 
read your Word the way you want me to.  
My eyes are not for me; they are for you.”  

I got up from my knees and decided to 
walk upstairs for something I needed.  As I 
was walking up the stairs, I remember 
looking to the left into the dining room.  
Then I thought to myself, “Oh, that is going 
to hurt my bad eye.”  I stopped on the 
stairs and realized I felt no pain when I 
looked to the left.  How odd.  So I decided 
to test my eyes a bit further.  

I looked straight and then to the left a 
couple more times; I still did not feel any 
pain.  So I continued walking up the stairs 
and went into the bathroom.  I looked in 
the mirror at the patch on my bad eye and 
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no patch on my good eye.  I waited for a 
couple of minutes to pass as I continued 
to look with the good eye and still no pain 
in the bad eye.  

I wondered to myself, “Did I get healed?  
Did God heal my bad eye?  Is that why I 
am not feeling any pain, or is my mind 
playing tricks on me?”  I really debated 
taking the patch off the injured eye.  The 
doctor advised leaving the patch in place 
until I saw the specialist.  

Being a very impatient patient, I had 
already taken the patch off my good eye.  
How would I explain why I removed the 
patch from the injured eye?  I finally 
decided to try carefully removing the patch 
from the injured eye so I could put it back 
on if I needed to.

After slowly removing the patch, I looked 
in the mirror at my eye.  The pupil was still 
dilated. Salve had been put in my eye at 
the emergency room.  I guess it was 
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supposed to make the eye a little less 
painful.  As my eyes adjusted to the light, I 
looked really closely at my eye.  I couldn’t 
see the laceration.  I looked even closer 
and still did not see the laceration.  I 
blinked a little harder, and I had a little 
pain but it was coming from a little bump 
on the eyelid.  There was no laceration on 
my eye at all anywhere.  

Wow! I had a complete eye restoration 
miracle and felt absolutely nothing.  No 
tingles, no lightning bolt shocks, no 
shaking just me being healed without even 
knowing it.  

I began to call my friends and share the 
miracle that had just happened to me.
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Ectopic Pregnancy

After years of marriage, the pregnancy 
test was positive.  I immediately scheduled 
an appointment with an OB/GYN for an 
examination and confirmation of the 
pregnancy.  The appointment was a few 
days out, and I began to feel some pain.  
Slight bleeding the day of the appointment 
followed the pain. 

I remember my doctor saying, “Your life is 
in danger, and you need to go to the 
hospital right now.  I don’t even want to 
call an ambulance.  If you can drive, I think 
you should go right now.”  

She called ahead and coordinated 
arrangements with the hospital so they 
would be ready for me when I arrived.  
The doctor asked if I wanted to call 
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anyone; I immediately called my husband 
and my pastor.  

They both came to the hospital.  I was 
having a difficult time absorbing what the 
doctor had said.  I just wanted to find out 
how far along I was, and now I am told the 
pregnancy cannot continue.  Not only was 
I going to lose the baby, I might also lose 
one of my fallopian tubes.  Combine this 
with my life being in danger and the need 
to immediate surgery, I didn’t know which 
way to turn.   

Ignoring the advice of my doctor, I went to 
see my girlfriend, Avis Frieson at her 
workplace.   When I arrived, I told her I 
needed to talk to her right away.  I wanted 
to talk with her---in the restroom. 

By this time, I was in pain.  I was in 
physical and emotional pain.  When she 
met me in the restroom, I shared with her 
what was happening and asked her if she 
would pray with me and for me.  She did 
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so without hesitancy.   I will never forget 
what she said, “… saw thee polluted in 
thine own blood, I said unto thee when 
thou wast in thy blood, Live; yea, I said 
unto thee when thou wast in thy blood, 
Live.”  

After she finished praying, I asked what 
the prayer meant.  She said it was 
scripture from the book of Ezekiel.  The 
exact verse was Ezekiel 16:6.  When she 
completed the prayer, the pain vanished.  
Not only had the pain completely 
disappeared, I was having a full menstrual 
cycle.  

Astonished at this turn of events, I drove 
myself to the hospital.  I was greeted by 
my family but not happily.  They were 
upset and confused about why I was not 
already at the hospital when they arrived.  
Unfortunately, cellular phones did not yet 
exist, and I had not stopped at a pay 
phone to alert them to the fact I was 
stopping by Avis’ workplace for prayer 
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prior to going to the hospital.  

The final word was I did not need the 
surgery.  God took care of everything.  

I have never understood why He took my 
unborn child, but that is what happened.  
Trusting God saves us in the trials not 
from them.  He is still on the throne and 
worthy to be praised.  
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Financial Miracle

We were behind on our mortgage 
payments.  Fulltime ministry work was not 
paying all the bills.  We had a beautiful 
home, and we didn’t want to lose it.  

I remember watching Kenneth Copeland 
on television.  He began to tell his story of 
how he was millions of dollars in debt.  
This grabbed my attention because when 
you are thousands of dollars in debt, you 
want to hear how someone else was more 
deeply in debt and managed to get out of 
it.  

The one hundred dollar stories are great 
but not quite the faith builder you need at 
that time.  So Kenneth was going to ask 
the board to meet with him.  His greatest 
fear was he would be told he would have 
to leave the television program.  But his 
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debt was isolated to the television 
broadcast arena; all other areas of his 
ministry were successful.  

So he would worry then he would catch 
himself worrying.  The story continued.  
He asked God, “Why this department was 
in debt and not the other areas?”  

The answer God provided was what he 
chose to hold onto, God could not bless.  
So Kenneth struggled.  He let worry go 
and then began to take it back at different 
times.  

He would pray, “By the help of the Holy 
Spirit, I will not take back worry.”  Then in 
time he was out of debt.  

Copeland then asked if anyone watching 
the program was in debt.  He extended an 
invitation to say the same prayer he had.   
I remember repeating the prayer, “With the 
help of the Holy Spirit, I will not take back 
worry.”  Literally within 30 seconds after 
saying the prayer, I received a 
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telephone call from a recruiter in 
California.  

She had come across a website I had for 
sale on the Internet.  The website had 
been listed for almost a year, and I had 
not received even one phone call 
regarding it.  Right after saying the worry 
prayer, she called and did purchase the 
website.  The sale netted between roughly 
$15,000.  
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Miracles in My Family

A friend and I drove all night to get home 
following volunteering at a ministry event. 
Exhausted, I slept in until the ring of the 
telephone woke me.  On the other end of 
the call was my father.  He only said, 
“Your mom is in trouble; get here as 
quickly as you can.”

The drive to my parent’s home took about 
thirty minutes.  When I arrived, Mom was 
definitely not herself, so we called an 
ambulance.  In the meantime, as Mom 
was on the bed, her left eye drifted from 
side to side.  That was really strange.  
Mom didn’t have a wandering eye.  

Prior to the ambulance arriving at the 
house, she tried to get up from the bed but 
fell to the floor. 
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When the ambulance arrived, we quizzed 
the medics about the possible causes of 
her condition.  Heart attack?  Brain tumor?  
They advised although they could not 
completely diagnose her, in their 
professional opinion, she had most likely 
suffered a stroke.  A neurologist at the 
hospital confirmed their thoughts.  

My mom had a stroke.  

Not just a little one.  She suffered a 
massive stroke.  The massive stroke 
would cause brain swelling and could 
possibly take her life within twenty-four to 
forty-eight hours.  

Although Mom had had a stroke, while we 
were in the hall, she managed to dial 911 
from her telephone.   As strange as it 
sounds, my mom called 911 while in the 
hospital.  She knew she was alone, and 
she needed help right away.  

While Mom was taken for further testing, I 
exited the hospital and began to call 
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everyone I knew who believed in miracles.  
I needed to contact everyone and anyone 
who believed God could heal my mom.  

Dad was not a person of strong faith but 
was a born-again Christian.  He was 
listening to me asking people to pray for 
Mom.  He also didn’t really like to express 
emotions in any outward fashion.  So he 
just stood there, listening to me have faith 
for God to heal my mom.  

Listening to me must have given him hope 
in miracles because he told me he had 
prostate cancer.  No one knew.  None of 
my family knew.  Just him.  And not just 
prostate cancer.  

The cancer had spread into his bones, 
and he had been given six months to live.    

What a day.  I will never forget it.  Mom is 
given forty-eight hours to live, and Dad is 
given six months to live.  My head was 
reeling.  
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Praise the Lord I have a strong foundation 
in God and have experienced the power of 
God to heal, deliver, and set me free.  The 
very first thing I did was go to His Word.  

When God spoke to me and healed me 
after my eye injury, I now needed to hear 
from God through His Word regarding my 
mom.  

I needed a really quick answer from God 
about Mom’s condition since her situation 
was more urgent than Dad’s.   So that was 
my first earnest spiritual duty here.

After much prayer, I received a scripture.  I 
like to consider myself a rational thinker, 
and I am fairly analytic.  I know this could 
have been a coincidence when I opened 
the Bible.  But when I opened the Bible to 
the same passage twice, I knew it was 
God’s answer.  

I opened to Acts 3:6 6.  “Then Peter said, 
“Silver and gold I do not have, but what I 
do have I give you: In the name of 
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Jesus Christ of Nazareth, rise up and 
walk.”  

I stood on that scripture during those forty-
eight hours.  I went to my Father and told 
him the words God had given me.  I said, 
“You can bank on it; she will not die.  She 
will walk again.”

He was what the Bible calls a doubting 
Thomas.  He admitted and said, “I will 
have to see it to believe it.”  Mom lived 
past the forty-eight hours and was 
released from the hospital into a 
rehabilitation facility.  

But one issue was left unresolved for my 
mom--that wandering eye.  I was getting 
righteously angry when I visited Mom and 
watched her eye wander.  I summoned 
three individuals who are faith believers in 
the miracle power of God.  We stood 
together praying in faith and commanded 
Mom’s eye to move back in synch.  The 
next day when I saw her, the eye was 
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perfectly normal.  It has never wandered 
again.

Mom completed rehabilitation.  She was 
released and came home.  When I went to 
see her, my father said Mom was blind.  I 
was just exhausted and dazed at such a 
comment.  

I mean she was supposed to die and did 
not.  The doctors said after they realized 
she would live she would be a vegetable.  
Yet God’s Word came true, and she 
walked again.  Then her wandering eye 
was healed.  Now  Dad wanted to tell me 
she was blind?  After all she had endured, 
this I had to see.

I walked into Mom’s bedroom and asked 
her how many fingers I was holding up.  
She guessed but guessed an incorrect 
number.  I walked over to her and looked 
in her eyes.  They were milky white.  I am 
not a doctor, but it had been weeks since 
she had the stroke.  There was no way 

37



there could be any further damage. 

I could not imagine what could have 
happened in the car ride from 
rehabilitation to arriving home.  I sat by her 
on the bed and asked her if I could pray 
for her.  I also told her I had no idea how 
or why this could happen, but thought this 
might be an attack from the devil.  So with 
her permission, I said, “In the name of 
Jesus, I command the devil of blindness to 
go.”

She could instantly see.  She could see 
the clock across the room and told me the 
time.  

My father was only supposed to have 
survived six months with prostate and 
bone cancer.  We had six years of blessed 
borrowed time.  It helped him to keep 
going to be there for Mom.

I want the readers of this book to know 
God is real.  God is alive and can live in 
your heart.  He can hear your prayers 

38



and desires to answer them.  He is Jesus 
who died on Calvary’s cross for the sin of 
the world.  He cares deeply for you and 
any situation you are going through.  He 
will stick to you more closely than a 
brother.  He will never leave you, nor 
forsake you.  He hears all and sees all.  
Just take a moment to talk to Him.

In Philippians 4:6, the Bible says, “Be 
careful for nothing; but in everything by 
prayer and supplication with thanksgiving, 
let your requests be made known unto 
God.”
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